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INTRODUCTION TO THE REVlSEt) 
AMERICAN EDITION 


This book, now appearing in a new and reviseU edition, is as fresh and as 
true to India’s life as the day it was written. There are two reasons for 
this. The first reason is that the life of India has not changed, especially the 
life of Indians villages. They remain today as they have been for the last 
centuries poor, struggling clusters of people, ignored by all. The second 
reason is that Gertrude Emerson in this book wrote of eternal humanity, of 
men and women and children. 

I suppose that life in the average Indian village is more essential in its 
bareness than in any other place in the world. I had thought some of the 
villages of North China were surely among the barest in the world. But I 
found that I did not know what poverty was until I had visited the villages 
of India. There indeed are the people poor, living by the earth and on the 
earth, their houses of earth, their few utensils of earth, sometimes the only 
furnishings of the housc--beds of clay and little pedestals of clay for seats and 
tables. 

In the face of such preposterous and outrageous poverty, in the face of 
deeper misery and ignorance than can, I verily believe, be found in any 
other part of the world, certainly any part that I have seen, a sensitive and 
intelligent woman might have written a diatribe of anger and accusation. 
Instead she has chosen to do the far more telling — she has written of life 
exactly as she saw it and experienced it in a single Indian village. 

It may be asked how, being a western woman, she could have shared 
in this life to the extent that she did. The answer is that she went to that 
village empty. She took no western conveniences with her, she ate what the 
village offered, she lived in a simple village^built house. She took no preju- 
dices with her, either, and no preconceived notions, not even the cold 
scientific spirit of research. She simply went to the Village of Five Trees 
and lived there, as she might have gone to a village in her own country, 
taking the people as she found them. 

Of course few persons could have done this as effectively as she did. 
Jor this woman has peculiar gifts. Her greatest gift is that of being able to 
share in the life of others, forgetting herself. Even in India she was able to 
do this. But she also has another gift and it is„.the ability to tell of what she 
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clear, pure language, so that the reader sees what she sees and 
ttnderstand^s;’hat she feels. 

And indeed, the time has come for Americans to understand the peo- 
ples of India. There are nearly four hundred million of them, most of them 
living in villages such as this Village of Five Trees. A huge country, a great 
and ancient people, clinging still to the vestiges of a high civilization but 
in the midst of a country which is the second richest in the world in many 
of its natural resources, a people destined for freedom .and self-goverment, a 
people who look to democracy as their one hope : America cannot relegate 
India. 

For such understanding no better book than this one has been written. 
Without blame, without rancour, with nothing but profound human wisdom, 
it reveals India’s people, through the clear window of reality. 

Pearl S. Buck. 



Introduction to the British edition 


In her Voiceless Indian Miss Emerson has amply proved that she has her own 
natural right of a sensitive mind to come to a people who happen to be 
foreign to her and in judging whom she has done herself justice. The bond 
of kinship that prevails within a community not only protects it from wanton 
cruelty and injustice from inside but is the natural nerve channel through 
which we directly feel our own race in its entirety. But the stranger from 
outside can easily be unjust, owing to the fact that he has not to pay for his 
conduct in his own feeling and be checked by that deeper sensibility which 
goes directly beyond the miscellany of facts into the heart of a living unity. 
And for the sake of his own benefit and others’ safety he must bring with him 
his inner light of imagination, so that he may feel truth and not merely 
know facts. It is fully evident that Miss Emerson is gifted with this rare 
faculty, that she has realiszed a complete vision of an alien life by making it 
her own. 

It is a vvy hard trial for a Western woman to have to spend long lonely 
months in an environment where most things conspire to hurt the modern 
taste and standard of living. The author of this book did not choose the 
comfortable method of picking up information from behind a lavish bureau- 
cratic hospitality, under a revolving electric fan, and in an atmosphere of 
ready-made official opinions. For the materials of the present book she did 
not move about among the upper circle of the modern sophisticated India 
where communication was through her own language and tendencies of mind 
were not wholly unfamiliar to her. She boldly took it upon herself unaided 
to enter a region of our life, all but unexplored by the Western tourists, 
which had the one great advantage, in spite of its difficulties, that it offered 
no other path open to the writer but that of sharing the life of the people. 
In fact, in this adventure of hers she followed the examples of the true born 
travellers of the golden age of travelling when the pilgrims across the seas and 
mountains did not carry with them their own mental and physical habits 
—the barricading aloofness of their own race and culture. 

And I can easily imagine what the author had to pay for her experi- 
eflee, not in money but in a part of her life itself. The constant toll that a 
pitiless climate exacts from our yitalitjr.tor the barest privilege of living, the 
mean tyrannies of the tropics that often cause desperate discomforts and, 
What is worse, a perpetual state of subconscious irritation in our mind, are 
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enougiti provocation for a foreigner to make him unreasonably vengeful in his 
judgment anc^^j|nguage. There is no sign of that in Miss Emerson’s writings, 
not even of a temptation to be superciliously funny at any awkwardness of 
the simple village folk among whom she lived. These villages had no allurements 
of the romantic India, incomprehensibly mystic in her ritualism, or ineffably 
grand in her relics and ruins. The background of life they had was dull and 
drab, with no lurid fascination of vice so important for making its detailed 
descriptions gratifying to some readers in their search for a vicarious enjoyment 
under the cover of moral indignation. All this has given an opportunity to 
disclose the personality of the writer herself, not only through the intellectual 
sanity displayed in this book, but, what is more precious, in her depth of 
human s mpathy. 

She never idealised, not even for the sake of literary flourishes, any aspects 
of the village life to which she was so intimately close. She never minimised 
the primitive crudities of its features, things that were stupid, ungainly, 
superstitious, or even evil in their moral ugliness, but her narration, in spite 
of its unmitigaed truth, never hurts, because all through it runs the gracious 
touch of the woman, the pure instinct of sympathy which, while it bares and 
handles the sores, is yet tender to them. And these unfortunate Indian 
villages, deserted by their own capable men, neglected with scant notice by 
their politicians, cruelly ignored by their government, dumbly suffering un- 
speakable miseries, putting all the blame upon their inexorable fate, bent 
down to the dust by the load of indignities, deprived of education, sanitary 
or medical help, living upon a pitifully meagre ration of food that has hardly 
any nutrition, and a scant supply of water full of microbic menace — they 
need a true woman’s heart to give them voice, for they are like children in 
their utter helplessness disowned by their parents. 

What Miss Emerson has discovered concerning the poverty of the In- 
dian village, causing it to sink down under the weight of a land tax too heavy 
to be borne, has been openly acknowledged, to their credit, by a small band 
of Indian civilians who have been obliged to administer the system which 
they saw actually crushing the poor. Sir William Hunter said many years 
ago ; **The Government assessment does not leave enough food to the culti- 
vator to support himself and his family throughout the year.” Sir Henry 
Cotton and Sir William Wedderburn, both high officials, have confessed the^ 
same unpalatable truth. More recently still, Mr. C. J. O^Donnel, who held 
in his own day one of the chief administrative positions in the Government 
of India, has declared ; **It makes little difference to three hundred million 
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Indian peasants what the Simon Commission may recommend, but I fear that 
the ryot will remain ^the most pathetic figure in the British Empi/c’ ; for *his 
masters have ever been unjust to him, and Christendom will have one more 
failure to its discredit.’ ” 

I feel personally grateful to Miss Emerson for the masterly picture she 
has drawn of our pathetic village Jife, so vivid and yet sober in its colour-— 
the honest colour of truth ; for I myself have spent some part of my youth 
in its neighbourhood and have made it my mission with all my inadequate 
individual resources to befriend them who are friendless, who are eternal 
tenants in an extortionate world having nothing of their own. 

Rabindranath Tagore. 



FOREWORD 


No ALIEN can hope to catch more than a fragmentary vision of what India 

is, much less become the voice of the voiceless millions. The following pages 
merely record the day-to-day life of one little northern Indian village as it 
unfolded before my eyes over a period of many months. Nothing bearing on 
Indian village life has been withheld for the purpose of creating a particular 
impression or advancing any political thesis. Nothing fictitious has been 
added. 

I have chosen the title p'okeless Indian in spite of the restricted field of 
study, because the life of one village cannot be isolated from the common 
life of India. Agriculture is the chief occupation for three quarters of the 
population. Nine-tenths of the people are villagers. It is these villagers, 
poor, simple and illiterate, who cherish the traditions of centuries and keep 
alive the essentially Indian spirit. 

Looked at from without, India presents a picture of bewildering diver- 
sity-geographical variety, many ethnic and racial groups, different levels of 
culture, different languages, caste segregation, peculiar local customs, antago- 
nistic religious beliefs. All these suggest the impossibility of any underlying 
unity. Yet the bird’s-eye view, as Tagore has said, is not necessarily truer 
than the human one. The million Hindu pilgrims from every corner of 
India who annually visit Benares melt into the scene and become one with 

it. They are Benares. Mussalmans answering the call to prayer at Aurang- 
zeb’s great mosque are equally at home in Benares. Only the Europeans and 
Americans who hire boats and have themselves rowed on the Ganges past 
the crowded ghats remain incongruously apart. Anyone who penetrates even 
a little beneath the surface of Indian life must be astonished at the remark- 
able likeness of the ideals, social and spiritual, binding the people together. 

In making a book out of the circumscribed world of a single village, I 
have necessarily to exclude most of what is glamorous about India. The 
magnificent places and forts which lure tourists from the other side of the 
earth do not come within this limited horizon. Here are no gold-domed 
temples ; only shrines of crack mud. **The wealth of Ind,” which tempted 
Columbus to sail west when the eastern route was temporarily closed to Spain, 
and so brought about the accidental discovery of the Americas, is not to be 
found in the stricken villages. India has never lacked genius, and men with 



capacity for leadership and great saints continue to emerge from time to time 
out of village obscurity. But the impoverished soil scarcely offers them fit 
nourishment. India’s educated men, like educated men everyjvhere *in the 
modern age, gravitate to the cities. Where else can they earn a living ? 

The village suffers. To-day it lacks vital energy to adapt itself to 
economic and administrative changes imposed from without — some of these 
the costly result of selfish or mistaken policy on the part of alien rulers, some 
inevitable with changing times. One can always hope present ills will become 
to-morrow’s benefits and blessings. Under foreign tutelage, India has 
grown self-conscious, and national sentiment has been roused through the 
length and breadth of the land. When reconstruction is set in motion from 
the village upward, instead of from the city downward, India will once again 
be great. 

Meanwhile the village holds fast to all that is left of its heritage. The 
Village of Five Trees, too small to be marked on any map, was my narrow 
door. It taught me more of the deep-rooted Indian view of life, Indian ways 
of thought and Indian ideals than all the cities of India put together. Clogged 
with superstition and dark with ignorance the village life may be, but through 
4 ^nd beyond a light shines. 




BOOK ONE 




CHAPTER I 


VlUajft of “yxvz ^ees 

AT THE END OF A MONTH OF CAMPING I SAID GOOD- 
bye to my new Indian friends, the Jasbir Singhs, and turned my face toward 
Pachperwa, Village of Five Trees, An official of the estate of the Maharaja 
of Balrampur met me at the station with fifteen or twenty men to carry my 
bedding roll and three bags. He apologized because the local elephants had 
been lent to English officials for holiday shoots in the neighbouring jungle 
and only a baby, which did not count, remained for me. This was Champa, 
aged seven years. 

A baby elephant is not much bigger than a horse, though considerably 
broader. With some difficulty the driver made the little thing go down on its 
knees. I stepped first on the cushion of one of its hind feet, next on the tail, 
which somebody held looped like a stout rope, and scrambled awkwardly up 
on the pad. As the train whistled and rumbled away, Champa shied and set 
off at a run. Behind us, across the dried fields, marched the Tahsildar and 
burden bearers. Clinging to the pad ropes and try^ing desperately not to fall 
off, I made my triumphal entry into the Village of Five Trees. 

Everything had been carefully arranged for my comfort through the 
courtesy of Kanwar Jasbir Singh, at that time manager of the Balrampur Estate, 
to which the village belonged. Four tents from the Maharaja’s supply depart- 
ment were set up under the canopy of a huge tree close to the divisional head- 
quarters. One for me, two for the servants, and the fourth, a cook tent. The 
cook himself, in a new white turban and long olive coat, stood salaaming res- 
pectfully. The Tahsildp escorted me fort^ally to the tent door. 

Jawahir, whose name meant ‘jewel’*, announced that breakfast was 
ready. I was hungry, since Twas not yet used to the Indian custom of teles- 
coping breakfast and luncheon into one meal, served anywhere between ten 
and noon, with only a cup of tea to start the day off, at six. Bringing dishes 
he had beijn preparing since his arrival the day before, Jawahir proudly served 
the fir^t breakfast in my own tent-hold at Pachperwa. 

On his eager petition and the boast that he could cook in Hindustani, 
Musst^lmani and European stylea, I had taken Jawahir with approval of the 
estate authorities from a humble position in the kitchch of the. Maharaja’s 
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European, Guest House at Balrampur. This first effort was obviously a de 
monstratibn of what he considered his European style, specializing in potatoes. 
He served potatoes in four different ways, Julienne, French fried, mashed 
and boiled. He also produced goat meat, heavily spiced and made Into patties, 
and rice curry. A very rigid cornstach pudding, set in a ring of cold mashed 
potato, came on aa ftnale. Mentally I drew a heavy line through “European 
style.’’ We should do better, I felt, with Indian methods of cooking. 

I had reached the end of a journey of several thousand miles. We un- 
strapped the bedding roll,' and Jawahir’s mother-in-law, an independent little 
grandmother of forty-five who was to serve as ayah, made the bed. , I hung my 
clothes over the cord conveniently stretched along the interior of the tent at 
the point where the walls met the sloping roof, set out my few toilet necessi- 
ties, and arranged books, papers and typewriter on the table. My home was 
officially in order. 

Camping is understood as a fine art in India, where its tradition goes 
back to Mogul days. The tent was divided into three compartments-^a space 
in’ front, like a covered verandah or sun parlour, with transparent curtains of 
split baniboo, a main room, twelve feet square, and a bathroom at the back. 
The inner walls and ceiling were of yellow cloth, printed with gay flowers, 
the outside was khaki-coloured. Over a' thick layer of straw were blue and 
orange striped tlaris, presumably of prison manufacture. Padded curtains, 
which could be rolled up or dropped at will, served front and back doors. 
The tent was furnished with a comfortable tape bed, tables, chairs, a dressing 
table with a mirror, a washstand with white enamel pitcher and bowl, an 
old-fashioned conimode and a zinc bathtub. The dishes and cooking uten- 
sils, bought in Lucknow, the nearest large city, Jawahir had arranged in the 
cook tent. Two screened food boxes, four lanterns, a table lamp, a charcoal 
brazier and a large quantity of soap completed my housekeeping equipment. 

I experienced a pleasurable feeling. On a previous visit to India I had 
travelled through all thomain provinces of British India and a number of the 
Indian States. I had listened patiently to what hundreds of people had to say 
^ about India and Indians-in English-from the Viceroy and Mahatma Gandhi 
down to Abdul Aziz, my Mohammedan bearer. But India had eluded me. 
Some day I would come back and pick out a village to live in as the logical 
starting point, since nine tenths of the people of India are villagers. And 
here I was. ^ ‘ 

This particular village I had stumbled upon more or less by accident. 
Ipdk has something like three quarter of a million villages. As far as I was 
concerned, one would do quite as well as another. 
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I had no sooner landed in Bombay than I was offered villages with 
prompt and generous enthusiasm on every side. An Indian ^voman doctor said 
she knew just the right spot in the Punjab. A Madrasi pointed out that only 
in a Dravidian village of the Soijth could one hope to see the <real India.’ 
‘^After all,” he insisted, <<the Aryans are merely foreign immigrants of a few 
thousand years ago.” A Calcutta friend urged Bengal because in that pro- 
vince village conditions were at their worst! Gandhi, whom I visited' at his 
ashram near Ahmedabad, was afraid that I might become ill in an ordinary 
Indian village, with its uncertain water supfply and insanitary conditions. I 
must have a clean, healthy village, which he would find for me in Gujarat 
— or, if I insisted on going elsewhere, one of his Congress workers in Bihar 
would take me under his wing. 

In spite of all these friendly offers of assistance, I managed to reach 
Allahabad in the United Provinces still uncommitted, cherishing the thought 
that I would pick my own village. Unexpectedly everything was settled fot 
me by a letter from an unknown English official in the provincial adminis- 
tration. On the basis of a casual letter and the recommendation of a friend 
in London, this gentleman had gratuitously taken upon himself the task of 
finding me a village. I confess my breath was taken away. His letter read ; 

I have made arrangements for you to live in the north of the 
Gonda District, in Oudh, close to the Nepal border. The village is 
called Mansurwa and it is in the Tulsipur tahsth about three miles 
from Jarwa railway station. The village belongs to the Maharaja of 
Balrampur, a boy of about thirteen, whose estate is now being managed 
by the Court of Wards which correspond^ to so^ie extent to Chancery 
in England. The manager of the estate is Kanwar Jasbir Sitjgh, He 
is a grandson of the Maharaja of an Indian State in the Punjab and is 
a Christian. He was educated in England. On November 25 I expect 
he will be in Allahabad, and it may be possible to arrange a meeting 
with him then. I have just written to ask him to start out to build 
your house, but he says it will be about six weeks before it will be St 
for you to live in, owing to damp. I suggest therefore that while it is 
being constructed you should live in tents, which I think he will be 
able to arrange for. He can also let you have simple furniture. 

. You will Snd the nights at this place, especialljr in a tent or in a 
mud house, much colder than at Allahabad, especially from the middle 
of December to the end of january, and you will need plenty of bed* 
ding. ! think you had also better discuss with Indians at Allahabad the 
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<j4jestion of food. In ii village like Mansurwa you will be able to get^ 
little but rice, maize^ . possibly coarse wheat flour and coarse, salt 
and a few condiments. Butter will not be available unless you make it 
yourself by shaking a bottle. I am doubtful whether you will get any 
vegetables except potatoes and perhaps something like a small pumpkin. 
Bread of the Western variety will have to be obtained from Balrampur 
or Gonda. You will of course boil all water or milk that you use and 
I presume you will have a small collection of medicines. 

To get to Mansurwa, your best way is through Lucknow. You 
change at Gonda for Balrampur. You had better stay there for the 
night and go on in the early morning to Gainsari where you change 
again for the Jarwa branch. Kanwar Jasbir Singh will probably arrange 
for an elephant to get you out to the village. 

I hope this village will suit you. I have had the District Magis- 
trate and the Police Officer of the district informed of your coming. 
You will of course realize that there is always a danger of burglary 
and I would advise you to take nothing of any appreciable value and 
keep as little money with you as possible. There is probably a post 
office at Jarwa to which you could have money sent in small afnounts 
as you needed it. 

For the first time my village jumped out of the realm of speculation 
and took on the stark outlines of reality. A day or two later, I had my first 
interview with Kanwar Jasbir Singh, a distinguished-looking man with mar- 
ked features, whose Oxford English was extraordinarily perfect. He advised 
me to come on to Balrampur at once and discuss the details of my venture 
before he went out on a colct-month camping tour of the estate. 

Pachperwa, in the northeastern part of the United Provinces, and not 
Mansurwa, eventually became my home. While the question of a suitable 
cook was awaiting solution, it was suggested that I join the young Maharaja 
on his morning rides out into the country. Pateshwari Prasad Singh, Maha- 
mjg of Balrampur, I learned, was the richest boy in the United Provinces, 
which boasted a population of roughly fifty millions. He owned an estate the 
size of Rhode Island, giving him an income of forty-five lakhs (a million and 
a half dollars) a year. As I stood waiting on the Guest House steps at seven 
o’clock the morning after my arrival in his little capital, the Maharaja hnn- 
sclf^ a shy, solemn, overgrown boy, came riding up, touched ^is helmet with 
his riding crop in formal salute and said ^*How do you doP* in slow, careful 
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Through narrow lanes and out again into open fields yellow with 
i^ustard and ar^ar clattered our little cavalcade, the Maharaja and his Rajput 
aide, the English riding master and I, and four outriders, two in front and 
two behind, bearing lances with fluttering red and white pennants. I had a 
few glimpses of thatched huts clustered here and there and tenants running 
to the dporways to greet their Maharaja with folded hands, Hindu style, or 
a curious bob an.d salute, Mohammedan style. But it was not my privilege to 
see many villages from horseback. The second moi;ning my horse stumbled 
and went down on both fore knees, and I had the unpleasant surprise of 
picking myself up from the ground with a broken right wrist. One of the 
outriders galloped off to fetch a carriage and I was driven back to the Guest 
House in crestfallen mood. The Maharaja said he would rename the road 
where I had my spill ‘‘Emerson Road.” 

The wrist was soon set by the local Indian doctor. Kanwar Jasbir Singh 
and the Kanwarani Sahiba insisted that I could not go off at once to Man- 
surwa. Why not go camping with them ? There. would be shooting parties 
in the jungle. There would be plenty of villages to inspect, and I could listen 
to the many problems coming up for settlement by the manager and his staff 
of Indian assistants. I could begin studying Hindustani with the camp clerk, 
who was also tutor to the manager’s two boys. “Do come,” begged the Kanwa- 
rani, who had spent three years at college in the United States. 

Three weeks later, in the course of our camping, we reached Tulsipur, 
the closest point in the itinerary to Mansurwa. I borrowed a car and accom- 
panied by the two boys and Anand Sarup, familiarly referred to as the 
Deputy Sahib— -then assistant manager in charge* of the eastern division of 
the Balrampur Estate— set out to inspect my village. 

We drove for an hour or more through open country and Jlight forest, 
at one point ploughing across sand and fording a shallow river. We passed a 
few small villages — flies, bony cattle, mongrel dogs covercd^with sores, timid 
children with uncombed hair, incredibly thin old men. Then more forest, 
said to be a haunt of tigers and leopards, and at last a tiny clearing with 
exactly seventeen houses surrounded by fields in which the recently cut paddy 
was stacked in great golden mounds. This was Mansurwa. Near the faint 
tracks of the road some neat piles of sun-dried bricks caught and held my 
eye. Yes, explained the Deputy Sahib, these had been carted all the way 
from Tulsipur, forty thousand of them, for my house. I gaxed upon my forty 
ttfousaud bricks and codtempUted the prospect of becomings for the first time 
in my life, a householder, in that lonely spot at the edge the Indian jungle. 
The seventeen families of Mansurwa led too restricted an eatist^nce to 
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give any conception of normal living conditions in India. When 1 found that 
nonfood except rice could be obtained in this tiny settlement, and thaf^ 
^should have to send three miles away to Jarwa, a small trading post on the 
NcpaljCse border, for all my supplies, I turned my back on Mansurwa. In re- 
commending it, the English official, I later came to know, had not inten- 
tionally tried to dispose of a troublesome investigator. He knew 1 wanted 
‘^a small village, preferably off the railway,” and an Indian subordinate had 
dutifully recommended the smallest and most remote one he could find. 

Thinking over all the villages I had recently been seeing, I now decided 
to settle in the one where we had camped the first week of December, since 
this appeared to offer the best possibilities, 

Pachperwa (pronounced Putch-pair-mh) means simply ‘five trees,’ but 
no one in the village cpuld ever point out the particular five trees for which 
it was named. Several shisham trees, which look a little like poplars, grow 
about the station, and for some distance the station road is bordered with 
them. Where the road swings to the southeast and, just before you enter the 
village, crosses the one coming from Utraula— on cold days Dowdhe the tailor 
sits here outside his shop plying the treadle of a Singer sewing machine with 
bare toes and warming himself in the sun*— fou^ tall trees stand up. If there 
was ever a fifth, no sign of it remains. The nearest I came to solving the 
mystery of the name was the clue offered by an old man who once waved his 
hand vaguely to the south and said the five trees were somewhere in that 
direction, bahut dur, a long way off. 

The village itself, in its humble garb of mud and thatch, is no different 
in appearance from countless villages scattered over the plains of northern 
India, though as Indian villages go it is considered large and prosperous. From 
even a little distance you would not notice it at all. The brown dwellings 
have a way of sinking down into the earth of which they are made. The 
wide sky dwarfs them to nothingness. In the time before the rains, fields and 
shadcless village are dead, uniform brown. At the end of June, when the 
whole flat country suddenly becomes inundated, and in place of fields there 
is a vast sheet of water casting back the intolerable glare of sky, the village is 
a point lost in endless space. Later, when the fields are green with waving 
rice pr yellow with mustard or blue with linseed, the houses, too, sprout 
broad notched leaves on their weathered thatches, where moon-faced pump- 
kins grow. Then you would certainly tliink it was a pumpkin patch, not a 
vil^e you had strayed into. • « 

) Restless for anchorage, the eye lights upon the mountains to the north. 
FouHtten miles away above the level fields rise the foothills of the Himalayas. 
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That is where British India ends and Nepal begins. But beyond the first two 
Sanges, halfway up the sky, shine out the far distant snow peaks. That is 
where time ends and eternity begins. In Hindu thought, the Abod% of Snows 
has been the home of Shiva, the Great God, from before the beginning. In- 
credibly high, white and beautiful are those peaks. In the early morning and 
at sunset the gigantic slopes glow with warm rose and orange lights, cut across 
by cold blue shadows. In winter, when I first saw them, the mountains 
seemed to stand right up over Pachperwa; then slowly they began to with- 
draw. But even when March dust or May heat or summer rains had blotted 
them from sight, they used to come back from time to time, pale^ fair ghosts 
with spring-white clouds about their heads. I never tired of looking out from 
the village through this mountain window, 

During my first weeks in Pachperwa I knew that I should be on proba- 
tion with the villagers. Would they be friendly? One Englishwoman who had 
spent thirty years in India had assured me that no villagers would have any 
respect for me. I was too footloose and unattached. Even Gandhi was doubt- 
ful whether they would accept me as a friend, unless some Indian whom they 
trusted acted as go-between. I decided not to evince too much personal in- 
terest in their affairs, but simply to make my friendliness felt as opportunity 
presented itself. I stayed about the tent most of the time. If I went for a 
walk I took the Ayah with me, as proof of my respectability, or Asgar Ali, 
the village boy who was adde4 to the menage at Jawahir’s request for an 
assistant. It was two weeks before I slipped off alone to the bazar one day, 
only to discover some time later that the Tahsildar had delegated one of his 
men to follow me wherever I went, to render assistance in case of need. 

Meanwhile there was much speculation in the village about why I had 
come. Not only all the villagers of Pachperwa but all those who came to the 
tahsil on business made it a point to pass the tent and inspect me. Sometimes 
I would look up and see a little row of women standing far off by the road, 
gazing fixedly at me. A hundred times a day I heard the servants being 
questioned. Who was I? Where had I come from? What was I going to do 
in Pachperwa ? Since the servants did not know much more about me than 
the villagers, they made up what answers they pleased, taking pains, of course, 
to explain that I was somebody very important. 

Through the Tahsildar and the Assistant Tashildar I learned of all 
sorts of wild rumours afloat. It was said that I was a spy of the government^ 
jhat the king, of my country had sent me to investigate the cofli^tion of th^ 
country around Pachperwa, knd, if I made a favourable report^ no doubt he 
would go to war with the British king and take Pachpef^«t! One man 
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announced that a certain holy Mussulman in a town fifty miles away had 
given out that though he knew the real reason why I had comc/he could no^' 
divulge it,' Perhaps the curiosity of the people of Pachperwa served as the 
bridge between them and me. It was not long before I was getting, smiles in 
exchange for smiles. 

Attached to the village and officially classed as part of it are three 
hamlets. These lie strung along the station road. The first is Jagdishpur, 
‘City of the Lord of the World.’ It has forty-five houses but no well. The 
inhabitants have to cross several fields to fetch their water from the next 
hamlet, Bargadwa, Tlace of a Banian Tree.’ The third hamlet, known as the 
Nai Bazar, or ‘New Bazar’, is really the grain market of Pachperwa. From here 
the road, palimpsest written over with bare footprints and hoofmarks, runs 
straight south for a short distance, overshadowed by fine old mango trees. On 
one side lie open fields, the ugly chimneys of Haweli Singh’s brick kiln, and 
the new schoolhouse. On the other are the ramshackle buildings of the tahsil 
headquarters, with a large mango grove, like an orchard, io the east; then a 
little dispensary that is also the post office, and another mango grove where a 
market is held every Wednesday. At the southeastern corner of the second 
grove is the police station. 

The real village lies just beyond. Possibly it has two hundred houses — 
the official figure at the time of my residence there was 336 houses for Pach- 
perwa and its hamlets together — but five or six minutes’ walk in any direction 
brings you through the village and out again into the fields. Isolated farm- 
houses do not exist in this part of India. Cultivators herd together in small 
villages, going out to work in the adjoining fields. Every scrap of available 
land is needed for cultivation. The population of the villages is therefore 
almost as dense as that of the cities. 

The houses of Pachperwa are very small, with sloping roofs of thatch 
or occasionally small tiles. None of them is more than one story high, and 
few are more than ten or twelve feet wide. They huddle compactly together 
in solid, irregular rows, fronting directly on the dirty little lanes and alleys. 
Open spaces here and there mark the posilicm of wells, and on the outskirts 
of the village are two large J/fi/s, or tanks with artificially constructed embank- 
ments, and some good-sized threshing floors. Many of the houses have some 
sort of shop in front, with commodities'placed on benches under a projecting 
roof* Instead of gardens — villagers cannot afford gardens— a small court is to 
be found at the back of the house, enclosed by walls high enough to ke^pout^ 
the prying gaze of neighbours. There is generally, too, a flat space of ground 
a few feet square near the front door, where^the earth has been pounded down 
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hard for drying grain or peppers. All the floors are |of earth and you never 
•see a window, since windows are viewed with dislike as somethijig through 
which strangers would be able to look in upon the sanctity of home. Light 
filters into the dark little interior's from doorways opening on street or court. 

The Village of Five Trees does not know telephones, gas, electricity, 
ice, running water, plumbing. Not a single Indian conveyance, such as an 
ekka, is for hire, even at the station. Mine was the only newspaper entering 
the village. But something is left in spite of the deficiencies, something that 
flows imperturbably on, through all manner of adversity. Life, it seems, can 
exist even where all modern conveniences are absent. 

If the mud and grass houses are dissolved in the rains or destroyed by 
fire, as they often are, the villagers at once replace them with the patience 
of ants reerccting their dome of sand crushed by a careless foot. Fresh mud 
is scraped together out of the road, leaving a hollow that fills with water in 
the next rainy season aud soon becomes the breeding place of malarial mos- 
quitoes. After a troubled week or two, life resumes its trammelled course with 
a kind of obstinate orderliness. 

Outcastes have always lived apart in India. So, here in the village, the 
despised groups, leather workers, weavers and scavengers, live by themselves 
at the southwest side of Pachperwa. Though a few of the leather-working 
caste find a traditional employment in skinning the dead cattle of the village, 
this occupation cannot support ;many families, and most of them now hire 
themselves out as ploughmen or field workers. In spite of a change of work 
the ‘untouchables’ still bear the stigma of the ancestral association with dead 
or unclean things. Their houses are the poorest in the village, some of them 
little more than tumble-down huts consisting of a single room two or three 
yards square. ** 

No fixed rule prescribes where other people are to live. They tend to 
group themselves according to the caste occupations they practise in addition 
to cultivating a little land as tenants of the Maharaja of Balrampur. The 
Mohammedan butchers occupy one quarter, the wood-turners another. Most 
of the Hindu goldsmiths have their shops in a rough circle at the west side 
of the village* The small tradesmen, confectioners and tobacco sellers cluster 
at the entrance in the part known as the Old Bazar, in distinction to the New 
Bazar on the way to the station. 

In the New Bazar live all the big traders, those who buy up the grain 
ofdthe cultivators and then* get their money back by selling them cloth and 
acting as wholesale dealers to the Baniasy or little traders. They are all 
Marmris, coming originally from Marwar, in western Rajputana^ but now 
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scattered broadcast over India. Even though a Mar\vari starts life with no- 
thing, he is sure to accumulate a fortune before he dies, according to popular^ 
belief. 

Though the Marwaris had come to Pachperwa but twenty-five years 
ago, when the branch railway line was extended connecting the village with 
the outside world, their shops in the New Bazar were now three times bigger 
than any of the other shops. It is to the New Bazar that most of the bullock 
carts come creaking after the autumn and spring harvests and it is from the 
New Bazar that they start for the station, loaded with heavy brown bags. The 
records entered in mysterious Marwari script in the long, flexible, red cloth 
account books of Jokhi Lai, owner of a score of shops in different parts of 
India and the richest dealer of Pachperwa, mount up into thousands of rupees 
every year. 

I can see Jokhi Lai yet as I first saw him, coming up the path that led 
past the tent under the big pakar tree to the tahsib In those days he was 
much concerned with his reelection as headman of the village council. Short, 
fat legs stuck out from under his white draperies and his pointed slippers 
turned up and out. The index of his opulence was the straining of the buttons 
on his white coat. Outside of business Jokhi Lai was very pious. His dark 
face was always marked with broad bands and splashes of sandal paste, put 
there before his morning worship. Passing my tent, he would invariably stop, 
raise his folded hands and beam at me from under a tiny turban of canary 
yellow, wound in countless strands of linger thickness. 

Only gradually does the village reveal unguessed riches, the inheritance 
of better days. The old carts — not the new ones — are often elaborately carved. 
Even the great heavy wheels that go bumping through the mud have borders, 
which must have taken patient hours <o chisel. A few of the houses have 
beautifully carved door frames. Once I watched two women sitting in their 
courtyard grinding maize. The round stone they turned was delicately chased. 
At the shop of Kalu, a tobacco seller and maker of hookah stems, the tobacco 
was stored in large gaily painted jars of his own decoration. Gaudy cloths 
for quilts, freshly stamped by Rajab, the village dyer, hung in front of his 
shop on a rope of grass. A few doors away the twisted little Mohammedan 
potter, my special friend, scratched designs on many of his clay pots, which 
he filled in with white, yellow or black. 

For a crowning example of sheer extravagance there was Mahadeo’s new 
door. Mahadeo, named for the illustrious Great God, was a confectioner who 
lived beside a shrine marked by a lone clay elephant with a broken trunk, 
under a tree from which a parrot screamed all day as he perched upside down 
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in an iron cage. Rebuilding his house, Mahadeo ordered a master carpenter 
from Utraula to make him a new door, carved with rosettes from tc^ to bottom, 
and this door cost a hundred rupees. I imagined every time Mahadeo went 
in or out of his door, he thought to himself, ‘This is the finest door in the 
whole village and I paid a hundred rupees for it!’ 

Stopping to admire the door was the way I first got acquainted with 
Mahadeo and' his family. Afterward I often stopped to watch him making his 
sugar-and-milk concoctions. A big iron cauldron rested over a charcoal fire in 
the covered space which was in reality the front room of the house. Mahadeo 
or his brother was usually stirring the liquid. When it was done it turned the 
colour of straw, and Mahadeo ladled it into a bowl with a wide mouth. Now 
came the crucial moment. Stirring all the time, he deftly spilled fat drops 
over the rim of the bowl on to a dusty piece of gunnysack spread on the dirty 
floor. He made long rows of drops up and down the gunnysack. In a few 
seconds, these hardened into the familiar sweets that sold in enormous quan- 
tities in the village. He and his brother made other sweets also, for weddings 
and special celebrations, and these were often decorated with thin coats of 
silver-leaf. The shop was a great rendezvous for red and yellow hornets with 
dangling legs, not to mention innumerable flics. 

* A little farther down the same street were some Bania houses I was 
especially fond of. The whole front walls, under the projecting roofs, were 
decorated as gaudily as Rajab’s cotton cloths. Strange birds and fantastic 
animals, roosters with curled tail feathers, square-shaped buflaloes, elephants 
with oddly abbreviated trunks, dolichocephalic horses with ears like mules’, 
marched along between borders of brilliant flowers. The startling effect was 
produced with white, yellow and green paints, but principally vermilion. 
THp white was lime, the yellow was turmeric, the green was a cheap impor- 
tation from Germany and the red was red lead. 

From centuries of making chauh> those sacred squares of Hindu reli- 
gious ceremonies, drawn with coloured powder on the ground, Hindu women 
have acquired skill a^ artists of a limited kind. It is they who twist a bit of 
cotton around the end of a stick, dip it in colour and draw patterns on the 
walls of the village houses. But the art is dying. Most villagers do not paint 
their houses nowadays and look with tolerant contempt on those who do. 

I must not forget, either, the house of Yasin Khan the Pathan. Yasin 
oiled his black beard and smiled a trifle unctuously. His father still cultivated 
*tobacco and in all probability, Yasin would be following his humble calling 
had not fortune lifted him to dazzling heights. It was rumoured in the village 
that Yasin’s riches came from a pot of rupees ploughed up in^ his fields, but 
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Yasin himself gave a more prosaic explanation. For some years he had held 
the leather^ contract for Pachperwa, paying a fixed sum to the Balrampur 
Estate for all the skins of the village cattle dying during the year. When the 
first World War came and leather sold for soldiers’ shoes at fabulous prices, 
he made a fortune. Yasin felt aggrieved when the price of leather dropped, 
but he took care not to let his fortune dwindle away. He lent it out to the 
villagers at 96 per cent interest. 

Yasin, by virtue of being Mohammedan, did not suffer social ostracism 
on account of his leather business and his house at the northwest corner of 
Pachperwa was a striking testimony to his palmy days. It was not much 
larger, to be sure, than an ordinary house, but on two sides it had ornamental 
arches with delicate plaster tracery. What gave it real distinction, however, 
was its coat of whitewash. No other house in Pachperwa, not even Jokhi 
Lai’s in the New Bazar, was so pretentious. 

Asylums of space and cleanliness, occupying a place apart in the life of 
the village, are the mosque and the temple. The mosque, standing in the 
very centre of Pachperwa, is easily recognized by two little false minarets. 
The old man who sings out the call to prayer five times a day cannot climb 
up these minarets, since they are of solid brick, but stands on the ground 
below. A high gate with a wooden door shuts off the sacred enclosure froAi 
the street. Over it is an arabesque and an inscription in Urdu. This pro- 
claims: ‘Let everything be sacrificed in God’s name. The Kaaba is in the 
heart where God dwells.’ Inside is a clean open court of cracked cement, 
where the faithful kneel in serried rows on strips of cloth or matting at one 
o’clock every Friday, The service is conducted by the Maulvi Sahib from the 
proper place within the mosque, a shallow whitewashed edifice with three 
arches, over which are plaster incrustrations. Humble as the village mo^ue 
is, there is something spacious about it, something not unworthy. Centuries 
have shaped the fashion of its scalloped arches, its rounded domes, its court 
open to the sky. 

The Hindu temple is in a large garden behind ;| wavy wall in the New 
Bazar. Its gate leads directly into the Dharmasala, or rest house, where 
Hindu strangers are welcome to pass the night. Such rest houses, attached to 
temples or put up by the charity of individuals, are common enough all over 
India. They correspond to Mohammedan rarah and European hotels, ex- 
cept that hotels are for making money, and dharmasalas and sarais are charit- 
able structures. There is no charge and, on account of caste restrictions, no 
food is served in a Hindu dharmasala. 

The I^jchperwa temple garden is green with papaya^ custard apple, 
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guava, bitter oranges. There is also a Ifrl tree, because bel leaves arc an offering 
especially pleasing to Shiva. In one corner of the garden, near th% well, is a 
Shiva shrine. Beneath the tall conical roof are the stone symbol of the god 
and a marble effigy of Nandi, his sacred bull. Nearby are a few flower beds. 
From the back of an elephant you can just look over the wall from the road 
and see the temple gardener watering his marigolds, asters, poppies, roses, 
and ' white Ma flowers, sweet a> jasmine. The heads of the marigolds are 
commonly offered to Shiva — though white is his favourite colour — but Rama 
and Sita and Lakshman, the white-faced dolls in stiff' brocade standing in a 
row inside the little white temple in the heart of the garden, welcome any 
kind of flowers from their devotees. Sometimes the gardener strings flower 
necklaces to adorn them. Rama, legendary king of Ayodhya or Oudh, as it 
is called to-day is a god who now sits enthroned in every Hindu heart. 

I soon learned that a Hindu does not require any temple for worship, 
though he is fond of temples and little open-air shrines and will often make 
a gesture of reverence simply in passing them. As the Mussulman finds hi^ 
real place of prayer, not in the mosque, but by the roadside or in the field, 
wherever the daily hours for prayer overtake him, so the orthodox Hindu 
reserves a special corner of his houses for worship and every member of the 
family will go there at his own fixed time to recite a prayer, repeat a few 
holy words, make an offering of water or flowers before some favourite image, 
or perhoips to sit in quiet meditation. 

No one in the village except the priest, whose duty it was, felt called 
upon to participate in the morning and evening puja J^t the temple of Ram 
Chandra in the New Bazar, though one of the eighteen boys who attended 
the temple Sanskrit school usually rang the bell, while tjie priest blew for a 
long minute or two on his conch. But the bell and the cohch told the village 
of Pachperwa that the temple ritual was being observed in the ancient wa^, 
as the sun rose above the mango grove to the east or sank in yellow haze 
behind the two tall cliimneys of Haweli Singh’s brick factory. 
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MY FIRST RESPONSIBILITY, ONCE THE SELECTION OF 
the village was made, was to find a suitable site for a house. It would not be 
possible to live under canvas as soon as the hot weather set in, and anyway 
I wanted to feel that I belonged to the village. All the land everywhere 
about was owned by the Maharaja of Balrampur, who had given permission 
for me to build my house wherever I wanted. It only remained to pick the 
spot. 

A day or two after my arrival the Deputy Sahib appeared on the scene 
to help settle the matter. He was a man of fifty or more, with a kind, sensi- 
tive face. What I liked best about him was a manner of grave and attentive 
politeness, which did not change whether he was talking to me or listening 
to the petition of the humblest tenant. 

Accompanied by the Tahsildar and an appropriate bodyguard carrying 
long bamboo sticks, we set out to investigate the village real estate possibili- 
ties. The Deputy Sahib and I walked side by side, but the Tahsildar lagged 
an awkward step behind. Later I noticed that the Assistant Tahsildar always 
walked a step or two behind the Tahsildar and other members of the staff 
some distance behind him and I perceived a punctilious observance of recog- 
nized social distinctions. Personally, I never grew used to seeing a man jump 
up from the grouud as I passed, or get off his little country pony to stand 
j^blitely as I walked by. But these are time-honoured courteous ways of people 
to whom modern ideas cf equality and democracy have yet to penetrate. 
Officials, both English and Indian, make much of their superior position. 

The whole of Pachperwa turned out, agog with speculation, as we 
walked through the village. There was not a single vacant spot, apparently, 
for a ne\v house to be built. On the north the land was said to be under 
water during the rainy season. The fields came right up on the west and on 
the east the proximity of the police station was undesirable from my point 
of view. I thought the villagers might associate me too closely with the police 
officer. The treeless tract to the south, which seemed all that was left, did not 
meet with the approval of either the Deputy Sahib or tfie Tahsildar, who 
considered it a little too lonely to be safe. 
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Early next morning I had a sudden inspiration. Somewhere between 
the tahsil buildings and the dispensary I vaguely remembered Saving seen, 
on my first visit early in December, a small shrine half hidden among trees. 
A search soon revealed the crumbling mud platform with a row of quaint 
clay elephants, like children’s toys. Just beyond rose a low, flat-topped hill 
overgrown with weeds and bushes. A little gray-brown owl sitting on one of 
the trees above the shrine stared down in obvious disapproval, then gave a 
hoot and flew away. A nilkant would have meant good luck, but lio 'blue- 
throat’ happened to flash past on lapis lazuli and turquoise-banded wings. 
In any case, my choice was made. 

The hill had an artificial look. It was almost square, with curious 
mounds at the four corners and it was surrounded by a grassy moat. The 
only practical approach seemed to be by way of the shrine, where the ground 
was high. As I stood on top I was twenty feet above the tree-bordered road 
and a hundred feet back from it. An altitude of twenty feet in Pachperwa 
gives a radius of vision equal to that from the bridge of a ship. Below me 
unrolled the life of the road, but the clouds of heavy white dust raised by 
the bullock j:arts had a chance to settle on the slope of the hill. The mango 
trees did not quite hide the iron chimneys of Haweli Singh’s brick factory 
across the way, but softened the incongruity. Some arhar fields — Indian peas, 
but more like lentils — the yellow dispensary and the village school lay to the 
south. In the opposite direction were the shrine and tahsil buildings with a 
glimpse of the Himalayas between. Trees grew at the back and around the 
edge and one very old shisham was in just the right spot to promise shade 
against the burning sun of April and May, Though hidden from sight by 
the grove, the village itself was not two minutes away. 

The Tahsildar could think of only two objections. The hill was rather 
far from the tahsil well, from which my water would have to be drawn, and 
it was said to be a popular resort for snakes in the rainy season. The first 
difficulty could be met by the addition of a water carrier to my household 
staff. As for the second, if the worse came to the worst, I was ready to add 
herpetology to my study of village life. That same afternoon the Deputy 
Sahib laid down a cat’s cradle of strings, marking off the foundations of my 
house. 

The Tahsildar, a Brahmin by caste, happened to mention that Hindus 
observe certain prescribed customs in preparing to build a new house. A pundit 
should be consulted about an auspicious day to begin the work. Then the 
ground should be duly consecrated and finally the pundit again should be 
consulted about an auspicious day to more in. He offered to see that my 
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house, too, was properly started and fortunately the very next day was a 
fiivourable one. Our Sub>Inspcctor of Police had verified this point in con- 
nection with a ceremony he was holding for the piercing of the ears of his 
seven-year-old son. We might, said the Tahsifeiar thriftily, take advantage of 
the Sub-Inspector’s musicians, as well as of the presence of a big pundit he 
had summoned to the village. The hour for my puja, or religious ceremony, 
was accordingly set for eight the following morning and messengers were sent 
out to invite all the important members of the community. 

The invited guests, Jokhi Lai and the Marwaris of the New Bazar, the 
Doctor, the Sub-Inspector of Police, the Schoolmaster, the Patr^ari, village 
accountant, his cousin, a member of the District Board and the whole of 
the tahsil staft' of ten or fifteen persons had already assembled the next morn- 
ing when I arrived on the scene. In the background were the uninvited guests, 
fifty or more in number, with my three servants. The Ayah in her green 
shawl had the distinction of being ^ the only woman present besides myself. 
Next to her stood Asgar Ali and Jawahir. As Mussulmans, I wondered what 
they were going to think of my Hindu puja. Later the Ayah expressed her 
views. One could get rid of devils in a much simpler way. ‘‘All you have to 
do,” she explained, “is .to have someone read the Koran.” 

A spot about a yard square near one end of the cat’s cradle had been 
scraped bare of grass. To make it ceremonially pure, it had received a fresh 
coat of mud and cow dung and the pundit was engaged in marking out a 
design with flour and a magenta powder. Four banana shoots stood upright 
at the four corners and in the centre was an ordinary red clay water jar, 
adorned with a marigold necklace. On top of the jar a saucer of grain had 
been placed, and on top of that another saucer with oil and a lighted wick. 
Two or three large brass plates filled with marigolds, some marigold necklaces 
neatly wrapped in squares of banana leaves, water, milk, or boiled butter, 
a small pile of copper coins, some loose mango leaves and a sticky mixture of 
turmeric and rice were on hand, constituting the essentials for a small but 
respectable puja. 

The pundit spread a white goat’s-hair rug on the ground near the 
sacred square and sat down cross-legged, facing north. He looked mysterious 
and impressive, with a big white turban on his head and a fine red line, 
indicating that he was a worshipper of the goddess Kali, painted vertically 
between his eyebrows. Some lesser* pundits fell into two rows behind him 
and then I was told to sit on a rug placed at right angles. 1 should have felt 
rather nervous if the Deputy Sahib had not sat down beside me, promising 
to tell me everything I was expected to do. Standing under a tree, the musi- 
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cians were piping, tootling, drumming and clashing cymbals, announcing to 
the village at large that something important was about to happen. ♦ 

Our puja was addressed to Ganesh. This fat-bellied little Indian god — 
elephant’s trunk coiled about his neck or hanging down in front, four hands 
clasping conch, discus, mace and water-lily — guards the niche above the door 
in millions of houses. Every Hindu child knows how Ganesh got his ele- 
phant’s head. Created by Parvati one day out of a. lump of mud and imbued 
with life, he was set to guard the doorway of her house while her husband 
Shiva was gathering flowers on Mount Kailash. When Shiva returned, the 
strange little boy refused to let him pass and Shiva angrily struck off his head. 
Then, to appease Parvati, he sent messengers in every direction with the 
instruction that the head of the first living creature encountered was to be 
brought to him. A messenger returned with a head of an elephant, which 
Siilva promptly clapped on the shoulders of Ganesh. 

For his dutiful obedience to Parvati, Ganesh is worshipped by Hindu 
mothers, who hope thereby to obtain for their own sons some of the qualities 
of this favourite son of the gods. He it was, legend says, who took down the 
dictation of the Mahabharata from the sage V^yasa, and his name is invoked in 
the formula Svi Ganesaya mnmhi ‘I bow to Ganesh,’ at the beginning of every 
Sanskrit book. As the remover of all obstacles and impediments and the 
bringer of success, he is particularly worshipped on the eve of any new under- 
taking. He is indeed a friendly little god, made so by all the prayers that 
have gone his way from countless hearts through countless centuries. He is a 
childlike image of man’s eternal hope that he is going to get the better of fate. 

To Ganesh, then, the adventure of the Happy House, as I heedlessly 
called it in those first days, was consigned with appropriate Sanskrit texts from 
the pundit and his ragged assistants, who chimed in on the refrains. Ganesh 
was not present in visible form but was considered to have taken up temporary 
residence in the water jar. Hindus understand that symbols are symbols. 
They create these according to their need and destroy them again — the need 
fulfilled — with unselfconscious simplicity. 

The pundit commenced by sprinkling me with Ganges water and 
shaking a few drops of ghi over the flame burning in the saucer on top of the 
jar. Then he handed me two marigolds, instructing me through the Deputy 
Sahib to toss them at the base of the jar. The remainder of the ceremony 
consisted in our alternate offerings to the water jar of turmeric and rice, 
lejves, (ire<a uuts, coins and marigolds. Finally the pundit lighted some 
camphor chips and* 8;^ndalwoo4 on a brass plate. As he waved this in all 
directions, symbolically driving away evil, everybody stood up and passed his 
3 
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hands through the purifying smoke of the consecrated fire. The Deputy 
Sahib thoughtfully slipped me a rupee to hand the pundit, who also rescued 
the puja coppers by putting in his thumb and pulling them out of the rice 
and marigold pie. A garlanding of guests and general offering of sweets ended 
the puja. Immediately workmen came forward with spades to start digging, 
and at the same instant the crows, Watching operations from the big shisham 
overhead, flew down and began picking up the grains of rice from under 
Ganesh’s water jar. 

That evening the Tahsildar sent me over a slip of paper on which he 
had written out a neatly itemized account — pundit, sweets, musicians, and 
charity to a lame man. The total came to two rupees, twelve atwas, sixties- 
Roughly, one dollar, to insure the protection of Ganesh, remover of all unto- 
ward impediments and bestower of success, for a whole year! What insurance 
company would have done it so cheaply? A by-product of the puja was that 
the news of it spread through the village and bazar and the villagers were 
said to be highly pleased. 

One of the guests, the Doctor, had suddenly been reminded by my 
puja of a long-forgotten incident. When he was not being a doctor, he was 
the postmaster of Pachperwa and as his white beard attested, he was also a 
purveyor of history. He was indeed ah old inhabitant, having moved to the 
village thirty-eight years ago. He had once seen two old men sitting on my 
hill, looking very disconsolate. When he asked them what the trouble was, 
they shed copious tears. They had been servants of a Tharu headman who 
once lived there. Now he was gone and the house was gone and nothing 
but grass and weeds were left. Lowering their voices, they confided that at a 
certain spot, over which the house formerly stood, treasure was buried. If the 
Tahsildar would divide it with them they were willing to point out the place. 
Some digging did indeed bring to light the silver base of a hookah and a 
silver cup, but nothing more. 

The Doctor was quite sure that before the Mutiny of 1857 a Tharu 
headman had collected rents at Pachperwa for the Raja of Tulsipur who then 
owned the land. At the time of the Mutiny, the Raja of Tulsipur resisted 
the British annexation of Oudh. Subsquently his whole estate was confiscated 
and given over to the Raja of Balrampur, who supported the British. 

Tradition had it that the Tulsipur Raja one day summoned the Tharu 
headman: A summons generally meant a demand for money. The headman 
sent a bag of rupees to Tulsipur and stayed at home. A second time the kija 
sent for him and a second time he despatched coin. When a third summons 
came he decided he had better go in person to Tulsipur, but he was met at 
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the next village by soldiers sent out by the angry Raja and hacked to pieces 
for his insolent delay. His whole household, fearing further vengeance, fled 
to the mountains that very night. 

Even though the secret hoard, supposedly left behind, was not un- 
earthed in the process of laying the new foundations, the story wove a bit of 
legend about my hill. It also explained the grassy moat and the four guard 
mounds. 

A stranger arriving in an Indian village and believing that with mere 
money he could build himself a house would soon realize his mistake. With- 
out the invisible backing of the manager of the Balrampur Estate, I should 
have got nowhere. To begin with, carpenters are a village institution. They 
inherit the privilege of making and repairing the village ploughs, carts, oil 
mills, and other necessities of life, in return for which they receive a fixed 
allotment of grain from each cultivator. Naturally their work for the culti- 
vators comes first and no transient outside employment can compete with it. 
Then, there are no casual labourers in an Indian village. Practically all who 
have land are cultivating their own fields. Everybody else in the village is 
busy with his own particular caste work and money cannot bribe him to 
undertake any other kind. 

If the Tahsildar, who managed everything for me in feudal style,* had 
not ordered <he various rent contractors of the, surrounding villages — there, 
were at least fifty within a radius of five miles— to supply the necessary 
labour, no labour would have been forthcoming. As it was, he simply sent 
out an order for so many carpenters, so many men to carry bricks, so many 
children to fetch water and mud, so many villagers of any sort to dig sods for 
the lawn. Fifty or a hundred came one day from one village and fifty or a 
hundred the next day from another. The only workmen hired by the month 
were a head carpenter from the town of Utraula, eighteen miles away, and 
two competent masons from Balrampur. 

More than a thousand people, by this system^ contributed to the build|| 
ing of my three-room house in the nine weeks it took to complete it. Some- 
times I used to wish for a dozen trained workers instead, but I realized, on 
these pccasions, that I was merely being American. 

We began at the beginning. One day I watched the arrival of several 
bullock carts with big roughly hewn logs from the estate forest to the north, 
three logs to the load. The next day some of the logs were imbedded in the 
one end slanting upward. Thereafter men squatted, onoon top'of a 
log and one on the ground, pulling a saw back and forth between them, while 
fresh green sawdust piled up below. Meanwhile an honourable company of 
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eight carpenters assembled under some trees back of the Tahsildar’s house, 
As the thick planks were turned over to them, they began chipping away, 
making frames for the eleven doors and thirteen windows specified in the 
rough plan of the house. 

Upon these carpenters I began practising* my first timid Hindustani. 
As soon as I appeared, armed with a little -red phrase book, one of them 
would drag out from some mysterious spot a string bedstead for me to sit on. 
My monologue ran something like this : that steel?” ‘‘Is this iron ?” 

“This is a hammer.” “That is a saw.” The carpenters politely said, 
Sometimes they repeated the words with the proper accent. 

It was one of the carpenters who had the distinction of being my first 
patient. One day when I was sitting as usual on the bed, a little fellow with 
a squint eye stood up and opened his mouth cavernously before me. His 
gestures and expression unmistakably announced that he was suffering from 
toothache. Not having any remedy to offer him, I promised to send for one. 
An appeal to the doctor at Balrampur soon brought a bottle labelled tooth 
paint. On the morning of its arrival the original sufferer did not happen to 
be present, but another carpenter insisted that he, too, had a. toothache. If 
free medicine was to be distributed, somebody ought to take advantage of it. 
He indicated an almost inaccessible back tooth of the upper jaw and with 
cotton and a straw I applied the ‘paint.’ He allowed me to finish. Then he 
informed me that I had painted the wrong tooth — the bad one was in the 
lower jaw. 

The carpenters worked in a cheerful, easy way. They were supposed 
to come at seven and stay until five, with an hour or two off at noon, but they 
generally arrived at ten and melted away at four. They took long pulls at a 
bubbling hookah, passing the pipe fraternally from one to another. Their 
tools were few and extremely simple: an adz, the back end of which served 
as a hammer, an iron T square, a tiny plane with a wooden handle worked 
lir two men at a time, a short saw, a clay bowl of brick dust mixed with water, 
a marking string. They gripped heavy timbers in the vise of their toes. 

Once, wanting some flat boards for shelves laid across the lower part of 
two tables, I carefully measured the desired length and breadth in inches and 
asked the Tahsildar to convey the information to one of the carpenters. This 
man had a less complicated techni'que. He arrived with four thin reeds, broke 
these off to the required sizes and cut his boards accordingly. 

Presetjtly I discovered that five different sizes of window frames W«re 
being made. Everybody was astonished that I thought this mattered. The 
variation, it was explained, was due to natural differences in the length pf the 
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lumber. When it came to the doors, some of which were of fine teak and 
some of poor mango wood, I assumed that my front door would, be teak. 
After the doors were in place, I discovered the worst mango boards disgracing 
the front of the house, while teak adorned the bathroom at the back. 

Even the mistri carpenter from Utraula, a tall, thin, black-bearded 
Mussulman with a mouth overflowing with teeth — he seemed to have more 
than his share — had to wrestle with such foreign eccentricities as screened 
windows and doors. Stretching wire netting was a difficult task. But hinging 
the doors was even worse. ^The hinges had to be taken off and put on several 
times before a single door could be closed. European steel hinges are coming 
into use, even in villages, but a doorpost that swivels on a hollowed-out stone 
is more familiar. The house was to be glassless, since glass is a luxury still 
unknown to the Indian countryside, as it was to Europe three centuries ago. 
My suggestion that the clumsy wooden shutters should be made to fold back 
in halves, involving the use of more hinges, cost many hours of worry to the 
carpenters’ guild. But the mistri redeemed his honour by carving designs on. 
the brackets for the thirteen windows of the Happy House. This he did out 
of sheer love, because it was the work he could do best. All the handles of 
his tools were carved. 

Under the singing supervision of the two masons from Balrampur, the 
brickwork progressed at encouraging speed. Cartloads of sun-dried bricks 
hauled over from Haweli Singh’s factory were dumped near the little shrine. 
Mud bricks are not stored in quantity. They are baked by four days of 
Indian sun and delivered to order. The cement for the house came from a 
hole in front of the house. The clay, with a little cow dung and water, was 
trampled to the right consistency by a woman with a sari tucked well up 
above her bare knees. She kept scooping the sticky mixture into flat iron 
bowls, which some children bore off on their heads and delivered to the masons. 

A man named Dukhi was much in evidence as the housebuilding went 
on. His beard, parted in the middle and combed sidewise, was dyed bright 
red, but through the holes in his cotton cap the hair showed gray. I was told 
that he was a Mohammedan barber, temporarily serving as foreman. At first 
I thought him a bad-tempered old man. I often caught him brandishing a 
long switch at the children, and I never came near the house that I did not 
hear him shouting, ^‘Jalcii, jaldu kam karo *‘Hurry up, hurry up, do your 
work !” When I resented this slave-driving, Dukhi insisted that the lazy 
would do no work at all unkss he kept after them. Only gradually did 
It dawn on me that Dukhi’s energy was confined to windy shouting for my 
sole benefit. If I came around unexpectedly I generally found him propped 
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up against some boards, peacefully sleeping. The urchins laughingly skipped 
out of r^ch of his switch. 

Just the same, these child workers troubled me. In the early days of 
the Indian winter their few rags were pitifully inadequate. The mud spilled 
down over their faces and dried in white splashes, giving them the look of 
little ghosts. I asked the Tahsildar whether we could not do without them. 

“But the children are very happy to work,*' he said. “I am paying 
them an anna and a half a day. More come than we can use." 

The half starved little things were indeed “very happy" to earn their 
shocking wage. What could I do ? Asgar Ali began taking over a big tray of 
-sweets, purchased in the bazar, every afternoon. At first four boys and one 
girl were working on the house. After the distribution of sweets began, more 
children appeared and begged to be employed. Presently it developed that 
all the schoolchildren in Pachperwa were also trailing up the hill to join the 
line. Then the grown children put in a plea not to be left out, and Dukhi, 
from the top of a pile of bricks, distributed a daily ration of brown sugar- 
candy to every person working on the Happy House. 

One morning, when the house was still in its early stages, I happened 
to be standing with the Tahsildar watching the window frames go into place. 
A messenger came over from the tahsil to say that a pundit from the New 
Bazar had arrived. The Tahsildar mentioned he had sent for him to learn 
the auspicious day for his family to start living in the new wing of their house 
at Balrampur. The wing had been ready for five months, but the stars had 
not yet permitted the family to move. For the third time, ^ pundit was now 
to be consulted. 

It occurred to me that I, too, had better inquire about an appropriate 
moving day, and the Tahsildar invited me to come along with him. The 
three of us sat down at a table, and the Tahsildar produced a long scroll, 
which proved to be his horoscope. I had no horoscope, but the pundit said 
he would try to manage without one. While he consulted a fat tome and 
reckoned the position of the stars influencing our lives, we waited anxiously. 
At last he shut his book. The Tahsildar was to move on February 6th, after 
8 A.M., and I was to move on February 24th, at precisely 7:57 a.m. 

The day and the hour may have been auspicious but, when they 
arrived, the house was barely ready for thatching. Not for another three 
weeks, as a matter of fact, did I transfer my abode from the tent to the 
Happy House. ‘ ' 

Had it not been for the clouds of dust that by March began to blow 
up every afternoon, life in the tent under the big tree would have been wholly 
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delightful. 1 bought a cow and learned to make butter, not by shaking a 
bottle, as I had been advised to do, but by beating cream in a bovwl with an 
egg-beater, and then, when it was too stiff to beat any more, pressing it with 
a fork and rinsing it with water until the butter came, a fresh white pat. I 
began studying Hindustani with the village School-master. He did not know 
a word of English, and after a fortnight I came to the conclusion he also did 
not know how to teach. For the most part he sat mutely silent. I made better 
progress talking to his pupils, some of whom paid daily visits to my tent. 

Life seemed extraordinarily full of things to do and to learn. Each 
morning I set my watch by a pocket sundial, steadying the needle toward the 
Himalayas. Except for the station clock and one at the tahsil, Pachperwa, to 
all appearances, had no mechanical means of knowing the time. But time 
made little difference in the village. At the end of the first month I dis- 
covered that all my sundial calculations had been based on an error of ten 
degrees in latitude and were quite inaccurate, but this mistake had not affected 
my scheme of life in any way. A villager, when he wants to gauge time, 
•squints at the sun and sees that it is early morning or past noon or late after- 
noon. Time matters not at all in relation to minutes and very little as to days. 
It is only recurring seasons, with specified work to be done in the fields, which 
compel notice. Like the villagers, I almost forgot the passing days. Then one 
morning, sitting inside my tent, I saw silhouettes of a dozen men with 
towering loads of grass moving across the flowered cloth wall in front of me. 
They were Tharus, carrying my future roof on their heads. 

Until dispossessed some centuries ago by the Rajput clans of Tulsipur 
and Balrampur, the Tharus — one of those innumerable primitive tribes in 
India whose history is unwritten — occupied the whole of the Oudh tract 
lying along the base of the Himalayas. Their Mongolian features and dis- 
tinctive customs proclaim their non-Aryan origin, Now-a-days half Hinduized, 
they live in settlements of their own at the edge of forest land on both sides 
of the Nepalese border, maintaining a precarious existence by hunting and 
cultivating strips of fields. Although looked, ^own upon by Hindus and 
Mussulmans, they have a reputation for being brave, hard-working, and of 
independent spirit, I have heard Englishmen who have had dealings with 
them 'maintain that they do not know howr to tell a lie. 

At the request of the Tahsildar, a Tharu headman from a village four- 
teen miles from Pachperwa undertook to make my roof. Tharus do better 
^jh^tching than anybody else in the sub-Himalayan tract called tk^Tarau The 
headman was really a little king. Unless he himself had ordered his Tharus 
to work for us, they would not have done so. Fifty of them came, bringing 
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bundles of two kinds of grass, coarse and soft bankas* One boy wore a fine 
red sash and a string of red seeds around his neck. The others were plainly 
dressed in short white jackets open over bare chests and scant dhotis’, drawn 
back between the legs and tucked in behind. Like Hindus, they kept uncut 
a single strand of hair, but instead of twisting these sacred hairs into a tiny 
inconspicuous knot on top of the head, the Thar us wore a long bushy lock 
falling to their shoulders. 

Two Tharus sat on the ground and made rope of the fine grass. They 
held lengths of grass firmly with their toes and twirled the strands in their 
hands, feeding in grass lengths as needed. Bundles of this twine were tossed 
to the men on the roof. A number of bamboos, previously soaked in water to 
make them resistant to rain, had been split into narrow strips. These the 
Tharus tied down horizontally across the rafters. Then they took bunches of 
coarse grass and tied them tightly to the bamboos, with the loose ends stream- 
ing down like hair. They worked in one long line, beginning at the bottom 
and progressing upward. When they had finished, the thatch stretched over 
the Happy House like a field of cloth of gold, eight inches thick. 

The Tharus took five days to make the roof, and they were paid in 
wine, their own immoral but happy coin. Except when they serve as beaters 
in the jungle, Tharus never work for money and would scarcely know what 
to do with it if they had any. But occasionally they can be bribed to do a 
little work for wine. They have a great reputation for wine-bibbing, distilling 
their spirits from rice, if no better variety of country liquor is available. As 
the price of my roof, the headman asked for his fifty men a bottle apiece of 
the village wine made from mahuvpa flowers, but the Tahsildar thought this 
exorbitant and cut the amount in two. 

My bang/a^^^^c Indian word is familiar as bungalow in Knglish—rwa^' 
now all but ready. It really looked very comfortable and attractive. The 
middle room was fourteen feet square; the two smaller ones were fourteen by 
eight. I chose the north room as a bedroom because it promised to be .cooler 
in the hot months ahead, and opening off this was the bathroom. A wide 
verandah surrounded the whole house. Out of deference to snakes, the plinth 
was eighteen inches above the ground level. The floors were made of burnt 
brick. Another house of three rooms for the servants, and a small building for 
a kitchen, completed my establishment. 

The mud bricks of house, servant’s quarters and kitchen were plastered t 
over inside and out with a layer of mud mixed with cow dung and water, 
universal cement in India. Without the dung to give adhesion, the mud would 
Soon disintegrate. As soon as the preparation dried, I found no odour, and the 
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eficct was like adobe. A final coal of whitewash made everything clean and 
satisfactory. # 

For finishing touches Kalu the tobacconist painted the woodwork, 
Dowdhe the tailor prepared a robin’s-egg blue ceiling cloth dyed by Rajab, 
and other villagers deftly wove reed curtains for the verandah. The ceiling 
cloth was a protection against snakes, scorpions and similar creatures fond of 
making their home in a thatched roof. The cloth followed the slant of the 
roof in the big room, twenty-five feet high in the centre, but was stretched* 
flat in the two smaller rooms. I always had a pleasant feeling, when I looked 
at it, as of blue sky over my head. 

In his rank as chief artist of fche village, rather than as tobacconist and 
maker of hookah stems, Kalu was prevailed upon to set to work with his 
banana-stalk brushes. Since village woodwork is seldom painted, brushes are 
not used in rural districts. Stripping a stalk, Kalu chopped it into six-inch 
lengths. Each length, smashed at one end, made a rough brush, but these 
banana brushes, I noticed, soon wore out. I took pity on him and sent to 
Lucknow for an imported horsehair brush. As for the paint, that was a never- 
ending source of trouble. The paint itself came from Balrampur in the form 
of a green powder, but this had to be mixed with a paste previously made by 
rubbing a hard yellow mineral on a wet stone. As Kalu never twice mixed 
paint and paste in the same proportions, the green changed colour with start- 
ling rapidity. One door would be just the right shade of soft blutsh green, 
the next would verge on the colour of withering grass, the next would be as 
dark and sombre as a tropical forest. No two doors or windows turned out alike. 

Paths of red brick dust and a lawn for the top of* the hill, carried up in 
chunks on the heads of some fifty persons from the grass moat at the bottom, 
finished the nine weeks’ labour. The Happy House was ready for occupancy. 

It cost, according to the Tahsildar’s account — a huge sheaf of papers 
scribbled over in Urdu and Hindi and frequently thumb-printed by way of 
receipt — 746 rupees, equal to about two hundred and fifty dollars! The wood 
had been a present from the estate. Items of expense included the sawyers’ 
bill of a hundred rupees, Kalu’s of fifteen rupees for painting, the salary of 
the mistri, equivalent to twenty-four rupees a month, wages of lesser carpent- 
ers at six and eight annas a day, of masons at a rupee and a half a day; cost 
of bricks, Rs. 165; of nails, bolts and hinges, which had to be imported, 
Rs. 66. The dyer was paid Rs. 4/8 for dyeing the ceiling cloth, and the tailor 
R-s. 2 for sewing and hanging it. Dukhi was awarded Rs. 18 as foreman. 
These prices represented, more or less accurately, the current rates for work 
around Pachperwa. But many people, as. I found out afterward, were never 
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paid at all. The Tahsildar simply ordered them to work^ and they had no 
choice buf to obey. 

On the day I moved in, the Tahsildar and his staff of clerks were com- 
pelled to go to Balrampur for the quarterly account day, leaving behind only 
the Assistant Tahsildar, down with fever. I went over to the house early to 
direct the arrangement of my things as half a dozen men and boys brought 
them -along. The Ayah and the cook stayed at the tent, and Asgar Ali, my 
boy,’ ran back and forth between the tent and hill. A fearful dust storm was 
blowing, and everything arrived covered with coats of gray powder. 

At the close of the afternoon the Assistant Tahsildar, popularly called 
the Peshkar — literally one who submits pr^ers — came over, feeling very weak. 
A trail of people came up the hill, first the stout little Doctor, then Haweli 
Singh, then the effusive Sub-Inspector of Police, then the polite and unoffici- 
ous Inspector of Roads and member of the District Board, then the autocratic 
old Jamadar — whose office at the tahsil w'as somewhat like that of a quarter- 
master — then the Mohammedan Station Master, and finally a wandering 
ascetic. Asgar Ali had to bring out all my nine chairs. The Road Inspector’s 
small boy folded his hands in salaam and lisped a gracious speech of welcome, 
for which he had been carefully rehearsed. The Sub-Inspector’s little girl 
came forward and shyly thrust a bouquet of marigolds at me. All expressed 
pleasure that I had con\c to live in Pachperwa. Several of the villagers also 
appeared ,*bearing offerings of sweets, nuts, raisins and fruits, arranged on 
round trays. I felt that I had been given a very fine housewarming. 

When the Tah^sildar came back from Balrampur, I fulfilled my social 
responsibilities in taking up formal residence in the village. Word was sent 
around that there would be a distribution of grain for poor people. A hun- 
dred and fifty of them arrived at the specified hour and waited patiently for 
members of the tahsil staff to make the' distribution of rice and pulse from the 
brown bags stacked near the shrine at the side of the house. The women and 
children who had worked most faithfully on the house also received gifts of 
clothes. 

Originally I intended to confine my entertainment to those in need, 
but in the end I weakened and gave a dinner party for the tahsil staff, the 
chief tradesmen, the Doctor, the police officials, the Schoolmaster, the pundits, 
the village postman, the Station Master, and all those who had performed 
any special services in connection with the building of the house-— about forty 
persons in all. One of the big Marwaris from the New Bazar did the cooking.^ 
and supplied the leaf plates, neatly sewn together with stems. The Tahsildar 
undertook to seat the guests. Large cloths were spread on the bare ground in 
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front of the house, just beyond the fringe of grass. All the Mussulmans were 
seated at one of these ^tables,’ Hindus of three castes at another, the orthodox 
Brahmin postman all alone, the Marwaris by themselves, and the Tharu 
headman by himself. The servants were permitted to carry off a share of the 
feast after the others had been served. 

In order not to cast embarrassment on the party, I ate my dinner 
beforehand and merely looked on from a distance. Only fried food, milk pre- 
parations and sweets were served. Since neither I nor my Mohammedan 
servants had had anything to do with the feast, my Hindu guests could par- 
take of it without breaking any of their rules. Afterward we had a display of 
fireworks, made in the village. It was nearly midnight before all the guests 
had departed, and the village sank once more into its accustomed quiet. 



CHAPTER III 


'People of t^e 3fou5e 

THE PEOPLE OF THE HAPPY HOUSE, HOW ENDLESSLY 
amusing, puzzling, absurd, tragic, human they were ! Servants only, perhaps, 
from an outsider’s point of view ; from a more intimate perspective, uncon- 
scious actors in a drama of village life all too human and real. In the West 
servants a^e paid to do their work and obliterate themselves. Work and pay 
are considered to cancel each other. In the East, both are secondary to the 
human relationship established through a service rendered and accepted. 
Servants become an integral part of a household, and all their little and big 
problems are the concern of the wage payer, as much as those of any member 
of the family. There were quarrels for me to settle, wounds to bind, fevers 
and stomach aches to mend. Marriage, divorce, birth and death entered into 
our midst. And there were strange, shining moments, when resistant margins 
were pushed back in selfless devotion and loyalty. 

Finding a cook had been my first and most serious problem. Not being 
able to do better, I had been pemitted to borrow an assistant to the chief cook 
at the Maharaja’s European Guest House in Balrampur. Jawahir was a 
cadaverous man with a black beard who knew not a word of English, but he 
insisted that he was an expert cook. He was a Mussulman, of course, since 
Hindus do not usually serve an European in the capacity of cook. An imporSant 
asset was a mother-in-law, who expressed a willingness to come along as ayah. 
Jawahir’s wages were fixed at fifteen rupees a month, an increase of six rupees 
over the salary he was then receiving. According to Indian custom I also out- 
fitted him with new clothes — a warm woollen coat, two white suits and a 
turban. The Ayah was to receive the same salary and in additon two saris, 
a coat and a green woollen shawl. 

The additional servants who subsequently became attached to my 
household staff as water carrier, dish washer, sweeper, washerman, fanka puller, 
general utility man, and substitute cook (when Jawahir left at the end of 
three months) were all recruited locally. India to some extent solves the pro- 
blem of support for all by restricting the work of each. Of the impressive 
retinue, six were Mussulmans and three were Hindus. Not one of them knew 
a single word of English. Most of them lived at their own houses, and all of 
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them provided their own food. I paid wages much higher than any of them 
had ever received before, but what seemed the absurdly low figure pf seventy- 
five rupees a month covered tlie total cost for all. 

The main problem of housekeeping centred in the question of food. I 
wished to live as much as possible on the village diet, but from Lucknow I 
procured a few luxuries : tea, coffee, cocoa, white sugar, Quaker Oats, biscuits, 
prunes and apricots. Occasionally I even indulged in cheese and chocolates. 
At first Pachperwa offered more variety than I had been led to hope for. Goat 
meat and mutton were to be had, but I decided not to eat meat, partly be- 
cause I felt my standing might be higher with the Hindu community if I 
refrained and partly because the insanitary conditions of the butcher shops 
made me prefer vegetarianism. From the Mussulmans and Tharus chickens 
could generally be bought, for four or five annas apiece. Eggs were also pro- 
curable, and the tanks of the vicinity provided fish. But when the hot weather 
came, the chickens shrank to such pitiful size I could not bear to eat them. 
The fish arrived done up in straw, stiff with age and too muddy in flavour to 
be palatable. The hens ceased to lay. 

Fruit was equally uncertain. In January the Tharus used to come along 
with baskets of tangerines from Nepal to exchange for cloth or wine, and 
occasionally the market offered custard apples, stringy little bananas, or guavas. 
Then came papayas for a brief space, and flat tasteless watermelons the size of 
grapefruit. Great misshapen jackfruit, nnangoes and litchis also appeared in 
season. Many were the days, however, when I had to fall back on prunes 
and apricots, apricots and prunes. ^ 

As for vegetables, potatoes and pumpkins, as I had been warned, 
appeared indeed to constitute the chief ones, but a time came when I grew 
terribly weary of them. One desperate day I searched the dictionary for the 
name of every vegetable I could think of and recited the list to the startled 
Jawahir. Then L made the happy discovery that greens and brinjals were 
quite common on the market, and cauliflower, carrots and beans were to be 
had in season. In addition to these, there were two or three Indian vegetables, 
unfamiliar but agreeable in flavour. After Jawahir had learned to cook vegeta- 
bles in water instead of frying them in ghi and to serve them hot instead of 
preparing them at four for dinner at eight, I considered the food problem 
solved. Having only two meals a day, plus tea in the early morning and after- 
noon, simplified matters materially. 

^ * Jawahir was a born pessimist. In all the time he was with me I never 
once^saw him smile, and the only optimistic utterance he ever gave vent to 
Was his boast that he was familiar with Hindustani, Mussulmani and Euro- 
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pean styles of cuisine. If, as a rare treat, I had cheese or chocolates for dinner, 
Jawahir sayv no reason why chocolates or cheese would not be equally wel- 
come for breakfast. Why not indeed, except for the mere matter of custom? 
When I first suggested that we try Hindustani cooking, I discovered that ghi 
was an essential ingredient. Ghi is a prcfectly good substitute for butter or 
lard, but too much fried food is hard on the digestion, and I soon had to 
banish it from my table. Mohammedan 'cooking is built up on preparations 
of spiced meat, but meat, also, was off my list. In spite of this taboo, Jawahir’s 
first weekly expense account, translated into English by a tahsil clerk, recorded 
‘‘four heads of goats, ten annas.” The goat heads, it seemed, had been used 
for soupstock. Even soup became a difficult proposition after I forbade the 
purchase of any more heads. Poor Jawahir found all his styles badly cramped. 

Whether my refusal to eat goat-head soup, spiced meat and fried 
vegetables was the cause, or whether it was homesickness for his family at 
Balrampur, I cannot say, but Jawahir grew gloomier as the weeks passed. 
Toward the other servants he maintained a manner of haughty superiority. 
He even ordered the tahsil people about, seeking to borrow lustre from his 
connection with me. 

On Fridays he dressed in clean clothes — he did not care how dirty he 
was on other days — and went to mosque, and on Wednesdays he betook him- 
self to the bazar with a large cloth in which to bring back a week’s supply of 
vegetables. These were his two diversions. When Ramzan came round, the 
month in which good Mussulmans do not touch food or smoke or even take 
a drink of water between sunrise and sunset, he added a third form of en- 
tertainment. At night I could hear him reading aloud in sepulchral tones to 
his mother-in-law and Asgar Ali, He read the Koran, from a paper edition 
printed in the stiff Nagri characters, which arc easier than the flowing Persian 
script usually associated with Mohammedan writing in India. But his chief 
solace against ;all the ills of life was his water pipe. After the dishes were 
cleared away and the servants had eaten their dinner, prepared by the Ayah 
while Jawahir was serving mine, I would fall asleep to the comfortable sound 
of his hookah, like a purring cat. 

Trouble arose when Jawahir’s weekly accounts showed signs of unmis- 
takable padding. For three successive weeks, for example, his statement re- 
corded that I had eaten four annas’ . worth of potatoes. Finally my appetite 
registered three dozen eggs in one week. In Pachperwa four annas then 
bought sixteen pounds of potatoes. Was it possible, I asked Jawahir, fo^ a 
single person to eat so much in one week? With a disdainful gesture, he 
showed hpw he always threw out the small potatoes. As for the eggs had he 
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not made what he was pleased to call a cake? And so with various other 
items. I did not wish to press the point, but I mildly suggested that a daily, 
instead of a weekly, accounting might be desirable. 

<‘That,” said Jawthir with imperturbable composure, ‘‘I will not do. I 
will write the account only once a week.” 

A week passed. Jawahir continued to do the cooking, and nothing more 
was said about a daily account. Everything might have passed off smoothly if 
Jawahir had not taken this inopportune moment to ask for an increase in wages. 
As I left the breakfast table one morning, I noticed a sheet of paper ostenta- 
tiously spread out on my desk. It read ; 

Sir, 

Most humbly and respectfully I beg to lay a few lines for your 
kind consideration that since 4 months I am working with hard labour 
with this hope that some considera'tion will be made in my present pay 
but still no regard has been made in my present pay. At this low pay, 
I cannot pull on. I, therefore, request that your honour would be good 
enough to accept my resignation witti,in a fortnight. In this act of kindr 
ness I shall be very thankful. 

Your most obedient servant, 

Jawahir. 

The letter, drafted for him by a clerk of the tahsil, was presumably 
intended as a basis for negotiations, but I accepted it as final, and Jawahir 
took a dignified departure. The vacancy was immediately filled by Din' 
Mohammed, one of the tahsil peon§, or messengers, recommended by the 
Tahsildar, and though Din Mohammed had had even less experience as a cook 
than Jawahir, he had a contented and happy disposition, and in the nine 
months he remained with me he was never guilty of stealing as much as an 
anna. 

The Ayah seemed relieved when she heard her son-in-law was to leave 
us. She made a face and said, ‘‘Let him go!” On the morning of his depar- 
ture, which chanced to be the first day of the month, when salaries were due, 
she secretively begged me to withhold all but four rupees of her fifteen. Was 
it possible that Jawahir was in the habit of extorting money from his mothU*- 
in-law ? I remembered that once, as she was tucking in the mosquito curtain 
Iff my bed, she told me how happy she was to be independent. 

“If you have money, come! If you have no money, go!” she said dra- 
matically. “It is always like that,” 
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Of my staff of villagers, Mariam, the Ayah was certainly the most res- 
pectable, and she was also the most devoted to me, with the possible exception 
of Din Mohammed. I can see her yet as we finally parted at Lucknow, one 
hand thrust through the window of the car to smooth my cheek with a flut- 
tering gesture of affection, her face drenched with tears! 

Before the death of her husband she was well off, as villagers go. They 
had a hundred Mg^as of fields, she used to boast, and fifty cows and fifty goats. 
Sometimes it was twenty-five cows and fifty goats, and sometimes fifty cow's 
and twenty-five goats, but the twenty acres of land did not vary. Then the 
husband died, and her own brother, she said bitterly, became her dushmauj her 
enemy, and robbed her of everything. At this point she invariably remem- 
bered her children. ‘‘Ten children, and eight dead!” she would say, dropping 
her hands with a gesture such as Job might have used. “Ten children, and 
only two left!” The corners of her mouth worked strangely, her chin quivered 
and tears welled. 

In an effort to comfort her I fell back uncertainly on her own fatalistic 
philosophy. Immediately a tone of resignation came into her voice, and she 
dried her eyes on the edge of herfari. “Yes, all is the will of Allah. He gives 
and he takes.” 

Her chief duties were the care of my bed and the sweeping of the house, 
perhaps an hour and a half of work a day. As soon as I was up she removed 
the bedclothes, including the purple mattress of local bazar manufacture, 
and carried everything out to hang across a bamboo pole in the' sun. An 
admiring crowd on the sidelines made audible comments on my “fine cloths.” 
Shuffling back again in her hcclless slippers, she fetched a bundle of straws 
tied with a string, which she called a broom, and gave a few cursory scratches 
to the cotton rugs. It took me some time to persuade her to sweep first and 
dust afterward. India does not know the use of house brooms, since these are 
impractical for earthen floors, but a good housewife will give her threshold 
and the place where she cooks, at leak, a fresh coating of mud and cow-dung 
plaster each morning. After making the bed and smearing some ‘Cobra Polish’ 
on my dusty shoes, which she rubbed with a cloth tightly wrapped round one 
finger, the Ayah’s work was done, until it was time to open the bed for the 
night and let down the mosquito curtain. 

" As time went on, I discovered, many other things the Ayah could do. 
She could fish and fly kites, successfully cutting the string of her enemy’s kite. 
She was not afraid to take a lantern and stalk watchfully around the house 
dark nights. After her husband’s death, she had guarded her own fields at 
night, while crops were ripening. Sometimes she had encountered snakes or 
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big lizards in the fields. These she had stoned to death, selling the lizard skins 

for shoes. • 

Her abilities as an actress were of the first rank. She would tell me how 
our Tahgil Jamadar had been beating a peon with shoes that morning, and 
she would give herself swinging cracks about the head and back to show how 
he did it. Beating with shoes I came to understand is a great indignity in 
India, especially on the head, since that is the most honourable part of the 
body. Shoebeating is a more humiliating punishment than beating with^a 
stick. Once, when we were discussing drugs, she sat down on the floor, pre- 
tended to smoke ganja until she grew diowsy and finally fell over, as if un- 
conscious. Then she indicated how the head Mances’ after drinking 
Her enemy brother in Balrampur was addicted to drugs, and she had seen 
their effect at close range. 

Her eyesight was n'ot good, but she could sew very neatly, an unusual 
accomplishment among village women. They have little need to sew. Their 
saris come woven in finished lengths of six or seven yards, requiring nothing 
but draping to make them the most beautiful, the most modest, and at the 
same time the simplest costume for women in the world. Made of cotton and 
costing three rupees, or of exquisite gold-brocaded Benares silk, worth two or 
three hundred rupees, the sari is always the\same. The Ayah thriftily took 
all my cloth scraps and made them into caps for Jawahir’s little boy or jackets 
for herself. She also sewed a quilt for cold little Asgar Ali, justifying the name 
of Mother, by which all the servants addressed her. 

In the mbrnings, she would greet me with a little salute and dip from 
the waist and a “Salatam, huzur^^ to which I replied “Salaam, Ayah.’^ Huzur, 
variously translated as ‘your excellency,’ ‘sir,’ ‘your highness,* or almost any 
other flattering term, seemed to be the common form of address to a person 
of superior social position. The Ayah salaamed all my visitors in the same 
respectful manner, but if they did not immediately respond, she repeated her 
salaam in a loud tone, impossible to ignore. 

Soon after I moved into the bungalow, I asked a village woman to paint 
one of the outer walls of the kitchen in approved village style. Tempted by 
the white surface of the long back wall of the servants’ house, close to mine, 

I then embarked on some decoration myself, copying at nearly life size a 
spirited elephant fight from a Mogul miniature reproduced in Manucci’s^ 
Storia eio Mcgon This innocent pastime created fervent interest in the com- 
-^uffity. People came even from long distances to watch me work. Presently 
the Ayah and Asgar began decorating the pillars and front wall of their house, 
and even the morose Jawahir went so far as to paint a flower on one pillar, 
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But the Ayah was not content with this limited expression of her talent. She 
emerged one day from mysterious seclusion, bearing a small elephant modelled 
from potter^s clay* She had painted it very cleverly, but its crowning glory 
was a saddlecloth made from the gilt papers of an empty chocolate bo;c. 

Her great interest in jewelry I took to be one of her little vanities. 
Each month, after pay day, she blossomed out in some new ornament. Lifting 
her sari to show a pair of clinking anklets, which seemed far too heavy for her 
thin little legs, she would remark, ‘^Thirteen rupees, four annas, but twenty 
rupees of silver in weight!” Then, invariably she would add : 

am spreading the name of my Miss Sahiba all over the countryside. 
My Miss Sahiba gives me food and clothes. She has given me this, and this, 
this”— and she touched her bracelets, her anklets, her silver collar, her earrings. 

“But I did not give them to you. You bought them with your own 
money 1” 

All :such specious argument fell on deaf cars. Wages she never con si > 
dered as anything but a gift. 

One day I teased her a little. Here she a grandmother, and cer- 
tainly she was not beautiful. “I have the face of a jackal,” she often remarked 
of herself. Even her jewelry failed to hide her plainness. The sobering truth*, 
came out. All this jewelry was nrerely to pay for her funeral. She had nearly 
enough now — only one more pair of bracelets, for eight rupees ! Jewelry, in 
her eyes, was an investment to buy her admission to the durhat of God. 

Her gratitude and loyalty were touchingly manifested on more than 
one occasion. Once a violent quarrel with Jumai, the water carriet, dis- 
turbed the peace of a quiet afternoon. When angry she would scream at the 
top of her lungs, and nothing could stop her until her stream of abuse ran out 
from sheer exhaustion. It seemed that she had caught Jumai, the thief, the 
robber, the ingrate, eater of my salt that he was, pulling straws out of my 
thatch to use for lighting his hookah. Did not this bring bad luck to the 
owner qf the house, as everyone knew ? Now, at the very least, I should have 
• news of a death by the next mail. 

Another memory I cherish more. It was the very worst of the hot sea- 
son with the thermometer registering close to 130 degrees in the sun— 105 
inside the house— and I was lying sick with mango poisoning. The Ayah sat 
on the floor beside the bed fanning me, her eyes full of tears. With motherly 
satisfaction she watched me take some soup, my first mouthful of nourishment 
in two days. As I finished she remarked, “Now Din Mohammed and f wilt 
eat something, too.” I learned that neither of them had touched food for two 
days. “How could we cat, when you were ill the Ayah asked simply. 
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Equally solicitious for my well-being, on a similar occasion of distress, 
was old Dukhi, the barber. He came upon me one evening with my feet up 
on a chair, too swollen to put on shoes. Not knowing whether heat or diet 
was the cause, I had prescribed for myself a safe sort of water-cure, and from 
a tall pitcher was pouring out endless glasses of water and forcing myself to 
swallow them. Dukhi, an expert masseur, promptly sat down on the floor and 
with a technique all his own began pressing and squeezing the offending ex- 
tremeties. At the same time, he murmured verses of the Koran and blew 
them, as it were, over my feet. Water-cure, massaging or Koran, to my utter 
amazement the feet were perfectly well the next morning. 

Lowest in the social scale of those who served me was the Hindu sweep- 
er. He was responsible for disposing of the house waste. He also brushed 
up leaves and swept the verandah and the paths around the Happy House. 
Sometimes his daughter-in-law, a large, well built woman tattooed on arms, 
hands and face, took his place. They were doms by caste, but were addressed 
as Mehtar and Mehtarani. The sweeper was a poor wretch with sticks of legs 
and a protruding lower jaw that gave him an astonishingly ape-like appear- 
ance. He was as aboriginal looking as if he had just stepped down from the' 
ancestral tree. At the beginning he used to squat a little distance away and 
stare at me by the hour. I literally felt the painful struggle of thoughts trying 
to break through the thick cloud in which his mental faculties seemed to hang 
suspended. When I asked about his family, he replied that his son was dead 
and he had neither children nor grandchildren. More questioning brought 
out that Pachperwa had only two families of scavengers. Villagers do not 
ordinarily require the services of a sweeper; they simply go out into the fields, 
or to some waste bit of land, usually designated as ‘jungle.’ Only where 
women are kept in seclusion or when a household steps up in the social and 
economic scale is a sweeper essential. My sweeper and his daughter-in-law 
took care of eight or nine houses in the village, for which they received pitiful 
sums varying from four to twelve annas a month. For the work at the tahsil, 
requiring three daily visits, they received two rupees a month. Presents of food 
also came their way on occasion. “I have grown old as a sweeper,” the Mehtar 
concluded abruptly. I thought he was stressing his age, but presently it dawn- 
ed on me this was a way of saying he did his work well. 

He wore a very short dhoti— so short that, when his black cotton 
jacket was fastened, he looked as if he had only the jacket on. It was im- 
posible not to see the thinness of his legs*— they were nothing but skin taut 
over bone— and I could count every one of his ribs. I told Jawahir to make 
enough rice and curry and chafmtis for breakfast every morning to provide the 
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sweeper with a good meal. The sweeper sent back word that he would not 
be able to accept. Although he took scraps from anybody else, as a Hindu, he 
said, he could not touch cooked food from the household of one belonging to 
the ‘Christan caste.’ This was something of a blow, especially when I found 
him willing to eat Mohammedan food. The real reason, I think, was my 
utter strangeness to him. 

The washerman was a low-caste Hindu, but there was nothing degra- 
ded or menial in his bearing. He was tall, dignified and courteous, and he 
adapted himself intelligently to my peculiar requirements. His own way of 
washing the village clothes was to rub them with a mixture of fuller’s earth 
and ashes, soak them overnight, and then pound them on a washboard set up 
at the edge jof a swamp in the fields. Afterward he spread them out on the 
ground, and the sun did the rest. Though soap is known in the village, it is 
expensive, and the familar saying, ‘‘When dhobk compete, then only does 
soap reach the clothes,” certainly held good for Pachperwa. 

Feeling that my clothes would fare better if washed at home, I made 
arrangements with the Dhobi to come to the house every Monday. I provided 
a zinc tub and introduced him to hot water and Lux. In the end we 
abandoned hot water as a troublesome innovation and he even had his way 
of spreading things on the ground instead of hanging them on the bamboo 
clothesline, from which the wind always removed them. Quite regularly, as 
the Dhobi blew up the charcoal fire inside his brass iron, a curious audience 
gathered. He had to invent his own answers as to the uses of my strange 
garments. Sometimes it seemed to me that his technique was devised to press 
wrinkles in rather than smooth them out. Village dhotis and saris do not 
need any ironing. “Foreign clothes are very difficult,” he used to confess. 
After all, what did it matter how one looked in Pachperwa? 

Foreseeing the “hard labour” of preparing two meals a day for one 
person — also, no doubt, as a matter of dignity — Jawahir immediately upon 
his arrival in Pachperwa had informed me that he would need an assistant. 
Asgar Ali, on the recommendation ^of the T/hsildar, thereupon presented 
himself, very self-conscious and anxious to be taken. Asgar was named for the 
grandson of Ali, son-in-law of the Prophet, He said he was thirteen; his 
mother later told me he. was twelve; and I guessed him to be nearer fourteen. 
He was slim, wore his hair parted on one side, and smiled engagingly. Born 
and bred in the Pachperwa briar patch, he had no knowledge of the larger 
world beyond that derived from a .five-mile journey once made to the rTcft^ 
point on the railway line, 

Asgar at once became slave to everybody. He fetched water from the 
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well, washed the dishes, scrubbed the pots with ashes and straw, ground the 
ciirry powder, tended the lamps, heated water for my bath and cleaned the 
tub, ran to the bazar for anything Jawahir forgot, boiled the milk, and brought 
a charcoal brazier to the tent in the early days, when the sun went ^own. 
What other menial tasks he performed under J^wahir^s^kiumb, I do not know. 
There was also talk of having Asgar learn to milk my cow, as a precaution 
against infections or water in the milk. I presented him with soap and 
a tin soap box purchased in the bazar and supplied him with a special towel 
for his exclusive use as milkman. Asgar was willing to try anything, but the 
cow was not. She kicked him several feet away, while her calf butted him, 
and after this brave experiment the regular milkman from the New Bazar 
continued to come morning and evening and do the milking. The soap box 
was converted into a pocketbook. 

The evening of the day on which Asgar Ali had his misadventure 
with the cow I attended my first social function in Pachperwa, the puja of 
the Sub-Inspector of Police, held in honour of the ear-piercing of Dhuni, his 
seven-year-old son. The ceremony took place at the Sub-Inspector’s house at 
five in the afternoon, a goldsmith, a barber and the big pundit who afterward 
conducted my house puja, officiating. Fireworks and a feast followed the 
ceremony, and then we sat shivering under an awning until nearly twelve, 
watching a play presented by local actors. The men stalked about the stage, 
chanting their lines with many promptings, to the accompaniment of drum 
and cymbals and a droning harmonium. 

Presently two dancing-girls entered. It took me five minutes to discover 
that the prettier of the two ranis in the play, the one dressed' in a rainbow 
sari with a ruby ring through her nose apd tinkling anklets strung with bells, 
was no other than my own Asgar Ali. He sang his lines in a loud boyish 
voice, and his gestures were monotonous, but in appearance he made a very 
pretty little princess. 

One day I asked Asgar to take me to see his mother. The house, 
surrounded by a fruit garden, was on the outskirts of the village near one of 
the large tanks, or ponds, in which cattle were watered. Some pigs were 
wallowing in it as we passed, and Asgar expressed* proper Mohammedan con* 
tempt for the low-caste Hindus willing to keep swine. His white-haired, 
white-bearded fathergreeted me with great dignity and no apparent surprise* 
One would have thought that foreign ladies called at his house frequently. 

mother, Asgar’s married sister and two younger children also appear^ 
to welcome me, and I was invited to sit on a bedstead, over which a cloth 
had, first been spread, under the trees, and the older sister brought a handful 
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of small round fruits, like thorn apples. Afterward I was taken on a tour of 
the garden and allowed a peep inside the house. Both house and garden had 
come into the possession of the family many years back, I was told. As far 
as I could gather, Asgar’s father did nothing for a living except sell a little 
fruit and bfeg. Forjg^me unknown reason, he received regular allotments of 
grain every Iwrvest from certain families in the vicinity, and with great 
solemnity he was constantly making his rounds to collect what was ‘due’ him. 
The mother, tall and well built, had a strikingly independent manner, and it 
was from her, I concluded, that Asgar and his brothers and sisters inherited 
both their looks and their intelligence. The handsomest of the children was 
little eight-year-old Akbar Ali, whose lustrous black eyes and long lashes gave 
him peculiar charm. 

When Asgar first came to me he owned one shirt and one dhoti and a 
strip of faded red cotton cloth. This last he wore over his he^id and shoulders 
like a shawl during the day and wrapped himself in it when he curled up in 
a corner of the Ayah’s tent at night. New dhotis were procured from the 
bazar, and the tailor came to measure him for shirts and a blue cloth jacket. 
Asgar was soon peacocking about in his new outfit. At the end of the first 
month he invested half his salary of six rupees in' a pair of shoes, made to 
order in the village, and black socks, held up by round green garters. He also 
bought himself a bone ring dyed black and set with imitation pearls, at a cost 
of three annas. 

With each passing month, Asgar added new items to his wardrobe. He 
acquired two pink undershirts with Japanese cherry blossoms painted on the 
satin strips in front, and a red vest with brass buttons. He conceived a sudden 
ambition to wear trousers instead of a dhoti, and had the tailor make him a 
pair in the conventional fashion, very full in the seat and tight fitting below 
the knee, of white cotton cloth. The day he first put on trousers he went 
home for luncheon by a roundabout way, in order to escape the teasing of his 
village friends. His black locks, at first uncovered, were soon crowned with a 
magnificent red velvet cap with gold braid. 

Asgar’s interest in animals was another side of his character. He was 
responsible for all our.household pets. The first arrival was a baby partridge. 
Its wings had been clipped, and it had a hurt foot, which he wanted me to 
doctor. He had bought the partridge, expecting to train it for fighting, btit 
tbo partridge did not live to fulfill his hopes. He next ptqcured a young 
monkey and took it with him on a string wherever he went. As a si^i of 
ownership, he fastened a brass ring with a dangling bit of red glass into one 
of’its ears. Asgar soon tired of walking about with his monkey and left it tied 
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to a pillar outside hi^^room. One day out of boredom it bit its string in two 
and made for the jungle, brass earring and all. Still another of his ventures in 
pets was a baby mongoose, caught in his own garden. Rikki Tikki, as we 
named him, was soon answering to his name and running about everywhere, 
perfectly at home, though he spent most of his time in the kitchen. If Din 
Mohammed took ten steps in any direction, Rikki Tikki scampered after him, 

Asgar’s most promising trait was a quick intelligence. When the village 
irousmith succumbed before the task of cutting out two round pieces of tin 
with holes in the centre, to serve as protectors for my candlesticks, Asgar 
promptly manufactured what was needed out of a tin biscuit box and a pair 
of scissors. He had never been to school and knew nothing of the mysteries 
of reading and writing, but two weeks after I started giving him English 
lessons he knew the English alphabet, could count up to twenty and had 
mastered the art of telling time. As a reward for the last accomplishment I 
gave him a cheap wrist-watch, ordered from Lucknow, which became his most 
treasured possession. V ^ 

He had learned how to cook by watching Jawahir, and it was he who 
helped Din Mohammed over his first difficult days. Just before the mourning 
month of Moharram, he was very busy making taztasy bamboo and paper 
tombs, to be carried in the mourning procession. He procured the bamboo 
from his garden, bought stamped papers from the dyer and begged his string 
from me. The tazias cost him four annas apiece, and he sold them for a 
rupee each, and made quite a little fortune. The Peshkar told him he ought 
not to commercialize his religion like this, but I praised him for his com- 
mendable industry. 

In the early spring, I left Pachperwa for a brief pilgrimage to some of 
the famous Buddhist holy places which I discovered were near by, and even- 
tually -ran up to Calcutta. Realizing that Asgar would probably have few 
such opportunities in his life for travel, I told him to pack his bundle and 
come along. Though he had never heard of Buddha, he enjoyed intensely 
the excitement of trains and strange places. The climax of the adventure was 
having a glimpse of Calcutta, with its miracles of electric lights and fans, 
plumbing, lifts, motor cars, motion pictures, and stuffed birds and animals in 
the Indian Museum. 

When we were returning ’ from Calcutta our adventure threatened to 
turn into a tragedy. Asgar had been riding in the third-class compartment, 
provided for servants of first and second-class passengers* It was his habit to 
hop out at stations and come and look in at my carriage window. It suddenly 
dawned on me that I had not seen him for two or three hours, and at the 



56 


yoiCELESS INDIA 


Station I went to look for him. There was his bundle in. the rack, but an 
occupant of thd^compartment said Asgar had not returned when the train left 
Moghal Sara! Junction. I had his ticket, and all the money he had was the 
change from his luncheon rupee, rattling round in the tin soap box. At Luck> 
now, I appealed to the police, who telegraphed his description to various rail- 
way centres, and I also wired to Balrampur and Pachperwa, How on earth 
could I ever return to the village and face Asgar’s mother, having lost hereon! 
After two days of complete silence, a brief message from Kanwar Jasbir Singh 
reported Asgar safe in Balrampur, By the salty tears dropped into my already 
too salty porridge at the Carlton Hotel, I realized the strain of anxiety I had 
been under. 

Asgar’s adventures almost duplicated Kim’s. While I was journeying 
to Lucknow, he had journeyed to Allahabad, having jumped on the wrong 
section of our train at Moghal Sarai. He spent the night at the station and 
next morning, without a ticket, climbed aboard another train, this time having 
assured himself it would take him in the right direction. When a ticket in- 
spector came along, Asgar told of belonging to a somewhat fabulous Miss 
Sahiba, for whom he had never heard any other name. The inspector refused 
to be put off with such a tall tale. First he tried to take Asgar’s precious wrist- 
Watch as the price of his ticket, and when Asgar resisted he haled him to the 
police station at Fyzabad, where the boy received a sound drubbing for stealing 
train rides. Thereafter, grown wise, he ducked all railway officials, jumped 
off moving trains to bide his time in the long grass near stations, and warily 
approached humble folk like himself to ask about the train he should take 
next. His knocks in the hard world became decorations of honour in village 
perspective, and Asgar Ali, a hero in Pachperwa, thoroughly enjoyed telling 
the story of his dinnerless, frightened days in the wide world. 

April came, with the wheat and pulses reaped, the mango blossoms 
fallen, old leaves dropping off and new ones unfurling within the same week, 
bulbuls and cuckoos doing their best to announce that the hot, lustreless 
days were spring. By the end of the month all vegetation had withered, 
and the starved bullocks and water buffaloes roamed the countryside vainly 
searching for a few mouthfuls of something green. All day and night they 
kept coming to the top of my hill, where something of a lawn still survived 
thi^ugh preful watering. Asgar chased them by day, and 1 ^rose from my 
bed on the lawn; and chased them by night, since the se,rvantd slept far too 
soundly to wak^, even when they were called. The Tahsildar suggesteS Siat 
Fakire, an older brother of Asgar’s .employed as a peon at the tahsil, had 
better sleep near my house and help guard it. 
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In addition to chasing cattle, Fakire was soon promoted to be my eve- 
ning newspaper. Fakire’s work as peon took him all over Pachporwa tahsil, 
and, thanks to his fearlessness and independence, he was not in the least afraid 
to serve as local gazette. £very evening after dinner he came in, squatted on 
the floor, and for ten or fifteen minutes narrated the chief events or hearsay 
of the day; 

Fakire, like a true villager, had not a good word for the police. ‘*See 
what happened to Baghban !” he said one evening. ‘‘What happened P’ I 
asked. Baghban was a Mohammedan gardener, then serving as my water 
carrier, and a story about him certainly promised first-column interest. 

Baghban, it seemed, had a wife too sick to do the house-work any 
more ; so she and Baghban agreed that he had better take a second wife. As 
a Mussalman, Baghban was entitled to four wives, if he chose. He had no 
difficulty in finding one, in spite of the fact that he was cross eyed, but four 
days later a man turned up who claimed tha| the woman was already married 
to him. 

“She is my wife,’* said the man. 

“No, she is my wife,” said Baghban. 

“I tell you she is my wife !” said the man. 

Baghban ’s rival did not waste more words, but rushed off to the police 
station where he was promptly locked up and told to pay ten rupees if he 
wanted to get out. He sent for the money and then Baghban and the dis- 
puted wife were summoned. Baghban was taken aside and asked how much 
he was willing to pay. “Nothing,” said Baghban. He could get another wife 
without any trouble and at no cost to himself . ' The woman was packed off 
with husband number one. 

It did not occur to me until the next day to ask what was the matter 
with Baghban’s first wife. “Leprosy,” the Ayah answered quite casually. 
“Her fingers are gone so she cannot cook any more.” Though Baghban was 
apparently free of infection, I thought it wiser to find another water carrier ! 

If I was somewhat startled at Baghban’s easy way of taking wives unto 
himself-^Asgar told me that he had tried several— I was also startled to have 
Fakire ask me a few weeks later whether he should not get a divorce.. 
Fakire was about twenty-five. He had a very pretty wife who lived at his pa- 
rent’s house, but she had been running away frequently in. the past six years 
to an uncle in Nepal, just across the border. Her complaint was that she did 
*ndt like living with Fakire’s family. Now, she had gone again^ and Fakire 
asked earnestly whether he should fetch her back or refuse to have anything 
more to do with her and take another wife. 
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*‘What do your parents* say?” 

^‘Fatiier says nothing, and Mother says, *What pan you do if the girl 
keeps on running away all the time?’ ” * 

I concluded to stay on the conservative side and advised Fakire to bring 
her back and give her at least one more chance. 

Din Mohammed, when he took Jawahir’s place in May, made up in 
cheerfulness, willingness and honesty for all that he did not know and never 
learned about cooking. He, too, was married, but his wife lived in Tulsipur 
with her father, since he had no home to bring her to. His own parents had 
both died while he was a child. His wife was expecting a baby, he confided. 
He would be greatly pleased if it was a boy. 

“Not if it is a girl?” I asked. 

“No. A girl goes away to her husband’s home and never comes back 
unless her husband beats her or does not give her food or clothes. There is 
much weeping when she goes aifl much weeping if she comes back. Also, a 
girl costs money. Her clothes and jewelry cost many rupees, and you have to 
^ay many rupees to get her married. She earns nothing. But a son never 
leaves his^father’s house, and he is an asset and a comfort to the heart.” ‘ 
Some weeks later Din Mohammed, red-eyed, announced the birth of a 
daughter. “Everything comes from Allah,” he said resignedly, and invited 
me to name her. I named her Raziya Begum, a good Mohammedan name 
signifying ^patience,’ 

Now, in these later days, comes a letter from Din Mohammed dis- 
seminating the perfumed eloquence of the professional letter writer, but behind 
the words I detect the friendly remembrance of his own simple heart. 

My great helper dear miss sahiba, 

I am weaping why God departed me from you. My whole family 
is grievously sad on account of your sweet talking and kind action. 
Nothing but the photo of your idndness and yourself comes to our 
mind. We all pray to God about your long life and prosperity. We 
pray to God to grant you success in every work and intention of your life. 

I salaam you with my folded hands. Tell my salaam to your bro- 
thers, to your sister, to your father and mother, and to the rest of ybur 
' ^ family. My w'ifc salaams you very eagerly and she says salaam to all 
the members of your family. My daughter Raziya Begum j whom you 
named, tells you a very loving salaam. All my family make salaam to 
you and all your family. We pray to God for your health and welfare. 

Your well-wisher & faithful servant, 

Dik Mohammed# 



THE PEOPLE OF THE HOUSE 


S9 


When Baghban left, his place as water carrier was taken by Jumai— 
whose name means ‘‘Of Friday” — a lean, concave man with pointed beard turn- 
ing gray. Jumai petitioned to combine the work of water carrier with that of 
pulling the punka I had just installed, and to draw double salary. The punka, 
a heavy beam eight feet long with a yard-deep green cloth flounce, hung from 
the centre of the living room. When pulled from outside by a leather cord 
running through a hole over the door, it fanned the languid air above my 
head as I sat at my table. Looking at Jumai, I was afraid the double work 
would be too much for him, but the Ayah pleaded for him, saying he had 
earned nothing for months and was very poor, and he himself protested an 
insatiable passion for work. I need not have feared. Jumai proved to be the 
laziest man in Pachperwa. 

He regularly went to sleep as he squatted on his little mat on the 
verandah, knees hooked up to his chin. Every twenty minutes the punka 
stopped swinging and I had to shout to wake him up. He did not keep the 
water tins clean. He was caught drawing the household water from a well 
known to have bad water, because it was a few steps nearer than the Tahsil- 
dar’s good well. He left at noon for his food and did not come back until 

three, instead of two, while I suffocated during the hottest hours of the day. 

He was thriftless, greedy and dishonest. But there was something about the 
way he blinked his eyes as if to ward off the verbal blows of a scolding, about 
his disarming smile and his eager childlike expression, that made me forgive 
him for his many sins ten times a day. In the end I think I kept him just to 

see how bad a servant he could be. ^ 

Where he managed to . put away all he confessed to eating I never could 
figure out. He was almost as thin as the sweeper. One morning after break- 
fast Djtt Mohammed and I fell to discussing the high cost of living. Din 
Mohammed said he himself ate a pound of rice a day, with curry, at a cost 
of five rupees a month. Half his salary went to this wife, and he had two and 
a half rupees left for spending money. The Ayah, he added, sent only three 
rupees a month ; she was old and did not have to eat much. Jun^ai called 
from the verandah, “I eat more than eight rupees a month — two pounds of rice 
every day, a half pound of rfe/and sweets!” I suspected that this greediness- 
spending eight rupees a month for food was extreme greediness in Pachperwa*— 
was mere empty boasting, but I was not sure. 

Jumai came from thriftless stock. His father, a dyer by caste, had 
•given up his traditional work to beebme a tobacco dealer. When I told Jumai 
that he, too, seemed to be well acquainted with the tobflcco business, he gave 
one of his joyous laughs. He was forever smoking a chillam filled with the 
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rank weed cultivated in some of the village fields. Jumai’s wife was dead, but 
he lived w5th a married brother who worked for the Sub-Inspector of Police. 
The brother, inappropriately named Godly, was equally thriftless, and the 
two of them together first ate up all their possessions and then ate up the 
house over their heads. Another villager was persuaded to let them share his 
house, but because they never paid any of the rent they had promised to pay 
he was always on the point of of turning them out. 

Jumai was the only one of the servants who repeatedly asked for an 
advance on his wages. When he put his hands together like' a pleading child 
anditold me he had not an anna for food, I could not resist him. In addition 
to what I gave him, he borrowed from Din Mohammed and the Ayah, and 
sometimes tradespeople came to collect from me the sums he had long been 
owing them but had not the slightest intention of paying. 

Yet I came to believe he was not without some virtue. The Ayah told 
me that Khudai, the brother, often beat his wife and refused to feed her and 
her child. Jumai was now helping to take care of her. I felt a spasm of guilt 
for having thought him so worthless. 

One ofternoon Jumai came streaking down the road. He appeared at 
the door and breathlessly asked permission to go to the station and get his 
brother’s wife. When Asgar told me a few minutes later that she was running 
away and Jumai wanted to catch her, I regretted having given the permission. 
It seemed to me I ought to support the woman’s movement in Pachperwa. 
Back came Jumai, driving the woman in front of him with a little switch. She 
was carrying a three-year-old child^in her arms. Tearfully she told me that 
Khudai had been beating her again and pulled up her short jacket to show 
some purple marks. Pointing to certain blemishes on Jumai’s stretched skin, 
she said the brother beat him, too. She begged me to let her spend the night 
at my house to avoid another beating. Before long Khudai arrived on the 
scene, and I became vaguely aware of trouble flowing out from the servants’ 
house. When the quarrelling threatened to arouse the neighbourhood, I sum- 
moned all three of them into my stern presence. 

She ate too much, said the brother, and talked bad language besides. 
She ate a rupee’s worth of food every day! When pressed, he acknowledged 
that his mbnthly salary at the police station was seven rupees. His salary and 
Jumai’s together did not equal the amount he said his wife consumed. Jumai 
here put in that Khudai gave her nothing whatever I lookud at Khtidai as 
severely as I could, and, properly cowed, he fell at my feet imploring me to 
say nothing of his marital differences to the Sub-Inspector. He promised never 
to beat his wife again, and she on her part promised; to refrain from abusive 
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language. The trio departed in amicable accord. 

Then a bomb dropped out of the sky. The Peshkar, to v\fchom I des- 
cribed the incident, said the real reason of the friction was known to the 
entire village. Jumai and his brother simply shared one wife between them. 
“Jumai’s case is especially bad,” added Din Mohammed, ‘‘because Jumai is 
the elder brother.” Jumai’s excuse was that his own wife had died years 
before and he was too poor to provide himself with another. His poverty, 
however, did not excuse him in the eyes of the village. Both Hindu and 
Mohammedan customs forbid polyandry. 

A few days later, as Jumai was pulling the punka cord, 1 noticed that 
he was crying mildly. He murmured something about “No money to buy 
clothes,” but I pretended not to hear. He had a way of making remarks in a 
low contemplative tone, as if thinking aloud to himself. The remarks follow- 
ed a fixed pattern : “Hungry. No food to-day. Not one anna in the house. 
Not a Bania willing to give me credit. If the sirkar would only give me eight 
annas !” 

Din Mohammed clearing the breakfast table volunteered the news that 
the wife’s baby had died the preceding night. I felt distinctly shocked. 
When I.had seen it'only three or four days before, it had appeared quite well. 

“Why did you not tell me the baby was sick ?” I asked Jumai. 

“We didn’t know it was,” he replied simply. 

The sniffs resolved themselves into a bleak statement that there was no 
money for clothes — funeral clothes for the baby, “They will cost twelve 
annas, but where are we to get twelve annas ?” I gave him a rupee and told 
him to go home for the day. 

“Whose baby was it ?” I asked Din MoKammed. “Khudai’s or Jumai’s?” 

“Not Jumai’s and not Khudai’s. She used to be married to a man in 
Balrampur, It was his baby,” Din Mohammed replied. 

Jumai came back while I was having' tea, looking thinner than ever, if 
such a thing were possible. He had obviously been crying. To give him the 
relief of talking, I asked him if the funeral was over and if everything had 
gone off properly. “The tailor charged one rupee, eight annas,” he burst out 
indignantly. “He refused to make the clothes for less.” He had given one 
rupee, all he had, promising to pay the extra eight annas later. There were 
other expenses, too. Charity had to be dispensed at the grave, and twenty 
fakirs had been fed. “Four annas worth of rice, four annas of wheat, two of 
•d4, four of sweets,’? he enumerated, “and four annas to the Hindu who dug 
the grave.’’ , 

The family thought of raising the funeral money by begging an anna 
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herei an anna there, after the village fashion in time of distress, but Jumai 
stood firm, ^‘No,” he said, “the sirkar (meaning me) gave one rupee. Nobody 
else shall give anything, I myself will pay the rest from my own wages.*' 
And the Banias, relenting in this moment of affliction, advanced the necess* 
aries on credit. Of course I gave Jumai enough to cover the deficit, but know- 
ing his weakness I suggested he had better hurry back to the village and settle 
with his creditors at once. 

Jumai took pains to tell me the next day that the Sub-Inspector had 
not given Khudai anything to help toward the funeral. As it happened, the 
Sub-Inspector called that same evening, and in the course of conversation the 
death of our respective servants' wife’s baby was mentioned. “Oh, yes, I gave 
Khudai two rupees for funeral expenses,” said the police officer casually. The 
wife herself came to the house two days later. When I told her how sorry I 
was about the baby, she cried a little and then mentioned that she had to sell 
a sari for one rupee to raise the money required, over and above the rupee 
Jumai had contributed through me. Some questioning soon brought out the 
fiict that Jumai had given only the first rupee : the brother, nothing. Each of 
them, it appeared, had invested two rupees in a private gorging of sweets. 
Thus does life wind its tortuous course where stomachs are achingly empty. 

One other portrait remains to be drawn, that of Ram Lakhan. One 
night I was stretched out in a long wicker chair while the Ayah sat beside 
me, telling me with obvious pride how her grandmother had been foster nurse 
to an illegitimate son of the grandfather of the Maharaja of Balrampur, by a 
Mohammedan concubine. Suddenly we heard a boy’s loud caroling on the road. 

I suggested that she go fetch the singer. Off she went and plucked Ram 
Lakhan out of the dark into the lamplight of the Happy House. He had on 
a dirty dhoti and ragged jacket, but a pair of silver bnacelets, two little gold 
earrings and a talisman necklace gave him social respectability. His face was 
distinctly his own. He had a well formed little nose, full curved lips in the 
classical tradition of the Ajanta frescoes, and slightly protuberant, large brown 
eyes. He was eleven, but a vague, childish roundness still lingered in his face. 

Another boy was with him, also a singer. The second boy’s voice was 
ordinary, but Ram’s set the heartstrings vibrating. The two of them sat on 
my floor and in turn sang me their repertoire. Ram accompanying his friend 
by slapping his bare leg and making a peculiar clicking sound in imitation of 
a drum. One of Ram’s songs was of Sita, and evidently referred to that part ' 
in the Ramajana where Sita is banished from Ayodhya, because of the mur- v 
murings of the people, <Why do you banish me from your presence without 
fault f4f fault unknowingly I have committed, let me be forgiven. Let your 
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light not be withdrawn from me, O my Lord,” Sita’s cry rang forth on Ram 
Lakhan's lips. Then again the wailing refrain, ‘<Why do you ‘banish me 
without fault V* 

Rama’s namesake said he was the son of the temple gardener in the 
New Bazar. He also informed me that he could read a little Hindi, having 
once gone to school for a few weeb, but that his father had objected fb his 
attending school, had torn up his books and broken his ink bottle, 

I knew the gardener well. Two gold studs hammered into his upper 
front teeth indicated that he had unusual foresight. They were to pay his 
passage across the river of death. A bit of gold for this purpose, purifying 
fu/fi leaves and holy Ganges water are customarily placed in the mouth of a 
dead Hindu just before his cremation. At first I had felt flattered by the 
necklaces of fragrant bela flowers and rosebuds the temple MaJi brought me 
every day. When I perceived that they were merely an excuse for extracting 
annas, I told him he need not trouble to bring any more necklaces. After this 
he did not come oftencr than twice a week. 

Feeling that I might effectively bring my now ponderable influence to 
bear in the matter of getting Ram back to school, I sent a message requesting 
the Mali to come to see me the following evening. Garland in hand, he 
arrived promptly. The Jamadar, also present, remarked that Ram was born in 
the island of Trinidad. Had the Mali been in Trinidad, I asked in surprise. 
No, said the Jamadar, he was not his father’s son. “ He means,” explained 
the Peshkar, ‘‘that Ram’s mother was a corrupted lady.” 

The Mali’s objection about letting Ram go to school was that tl>e tea- 
chers made the boys do personal work for them. In addition. Ram was bad. 
He ran away from home and had fights with other boys. It seemed to me 
thatviost of his crimes could probably be traced to lack of outlet for an active 
spirit, but I looked appropriately grave. Mollified, the Mali said Ram could go 
to school if he wished. So it was settled. Ram was to go to school. Outside 
of school hours, to keep him out of mischief, he was to become assistant punka 
puller to Jumai. Ram on his side promised to stay at home nights and not run 
away any more. 

At six o’clock the very next morning, I myself took Ram Lakhan across 
the road and duly entered him in the Pachperwa elementary school on pay- 
ment of a fee of one anna. Three more annas outfitted him with the cap 
requisite for school attendance, a reed pen, chalk for making white ink to 
*wrlte on his black school-board and a new ink bottle. From this time on. 
Ram stopped every morning on his way to school to present me with a loose 
handful of fldwers from the- temple garden. When school was over at eleven. 
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he relieved Jumai at punka pulling or ran errands. He was happy as the days 
were long.* 

The buttonless jacket — nothing but holes loosely tied together with bits 
of frayed cloth— in which he had first appeared, was rolled up and tossed 
down the side of my hill with a magnificent gesture. He now wore one of 
the white shirts Dowdhe the tailor had made for him and a clean new dhoti. 
His first earnings, like Asgar’s, went to the purchase of a pair of shoes. 
Shoes, in the eyes of villagers, arc a mark of social distinction. Nine tenths of 
the villagers go barefoot, too poor to dream of shoes. Ram Lakhan’s wide- 
toed, untrammelled feet had never yet been imprisoned in leather. At the 
end of the first day he began to limp; at the second two big blisters appeared 
on his heels and he could scarcely hobble. Still he could not bear to part 
with his precious shoes, pride outweighing agony of the flesh. It was only 
my temporary confiscation of the shoes that gave his feet a chance to get well. 

One morning Ram unexpectedly appeared at my screened door accom- 
panied by a woman dressed in a yellow sari. “Huzur, this is my mother,*’ 
he announced. I had not met Ram’s mother before. She looked about thirty. 
Her mouth was red with pan juice. Yes, Ram was born in Trinidad, she said 
in a composed voice, but he was only two months old when she had brought 
him ^o India. Without any particular embarrassment, she added that his 
father lived in Itiathok, a village some distance away in another tahsil of the 
Balrampur Estate. Her own husband lived in Pipra. Just who the Mali was, 
in whose house she and Ram resided in Pachperwa, was not altogether clear. 
In any case, she complained that on many days the Mali provided no food. 
Insincere tear began to flow as she insisted that oftin she had to beg food for 
herself and Ram. Since she was wearing a gold nose ring, several heavy brace- 
lets of silver and a much finer sari than the average village woman, her^ase 
did not seem as desperate as she made out. 

. The real purpose of her visit presently came to light. She had heard 
in the village that I was intcndirfg to take Ram Lakhan back to America with 
me. She had come to ask me not to do so, because he was married ! The 
ceremony had taken place three years before, when Ram was eight. The 
child wife was still in her parents’ house in Nepal, and, according to custom, 
would not join her husband for some' years. When I asked Ram how old his 
wife was, he answered, ^‘Little I So big !” He held his hand out about three 
and a half feet from the ground. It was hard for me to contemplate Ram as a 
mwied man. - 

, Punka pulling very sobn ceased to be the enthralling business of the 
first few days. Jumai fell asleep at the end of twenty minutes; Ram rah off 
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to get a drink and several times forgot to come back. He asked if he could 
not come inside the house and fan me instead with a long-handled ba^ar fan, 
Inside were many things that fascinated him, chief among them my Pixie 
phonograph, or ^‘fornograph,’* as he called it. Though foreign music was 
strange. Ram liked it, particulary a loud record of Caruso. After watching 
me once or twice, he learned to crank and start the machine and could be 
trusted to run it by himself. 

I'hen he had countless things he was bursting to tell — how, for ins- 
tance, he was a master hand <at making moras- Moras are crowns worn by 
bridegrooms, often made of flowers. Ram made his of paper. It is the flower- 
gardening caste which has the exclusive privilege of making moras, and this 
would be his occupation, Ram said, when he grew up. Casting his eyes on 
sonje old Allahabad Leaders^ he asked if he might have them for his crowns. 
In a few days he produced his latest masterpiece, a glory of scarlet and green 
paper flowers in festoons a yard long. 

A thoughtful friend at home, convinced that necessaries as well as 
luxuries must be lacking in my Indian village, had tucked several packets of 
needles into a letter. Though needles could be bought in Pachpcrwa, these 
were much finer than any in the bazar. «• I distributed packets as hahhtsh to 
the intimate household-— one to the Ayah, one to the Mehtarani, one to As- 
gar All’s mother, and one to his sister. Presently I heard a small voice com- 
ing through the window. 

‘‘Huzur, sui — “Great One, a needle begged Ram, nose pressed 
flat against the screen. 

“But what do you want with needles ? You cannot sew.” 

“Oh, yes,” he replied eagerly, “I can ! I can sew buttons, and I can 
also sew on the tailor’s foreign machine. Come and see !” So Ram the but- 
ton sewer also received a packet of American needles. 

“When you go aw^ay, huzur, I shall cry for four months,” he remarked 
pensively by way of thanks. 

One of Ram’s tasks was to stand by, while I was making my elephant 
mural decoration, and hold the bowl of water for the brushes. After finishing 
the elephants and giving them a carpet of red flowers to trample, I saw that 
the three windows in the wall of the three servants’ rooms behind |t were 
in need of Mogul borders. I began with Din Mohammed’s window at the 
.north end of the house* Ram was standing beside me one morning as usual. 
His*face was turned inward against the whitewashed surface of the wall.. He 
remained stangely silent. At last I asked him what the trouble was. “Every- 
body calls me chor^'" he said, ungluing his' face from the wall. Two big tears 
5 
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balanced on the ends of his eyelashes and rolled down his cheeks. 

I knew well enough why he was being called a thief. A tobacco seller 
of the village, a member of Asgar’s theatrical troupe, had given into Asgar’s 
custody a broken silver watch on the chance that somebody of my household, 
going to Balrampur, would take it along to be mended. Asgar had had the 
watch in his keeping for ten days. Suddenly it vanished. Ram Lakhan was 
known, to have gazed admiringly upon it twice, and Ram Lakhan, who had 
also learned to tell time, was known to envy Asgar the possession of a watch 
above all other things. Asgar openly accused him of the theft. 

<‘Did you take the watch I asked' intent on a green leaf I was painting. 

He assured me he had not, had never taken anything from me or mine, 
never in his life taken anything from anybody ! Tears fell thick and fast. I 
called the other servants. Unless guilt could be proved, I announced, no one 
in my house was to call another a thief. Asgar, unshaken in his belief that 
Ram was the culprit, flayed him alive with his eyes. The next day Ram 
Lakhan did not come to pull the punka or hold the bowl or run any errands. 
Three days passed, and still Ram did not turn up. I thought it was the heat 
that made time drag. Then I realized that I was missing his morning gift 
of bela flowers, his piping,'his contagious enthusiasm, his comments on life, 
men and events in Pachperwa. I sent the Ayah to fetch him back. 

Very dirty, hands rose-red from dyeing Leaders to make bridegrooms’ 
crowns, he came. There was a wistful break in his voice as he explained his 
absence. Asgar was thinking all the time that he was a thief. He could not 
stay in a place where such unjust thoughts of him were held. The Ayah had 
also brought with her a material witness, a boy whom Asgar quoted as saying 
he had met Ram Lakhan with the watch. No, said the small boy, he had 
not ^qen Ram Lakhan with the watch. He had heard that Ram Lakhan had 
stolen a watch. Who in Pachperwa had not heard the news, broadcast by 
Asgar ? But if Asgar said he had seen Ram with the watch, then Asgar was 
lying. Asgar’s eyes were fixed on infinite space, and somehow he had the 
look of having lied. In the opinion of ^panchayah consisting of the Ayah, 
the barber Dukhi, and me, proof of Ram’s guilt was not established, and the 
case was dismissed. Five minutes later Ram was sitting contentedly on his 
little njat, making currents of hot air blow all the papers off my desk. The 
mystery of the watch remained unsolved. 

One trouble was no sooner settled than Ram Lakhan’s complex fate 
dealt him another blow. A week later, as he was pulling the punka -in*Hhe 
afternoon and singing lustily, he stopped abruptly, having just remembered 
something. ‘‘There was no food at my house to-day,” he remarked. The 
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temple Mali saw no reason to supply Ram with food when Ram was earning 
money of hi^ own, and he had also refused Ram’s mother anything. “He 
cooks his own food by himself and eats it alone at the temple,” Ram conclu- 
ded. Then he went off with the annas I gave him to the bazar. 

The next day he seemed less gay than usual. He announced that his 
mother was going away to Pipra tahsil, where her husband was. The Mali 
had told Ram if he came near his house any more he would heat him, “I 
keep thinking,” said Ram, “who is going to give me any food ? This it is 
that I keep thinking.” 

I knew, but a Hindu could not cat with my Mohammedan servants. 

I felt certain the Peshkar would board Ram for me, but I had to ask him. 
Meanwhile I reminded Ram of his gift of song. “You can sing sweetly. 
When things arc not right, try not to cry. Sing !” 

The clouds were still low the following morning. Ram set himself to 
cleaning up brick chips beside the new channel for distributing the bath water 
to the parched lawn.' With a gulp, he unburdened his heart. His mother was 
about to depart. His Pipra father had said he would tear off his necklace and 
bracelets and choke him if he ever came back there. His Mali father said the 
only food he would get at his house would be a good beating. His Itiathok 
father did not care what happened to him. Life looked very black at that 
moment to Ram Lakhan. “I can’t sing now. I am hungry,” he wailed. ‘But 
when I told him the Peshkar had agreed to give him two good meals every 
day, and that it must be time now for one of them, a little of his old buoy- 
ancy came back. 

, All went smoothly for a brief space. A bed was procured for Ram and 
placed between the Ayah’s and Asgar’s, in the verandah of the servants’ house. 
He ate with the Peshkar’s cook, a kindly old man who took an interest in 
him. Even for Ram’s future, I thought, a solution had presented itself. Dr. 
Saxena, the Indian district health officer who made periodic visits to Pach- 
perwa, told me he would take Ram and train him for medical work if Ram 
wanted to come to Gohda after I left. “I can learn English if I go to Gonda!” 
said Ram enthusiastically, calculating the advantages of the medical profession 
against those of making flower crowns for bridegrooms. Then once more un- 
expected forces were brought to bear in the swift small drama of his life. 
During morning prayers at school something queer happened to his legs. He 
fell down. As soon as he got up he fell down again, and the teacher sent 
him to me with a temperature of 103 degrees. ‘ ^ 

All day Ram lay on his bed, sleeping heavily. Now was Asgar^s moment 
of triumph. He perched on the edge of Ram’s bed, and wlienever Ram 
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tossed and opened his eyes, Asgar leaned forward and whispered that a shattauj 
an evil sprit, had surely clutched him. He was to be punished at last for 
havipg stolen the watch. The evil spirit did not loosen its hold, and for five 
days Ram burned with fever. 

Fakire returned from Pipra, where tahsil business chanced to take him, 
reporting that Ram Lakhan’s mother, too, was ill. She wanted to see him 
because she thought she was going to die and before her death she wished 
to give him her jewelry. Ram dragged himself from his bed, begging me to 
. send him to his mother. I suggested that we send a messenger instead, to find 
out exactly how she was, but Ram was not satisfied, “Look in your books and 
see how my mother is,” he kept urging. “The books must tell.” Surely I 
knew as much as the pundits, and I ought to be able to cast the stars and 
trace the secret course of events! The Tahsildar advised me to let him go, 
and with a peon from the tahsil he started out at four the next morning, ill 
as he was, to walk the sixteen miles to Pipra. 

Six weeks passed. From time to time I heard that, though his mother 
had recovered. Ram was still ill, that he lay all day on his bed, too weak to 
get up. In Pipra there was no doctor and no possibility of getting any medi- 
cal aid. Twice I sent word to his mother that if she would bring Ram back 
to Pachperwa, I would gladly pay for a palanquin to fetch him. At last one 
day came the news that she and Ram had arrived in the bazar. She was tell- 
ing people she had consulted a Tharu witch woman, and the witch woman 
had found out the cause of Ram’s sickness. I had put a curse on him. How 
else explaip a lingering fever — which might possibly have been called typhoid 
or enteric in English ? I had no children of my own. Everybody knew my 
fondness for Ram. The evidence was conclusive. 

Ram’s mother came to collect the four rupees for the palanquin bearers, 
and Ram, too, paid me a call, very thin, his cheeks still hot to the touch. 
After the verdict qf the witch doctor I felt I was walking on precarious ground. 
If anything ha'ppened to Ram I knew I should be held responsible. Perhaps 
it would be better for him to stay at the house of the Mali with his mother. 
“But there is no bed in the Mali’s house,” his mother remarked insinuatingly. 
So Ram’s bed was duly sent after him. 

• Gradually Ram Lakhan grew better, but he never again returned to 
pull the punka at the Happy House. He was just well enough to come to 
th« station to say good-bye on the day I left the village forever.^ “Don’t for- 
get about Dr. Saxena in Gonda,” I called out to him. “No,” said Raifi liart- 
lessly. But somehow I knew that Rarri ^khan would not be going to Gonda. 
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NOBODY CAN LIVE IN AN INDIAN VILLAGE AND ESCAPE 

seeing the terrible misery to which the flesh ^of the villager has fallen heir. 
Sanitation and medical science, as developed in the past century by Western 
genius, are unknown here. Armed only with credulity, the villager wages 
constant and heart-rending battle against diseases which are chiefly the result 
of conditions he cannot control, such as climate, or cannot change by himself, 
such as poverty and ignorance. 

Before I had been a week in Pachperwa, I had to answer, however 
inadequately, a call for help. Without previous training or qualification I 
became a ^doctor’ overnight, ministering as best I could to sick villagers, along 
with the white-haired Babuji of the dispensary, with barbers who are tradi- 
tionally the rural surgeons of India, herdsmen who act as* bone setters, iti- 
nerant quacks who offer cure-alls of dried leaves and powedered roots, pundits 
who recite Sanskrit texts, beggars, calling themselves holy, who profess to heal 
by laying on of hands, and sorcerers who chant mystical spells and proffer 
charms. I was something new and might as well be tried as any of these. 
My services cost nothing. 

The climate is particularly bad in the Tarai, along the base of the 
Himalayas, where the plain lies less than four hundred feet above sea level. 
During half the year, the tropical heat causes the rapid growth of many kinds 
of bacteria and at the same time reduces physical energy. The slope of the 
land is so slight that the heavy rainfall of the mountains tu^ns the whole 
region into a lake for three months. As the water subsides innumerable 
swamps and jhils are left behind. In the Gonda district these cover a sixth of 
the total area. At all times of the year water is everywhere close to the sur- 
face. Conditions like these inevitably spell malaria. In the region immedia- 
tely touching the forests no one but the apparently feyerproof Tharus can 
survive at all. The whole Tarai population are chronic sufferers from malaria, 
contributing a high quota toward the 1,300,000 deaths conservatively esti- 
mated as the annual malaria toll for India# 

'The unparallelled poverty means undernourishment for millions upon 
millions. Between thirty and forty of these millions are said to be perpetually 
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on the verge of starvation. Taking the population as a whole, food consump- 
tion proportionately equals in quantity only one third that of the people of 
the United States. But the quality, too, is infinitely poorer, lacking in both 
variety and in nutrition. Rice is the chief product of the Tarai, but even 
this is a luxury. Many who cannot afford rice live entirely on pulses. Milk 
is beyond the means of most. In the district where I lived, 526 people to the 
square mile, 750 if uninhabited forest was excluded, were trying to subsist 
on agriculture or the occupations immediately connected with it. Lack of 
resistance to disease and no recupc;rative reserve were inevitable. Poverty 
explains why the people do not have mosquito nets and why, to a very great 
degree, they live under unspeakably insanitary conditions in ruralTndia. 

Ignorance is another chief cause of sickness. The villagers do not know 
that dust and flics carry disease. They do not know the connection between 
stagnant water and mosquitoes and malaria. They do not understand that 
trachoma is infectious. They have no idea that a leper is of any danger to 
the community. They do not associate polluted wells or streams with cholera 
or typhoid. They arc ignorant that their way of disposing of human waste 
spreads the hookworm from which 80 per cent of them are suffering. They 
find no connection between the number of infant deaths and the time-honour- 
ed methods of their midwives. Knowledge of this sort is comparatively new, 
even in the West. How are poor Indian villagers to be expected to possess it, 
unless those who know pass it on to them I 

In the many decades that Oudh has now been under English adminis- 
tration, since its annexation by the East India Company, many improvements 
have naturally been carried out. Yet it is apparently easier to build roads and 
construct railways and telegraphs and put down lawlessness and carry out land 
surveys and legislate for improvement in the position of tenant farmers than 
to protect the health of people, raise their standard of living or educate them. 
From the meokical point of view, the outstanding accomplishment has been 
the handling of epidemics— But epidemics are the exception, and under nor- 
mal times and conditions, the health problem remains unsolved. The reason 
is not far to seek. The sums available for rural medical work are pitifully 
inadequate. For general sanitation in our area, the district health officer told 
me there was an expenditure amounting to one pU a year per head of the 
^ural population, and this figure, as I understood it, included the salaries of 
sanitation officers. By way of contrast, out of the* total funds available to 
the government, expenditure for, military purposes is normally more thin tfen 
times that for medical relief and public health.' 

When the Indian villagers first began coming to with infected 
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Ungers or sore eyes I acted on the assumption that disinfectants and cleanliness 
at least could do no harm. I washed clean cuts with iodine and dirty ones 
with lysol or permanganate of potassium solution and bound the wounds with 
clean gauze. When mothers brought babies whose eyps were infected, I put 
a few drops of boric water in the eyes and told the mothers to keep washing 
them with warm water and the cotton I gave them, and to bring the babies 
back for more drops until their eyes were well. But matters did not rest 
here. 

Villagers believe in miracles. They immediately transformed me into 
a miracle worker, and my reputation spread over the tahsil and east through 
the surrounding countryside \into Basti and Gorakhpur districts and north 
intQ Nepal. More and more people came, bringing more and more serious 
illnesses for me to cure. When I told them I was not a doctor and that they 
must go to the Babuji at the free dispensary, they stubbornly insisted, <*The 
Babuji does not give good medicine to poor people like us.” When I tried to 
persuade someone in need of expert attention to make the short journey to 
the hospital at Balrampur or at Gonda, the answer was : “How can I go to 
Balrampur ? Who will prepare my husband’s food or take care of my children 
while I am gone ?” Or, “There is much work to be done in the fields, sirkar.” 
The final argument to every assertion of incapacity to help, on my part was 
always the same. “But we have heard your name. We have been told that 
you will give us good medicine. Six kos have we walked to come to you. 
BahutgarV> admu We are very poor, sirkar.” 

The appeal of human suffering and helplessness had to be met some- 
how. My medical library was containd in one small volume, A Medical Guide 
for Non-Medical Mistionariesf presented to me in Allahabad by the author. Dr. 
Douglas N. Forman of Ewing Christian College and the Naini Agricultural 
Institute. I laid in a stock of simple medicines and dressings from Lucknow 
and gratefully accepted others donated by Dr. Saxena, One of the three rooms 
of the Happy House was converted into a supply room. The east verandah 
became my ^office,’ where from half-past^six until half-past ten or eleven every 
morning men, women and children presented themselves for treatment. 

As the sky reddened behind the black trees, I would be /wake4 by low 
voices. From my bed on the lawn I could make out a group of women stand- 
ing a little way off, watching me intently. One flicker of the eyelids, and they 
would press forward murmuring, “Great suffering!” while one held out an 
ulcerated arm or leg for me to see through the mosquito net. They were not 
supposed to come so early, and they were not supposed to come around to the 
north side of the house so long as I was in bed. Shuffling to my rescue the 
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Ayah would shout angrily : ‘‘Is Miss Sahiba your father’s servant ? Go and 
wait on the east side of the house!” 

When I appeared on the verandah, fifty or even a hundred people would 
be squatting about there and on the lawn. Mingled with the sick were ordi- 
nary beggars. All would crowd up at once “My stomach aches very much.” 
“I see very little, as it smoke came in front of my eyes.” “Huzur, look at my 
sore leg.” “I have a very bad cough, huzur.” It did not take long for me to 
acquire a comprehensive medical vocabulary. 

With the aid of Asgar Ali and the Ayah I first set about clearing the 
verandah and sorting out obvious cases for which I knew I could do nothing. 
These I firmly directed to.go elsewhere. Then I administered pills, castor oil, 
argyrol, ointments, bandages, or advice. In the pitiful procession filing across 
my verandah day after day, I was brought ‘face to face with fevers of every kind, 
goitre, dropsy, rheumatism, tuberculosis, anaemia, smallpox, leprosy, dysentery, 
jaundice, endless stomach complaints, broken bones, syphilis, epilepsy, insanity, 
cuts and abrasions, boils and abscesses, skin diseases, blood poisoning, worms 
of every variety, rickets, scorpion and dog bites, trachoma and every other 
known eye trouble. 

The most difiicult thing to face was the childish faith of nearly every- 
body that I could, if only I would, cure atiything— with one pill or a single 
dose of something A thousand times did I point out that I was not a doctor, 
that I was very ignorant about their sicknesses. Oh, no, I was merely dis- 
pleased for some reason! Patiently the victim would tell me all over again that 
he was very poor, that he had come far, that he suffered much. I think every 
blind person for a hundred miles around came and looked up at me with 
straining blank eyes, asking hopefully to be made to see. “I have medicine 
for red eyes,” I would say as gently as I could, “but not white eyes. I can do 
nothing for white eyes.” There was not much change of expression. The old 
man or woman, led by a son or daughter, or the young mother with her blind 
baby, would go on sitting there under the tree for a minute or two, giving 
me a chance to relent and change my decision. Then the Ayah or someone 
else near-by would repeat lik,e an. echo,' “No medicine for white eyes!” and 
finally add, “/<?(7i”-r-“Go!” In the silence that followed I could feel the paid’ 
of somebody’s disappointment, as if I had betrayed a precious trust. 

^ . Many cases of cataract presented themselves* With an air of perfect 

coxjfidence I assured scores of old people that if they would only go to the 
jiospitaj Balrampur or Gonda, the doctor there, who was very clever, would 
m^kc a little cut without hurting them at all, take out the ‘curtain’ inside 
thpir eyes, and restore, their sight witliin'a week. '|*he dread Qf the villager 
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for any sort of operation was too strong to permit his seeking the only method 
of possible relief. I recall only a single exception. 

I was sitting alone late one evening, in the open space in front of my 
house commonly called the maUatt* A gentle murmuring under the trees be- 
side the shrine attracted my attention. When I asked who was speaking a voice 
answered : ‘‘Wc have come from our village of Gainsari because of the child’s 
eyes, but we arc late. We are spending the night here j under the trees. In 
the morning we shall ask if medicine can be given,” I invited the owner of 
the voice to approach, and an elderly peasant stepped out of the shadows 
followed by a young woman and a boy. While the grandfather, who said he 
belonged to the herdsman caste, was telling how the boy, now eight, had been 
blind from birth, the little fellow put out his hands and began to feel the 
canvas-backed chair in which I was sitting. 

‘What is this, DadaP^^ he asked. 

“It is the chair of the sirkar, child,” answered the grandfather. 

“I want a chair like this,” the child insisted softly. ' 

“But who can make you such a chair 

“You can make it for me, Dada!” 

I drew him to the lantern light without hope. There, unexpectedly, 1 
saw the two opaque white spots in the eye centres, signifying cataract. I ex- 
plained to the grandfather that the ‘big doctor’ at Gonda might be able to 
cure the boy. I promised him a personal letter to the Doctor Sahib and three 
rupees for train fare and food. To my great delight, he said they would take 
the early morning train. The son was dead and this little grandson was all 
he had left. The Ayah offered to share her bed with the Hindu mother and 
child. Rolling himself up in his sheet, the grandfather lay down beside them 
on the hard 

Some days later I heard from Dr. Jaensch, civil surgeon at Gonda. It 
was a case of congenital cataract, he wrote, but he had been able, by a nee- 
dling process, to brigg partial vision to one eye. If the grandfather would be 
patient and would bring the boy back to Gonda again after the first ey^ had 
healed, he hoped to operate with equal success on 'the second eye. 

Most of the blindness, if it is not syphilitic in origin, is the result oi 
infection and might easily be prevented. My preaching on the necessity for 
immediate care in all cases of; eye infection soon began to bear fruit. Occasio- 
nally even late at night loud groans drew me to the verandah, to ftnd someone 
thqre clutching a filthy rag to a flaming eyeball. The eye cases were especially 
prevalent during the hot weather, when the dust blows constantly^ but after 
five days or a week of argyrol of silver nitrate, with several daily washing of 
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boric or salt solutioni most of them cleared up satisfactorily* But old cases of 
trachpma were much too difficult and stubborn to yield to my inexperienced 
treatment. 

One day I received a note in English from a Mohammedan tutor in a 
wealthy family of East Bargadwa, two miles beyond Pachperwa. <‘The bearer 
who is my friend is carrying his only son before your honour for the eye in- 
spection, which has been caused by the smallpox a week ago,” I read. ‘^Kindly 
administer the medicine if you can or advise for treatment.” I put a drop of 
weak argyrol in each of the baby’s eyes and told the father to bring him back 
the following day. The next morning the man was there, squatting in front 
of the verandah with the child in his arms. When I looked at its eyes I saw 
that they were dead, like gray stones! I felt so weak I could not speak or move. 
The baby’s eyes had only been watering a little the day before, and the ter- 
rible thought flashed into my mind that in some way I had blinded him. 
Was the medicine too strong for a baby ? While I was still standing over the 
child, speechless, I heard the father saying, ‘‘He has not seen for fourteen 
months.” What a sense of heavenly relief flowed from those otherwise painful 
words! I had mistaken another father and baby, of course, for the pair of the 
day before. 

Two groups of patients I found particularly difficult— those who returned 
day after day with old incurable ills for which I had already told them I could 
do nothing, and those who, when told to let me see them again, said they had 
a long way to come and it was much trouble. If I said I was unable to treat 
stomach aches of five years’ standing or coughs of long duration, members of 
the first group immediately insisted they had had the ache only five months 
or five days, the cough only since Wednesday. If it was a case of ‘white eyes’ 
that could not be cured, they asked for medicine for pain in the back instead. 
The other class seemed utterly unconscious of the seriousness of a given con- 
dition.- Many a baby with running ears I saw once and never again. Infected 
fingers swollen to three times their natural size arid needing most careful 
attention received but a single dressing. Another supreme difficulty was the 
matter of diet. Directions 'about swallowing pills and powders were easy to 
give, easy to understand and easy to follow. But when a mother brought a 
baby wasted with diarrhoea or dysentery and I tried to explain that for twenty- 
four hours it must have nothing but water and afterwards milk at half strength 
for several days, she would reply that, if she did not feed it when it was hun- 
gry, the baby would cry. To her, the idea of being a good mother simply 
meant giving her child plenty to eat and, to the best of her limited ability, 
trying to make it happy. 
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One of my irritatingly amusing problems had to do with bottles. It was 
impossible to keep enough bottles on hand for dispensing washes and lini- 
ments. Also, though 1 wrote to Lucknow, I was unable to secure any wax 
paper for ointments. The ointment difficulty was solved by using leaves from 
a neighbouring banian tree, picked fresh and washed by Asgar Ali every morn- 
ing. But the bottles caused trouble to the end. Like the Doctor, I finally in- 
sisted that a patient must supply his own bottle. He always began by pro- 
testing that he did mot know where to find a bottle. He knew very well that 
he could get a dirty one in the bazar fofa pie and a clean one for one or two 
annas, but naturally he did not want to part with any money. When I re- 
'niained obdurate, he would depart reluctantly to fetch a bottle. The one he 
brought was invariably too small or too big, and always black inside. I would 
ask him to clean it. Three times he would return with it dirty, and each 
time I would instruct him to put sand and water in and shake until the bottle 
was clean. Finally, in despair, I would accept it and rinse it with boiling 
water from the kettle I kept heated on the verandah. 

In the first week of my medical practice, a great many Hindus objected 
on caste principles to using my' spoons, glasses or water. I used to say at once : 
‘‘Are you Hindu ? Then bring your own cup and water.” Later I learned 
that in the case of medicine an exception to caste rules is now generally 
recognized. Anybody who goes to a hospital is required to use the hospital 
appliances. Much time was lost waiting for a man to go off and get his own 
spoon or /ota of water, or borrow one from somebody of his own caste. So I 
just appeared with my kitchen tablespoon of castor oil and poured it down 
the man’s throat before he had time to think about it. Objections soon died 
down. In one point I had to give in. Although I was very careful to pro- 
duce a bottle of alcohol and wash my thermometer after use in the presence 
of everybody, Hindus frequently resisted having it put in their mouths. Even 
Ram Lakhan used to spit energetically each time I thrust the mercury bulb 
under his tongue. 

On account of their caste prejudices, Hindus on ^the whole were more 
difficult to deal with than Mussalmans. But during the month of Ramzan, 
the Mussalmans suddenly presented a new front. Very few would let any- 
thing pass their lips until after sunset. It was a novel thought that a religious 
fast had to include quinine or salts, and that, for this reason, fever or severe 
colic must be endured without relief until the sun went down. 

• By the time I had cleaned up medicine shelves and washed my hands 
with disinfectant for the twentieth time, I felt as if I had done a strenuous 
day’s work, though it was only eleven. I was quite ready to go inside and 
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have breakfast, cooling off a little under Jumai’s manipulation of the punka. 
But in spite of an effort on my part to keep the rest of the day free, people 
continued coming for help at all hours. Often there were urgent cases, not 
to be postponed. 

It was quite usual for me to hear the servants, who were not particu- 
larly enthusiastic about my clinic, driving late comers away. The Ayah’s 
shrill tones echoed vociferously and then unexpectedly died down one May 
evening. She called out that I had better look at this case. A man had 
brought a small daughter in a terrible condition. She had fallen and cut her 
hand, completely severing the third finger and very nearly severing the second 
as well. The poor little hand held up for my inspection was so mangled that 
I urged the father to take her quickly to the dispensary, assuring him that 
the Babuji would know how to dress it much better than I. ^*We have just 
come from the dispensary, but Babuji only said : ‘The dispensary is closed 
now. Come back in the morning !’ ” Mute with indignation, I sent for 
hot water, fetched the alcohol bottle* and some cotton, steeled my nerves and 
by lantern light set to work. Never in my life, I think, have I seen bravery 
equal to that nameless Indian child’s ! She did not cry out once nor even 
wince. She kept her eyes fixed on her severed fingers with a mournful, drawn 
look and even tried to help by spreading them apart. When I had to cut 
away the torn flesh, I begged her not to look. The father quickly threw her 
sari over her face and pressed her little head tight against his breast. Still no 
sound came from her. Who teaches such courage I God — or generations of 
self-immolating mothers I Of such stuff were the Indian satis of old. 

The father had saved the fragment of finger and now produced it out 
of a dirty cloth. I had not the faintest idea whether it could be made to grow 
back in place. Quite suddenly, with a wave of anger, I recalled the Doctor, 
whom I had been too busy to think about for twenty minutes. “We are now 
going straight to the dispensary,” I announced. The father picked up the 
little girl, and Asgar, carrying a lantern, led the procession down the hill. 

The Doctor was sitting on the well curb with the inspector of roads 
and the four school teachers, singing college songs or Vedic hymns — I did 
not care which just then.. Would he trouble himself to come and look at a 
serious accident case ? I inquired. Affably enough, he unlocked the dispensary 
room, brought out his cleaning apparatus, washed the child^s hand very 
thoroughly, threw away the useless soft little finger tip I had been- cherishing, 
and made a neat bandage. When my ire cooled I remembered that the Doctor 
was not at all hard-hearted, very far from it. But in thirty-eight years of 
village practice he had seen so much suiFering he had grown used to it. There. 
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was always pain, always distress to be alleviated, and he was entitled to some 
hours of rest. Probably in this instance he simply had not looked at the child’s 
hand at all, or he would have cared for it on his own account-— not merely 
because of my asking. 

I could not see that Indian parents were any less concerned over a sick 
girl than a sick boy. Many times a particularly touching devotion to little 
daughters was revealed to me. Once agonized screams abruptly terminated the 
performance of a stray juggler v^ho had stopped at the house. Another child 
was deposited on the verandah. This time the father and mother by turns, 
starting at four o’clock in the morning from their village in Basti district, had 
carried their nine-year-old daughter the whole twenty-four dusty miles. For 
eight days, they said, at intervals of three or four hours, she had been having 
attacks of violent pain. Nothing they could do gave her any relief. Finally a 
peon of our tahsil happened to visit their village and went to their house to 
get some water. It was he who had suggested bringing her to me. 

1 administered a dose of salts, while the poor little thing struggled and 
screamed, bit her father’s fingers when he forced her mouth open, and held 
her breath until I was afraid she would strangle. Then, worn out, she unex- 
pectedly fell asleep. The mother sat down under the trees and drew the 
slender little body across her knees, pillowing the head upon her lap. While 
we waited for the salts to take effect I asked if there were other children. 

“There were two more, but they are dead. Only this daughter is left,” 
said the mother. 

“But this daughter is worth more to us than seven sons to another,” 
said the father quickly. Oh, the anxiety not to fail those who had placed the 
life df a daughter worth more than seven sons in my ignorant hands! 

Luckily the trouble passed, or seemed to, and at the end of three days 
the herdsman and his wife and their precious daughter returned to their vil- 
lage. I never knew, on occasions of this sort, whether the assistance I gave had 
any permanent value. I did not see these people again. 

Besides the hundreds of ailing folk who came to my hpuse, I saw num- 
bers of others in their own homes. Whenever I walked about the village a 
dozen people beckoned me to come inside and see somebody who was sick. 
Occasionally I was requested to go to another village, for some furJak woman 
unable to come to me. When I urged these women to go to the zenana hos- 
pital at Balrampur, where they could be properly treated by a woman doctor 
and nurses, I soon learned I was wasting breath. There they continued to lie, 
pallid and suffering, in their dark airless rooms. And two or three months 
later I would hear that the wife of Ram the goldsmith or of the rich rent 
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contractor of Baidmao or of the Brahmin constable of Pachperwa. or the Mo^ 
hammedan clerk at the police station had died, or, worse still, that the wife 
of one of the Marwaris of the bazar had gone insane as a result of septic 
poisoning. 

My first ^oiit patient’ was the wifc‘bf Nageshar Singh, a neighbouring 
Rajput. He collected the Maharaja’s rents at Baidmao, a village three or four 
miles from Pachperwa. He also cultivated four hundred acres of land for him- 
self, and was the owner of Ram Piari — Beloved of Rama — an elephant I often 
rode. When Nageshar Singh first told me his wife was suftcring from stomach 
trouble and wanted medicine, J answered that I could offer nothing without 
seeing. her. Though his wife observed seclusion, he brought her to me in a 
covered bullock cart. The cart driver and an old servant held up h cloth be- 
tween them, and the Peshkar, standing at a discreet distance on the far side, 
translated what Islageshar Singh’s wife had to say. She was a woman of perhaps 
fifty, Her face was sallow, and its lines shov^ed her sufferings. I felt then that 
she needed the very best care medical science could provide. 

Some weeks later Nageshar Singh’s wife sent a messenger, askipg me 
to visit her. Though I knew I could do nothing for her, I went as a matter 
of courtesy. Tht elephant, which was to convey me to Baidmao, was on hand 
at six o’clock with a Tharu mahout* I put my ‘kit,’ in the form of some soda 
and cascara, into the loose pocket of its capacious saddlecloth. After a pleasant 
ride of an hour across the fields, wc reached the tiny village, in which the 
tiled roof of the Tkeiedar^s dwelling stood out from the common thatch. A 
crowd lined both sides of the road, watching me in absorbed silence as I slid 
off the. elephant. I was ceremoniously ushered inside the house, invited to sit 
on a square wooden bench spread with a rug, and offered a plate of nuts and 
raisins. 

Astonished, I looked about me. I knew that Nageshar Singh was one 
of the so-called rich men of the tahsil. His wife was weighted down with 
gold ornaments. Yet I found the usual windowlcss mud walls, a floor of 
‘pounded earth without covering, no furniture except the bench on which I 
was sitting and a string bed or two. A little painted tin trunk stood in a cor- 
ner, and some saris and dhotis hung across a 'rope at one side of the room. 
Somewhere in the ground of the inner court, presumably, was a deep hole, 
skillfully hidden, containing Nageshar Singh’s hoard of silver rupees. But of 
cptnforts, as I knew them# or even the things I should hold as absolute neces- 
saries, nothing! Except for its si?e, Nageshar Singh’s house was essentially 
no different from the house of the meanest tenant from whom he collected 
rent. 
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Again I implored Nageshar Singh to send his sick wife to Balrampur. 
It was not Nageshar Singh who stood in the way, but the wife herself who 
refused to go. A high-caste purdah woman finds travelling very inconvenient. 
How will she observe caste rules about her food in a strange place like a hos- 
pital ? Who will direct her household while she is gone ? She would die of 
homesickness away from these mud walls which have been her little world 
ever since she c^me to them as a bride. And not very long after my visit, 
Nageshar Singh’s wife quietly turned her face to the mud wall and did not 
look away again. 

A house I often visited in Pachperwa was that of Sheobalak, a Hindu 
confectioner and leading actor in Asgar’s company. His frail four-year-old 
daughter was much on my mind during the heat of April and May. About 
the nature of her ailment there had been no question. After obtaining careful 
directions from the district health officer, I gave her the necessary vermifuge. 
But the child did not get well. Whenever I passed her father’s shop, I would 
find her sitting forlornly on a low stool in the midst of the iron plates of 
sweets, a thin little bag of bones with dark circles under her eyes. 

A few days passed without my seeing her. When I met Sheobalak on 
the road and asked after her, he answered, ^^Achekhi — **She is all right.” 

But one morning a relative came to the house, carrying little Dampati-Quecn 
of the house — on his back. Her legs were as thin as match sticks, and she 
could no longer stand. Her lips .were alarmingly white. She had ceased to 
take any food, even milk. It seemed that her tiny candle of life was flicker- 
ing out. 

Without proper nourishment, she had not the vitality to recover, but 
these days the bazar offered nothing suitable for a sick child to eat. Nor did 
Shcobalak’s house provide any comforts or quiet. I had a sudden visiofl of it : 
the shop, noisy, dirty, crowded, hot; the back room, dark, full of acrid smoke 
from the cooking fire, cluttered with pots; the court, airless and sun-beaten, 
walls plastered with cow-dung fuel cakes, a baby wailing on a string bed under 
a protecting thatch. The parents were good people, very fond of their child- 
ren, but how was goodness alone to help in this extremity \ That night I 
hurriedly wrote to the English chemist at Lucknow, asking for the best pre- 
paration of children’s food he could recommend, to be speeded by return mail. 

It was the scientifically prepared food, I am sure, which really saved 
the child’s life. Her appetite returned, colour flowed back into the pale little 
face, her cheeks began to round out. Her father brought her around, not 
because she was still sick, but because she said she wanted to see me. I would 
take her by the hand and say 5 <<Will you come to America with me ? Let us 
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go !” It was always a great joke, that going away to America together. Dam-* 
pati and I became very fast friends. , 

While Dampati was at her worst, I had suddenly been faced with an- 
other and even greater cause of anxiety. As I was leaving Sheobalak’s house 
one day, some people begged me to come into a neighbouring house and see 
a sick Bania. He was lying on a bed, groaning miserably, in a room over- 
flowing with women, children and babies. He had been sick ’only a few hours. 
With a shock, I perceived that he had all the symptoms Dr. Saxena had care- 
fully described to me as those of cholera. 

There was no time to speculate or wait for developments. I hurried 
back for the cholera medicine I had been supplied with some weeks before, 
a mixture of essential oils. As soon as I could return to the house I began by 
dosing all the members of the family with pills of potassium permanganate, 
setting an example by taking one myself. The household consisted of seven 
women and children and no other men — bad for the enforcement of any regu- 
lations. I gave orders that one cup should be devoted to the exclusive use of 
the sick man. As no lime was to be had in the village, ashes had to be subs- 
tituted for sanitary purposes. A teaspoon of medicine was to be administered 
every half hour. The teaspoon I had. brought along, but how were these 
women to know the time ? A neighbour in the crowd filling the* door space, 
more intelligent than the rest, volunteered to come and tell them. Then I 
cleared the place of the crying babies and directed that everyone except the 
old mother should stay out of the room. 

It was then two o’clock. At six I started back to see how the sick Bania 
was getting on. Before I reached the village, 1 met a young man, sent to tell 
me the patient was better. According to him, the Bania was now ^‘all right.” 
I sent instructions to the mother to stop giving any more medicine. I knew 
how powerful the mixture must be. Only the thought that the Bania, if he 
really had cholera, would probably be dead in a few hours unless I did some- 
thing, had given me the reckless courage to administer it. 

The mother herself arrived at the bungalow shortly after. She, too, 
said her son was ‘‘all right.” Before F could stop her, she took the dust of 
my feet, the Hindu way of expressing veneration. But the son was now hun- 
gry, She asked what she should give hina to eat. Commonsense told nie*^ 
little, or nothing. Knowing the probable response to such a suggestion, I ad- 
vised milk or curds. \ / 

The next morning when I went again to the house, I was badly 
frightened by the appearance of the patient, I hurried to the dispensary to 
consult the Doctor. The old Babuji, who never made house visits except 
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with the prospect of a lucrative return, gave me a placid little discourse about 
the danger of going out in the heat of the day. But when I insisted, he sent 
with me his new compounder, as the dispensary assistant was called. The* 
compounder took the sick man’s pulse and temperature. Looking at me a- 
cross the prostrate body, he remarked quietly in English : ^‘He is dying. He 
will be dead by six o’clock.” A violent attack of hiccoughs had come on, 
usually an indication in cholera of the approaching end. He had nothing to 
advise but a salt purge. On the way back he stated in his opinion the Bania 
had a very clear case of cholera. I was immeltsely relieved, I must confess, 
to hear him shy so. Up till then 1 had been asking myself many searching 
questions. 

I sent off a letter to the district health officer at Gonda, giving every 
detail of the case and asking for more specific directions in the event of future 
need. As I was looking for a letter on the second morning, in walked Dr. 
Saxena himself. It was his duty to come, he explained. He or an assistant 
would be expected to investigate in person and at once every case of cholera 
reported in the district. My letter had been the equivalent of such a report. 
Meanwhile, the Bania in spite of the prophecy of imminent death was still 
alive. We went to the house, and this time found him a little better, though 
terribly weak. 

A patient recovering from cholera should take nothing but water for 
twenty-four hours after the acute symptoms are gone, and, following that, 
only diluted milk for another twenty-four or thirty-eight hours. Though I 
had nearly killed him, in the first place by administering the extremely 
powerful remedy at full strength instead of mixed with water, and then by 
stopping the medicine abruptly, and finally by letting him have anything at 
all to eat, I had the" satisfaction of hearing that nevertheless I had probably 
saved his life. 

6ne very important thing had been neglected. Potassium permanga- 
nate should have ^ been put in every one of the thirty or more wells of 
Pachperwa and its adjoining hamlets. It is really the duty of a patmrip the 
village accountant particularly charged with field records, to report cholera 
cases to the district authorities and immediately disinfect all wells. Our 
Patwari, when asked to explain his negligence, answered that he had only 
heard of the case that morning. He hurried oft' to perform his hekted service, 
however, and for the next few days otlr yillfigers, rather unwilHnglyi werq 
all drinking brilliant purple water. No more cases developed, and we con- 
gratulated ourselves that in Pachwerwa,. at least, a possible epidemic had been 
avoided. ' 

‘ 6 
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But the surrounding countryside did not escape so lightly. Cholera 
was now raging in Basti. A woman who lived not far from Pachperwa, taken 
•sick in Basti, returned to her own village and died the same day. Within 
two weeks there were thirty cases in that village, and fourteen deaths. Then 
a man from Bishenpur, only Iwo miles from Pachperwa, attended the 
funeral of a victim in die first village. Two days later he was down. Still 
another man went to Bishenpur with a load of wood, spent the night, and 
took a drink. He died in his cart just as he reached his own village late the 
next afternoon. So the infection was carried from one village to another. 

Though villagers do not object to leprosy in their midst and have very 
little fear of smallpox, they have a great dread of cholera, from the swiftness 
with which death so often follows an attack. Many began to flee from the 
infected villages, spreading disease as they went. By the third week of June 
seven villages iVithin a radius of six miles of Pachperwa were declared to have 
cholera in epidemic form. Of these, Bishenpur suffered most. During the 
month the epidemic ran its course Iwre, 105 persons out of the 400 inhabi- 
tants were attacked and 33 of these died. Altogether 51 villages in the 
Gonda district were affected. Cholera epidemics vary in intensity from year 
to year, but they are always one of the chief scourges of India, where the 
mortality from cholera Often rises to a half million in a single year., 

As soon as we were found to be in the middle of an infected area, one 
of t)ie district sanitary inspectors arrived to take charge. This was Saiyid 
Karrar Husein, a Persian gentleman who emphatically refused to call himself 
Indian, though his family had lived in India for a long time. Making Pach- 
perwa his headquarters, he went every day to the villages, distributed cholera* 
mixture, saw that ‘wells were properly disinfected, and ordered fly-breeding 
places and general dumps to be cleaned up. Dr. Saxena was excessively busy 
these days, flying about the whole district. I had great respect for both these 
men. They disj^layed energy,* courage, efficiency and tact in hanclling a 
difficult situation. 

All three of us, mounted on two elephants, started out one afternoon 
for Bishenpur, the chief centre of trouble. At the entrance to the village a 
slender bamboo pole, adorned with a green pennant, had been planted by a 
Mohammedan l^kir as a sure means of driving the dread disease away. Not 
fzr off was a curious mound, on which thirty or forty small clay horses were 
ranged, beside some square spider webs of coloured threads fastened to sticks. 
The horks, 1 learned, were polite suggestions from the Hindus that the god- 
idcss who seut the choleu should 

spider webs were the chariots thoughtfully provided for her convenience. 
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We were joined by the Patwari and the village watchman who led us 
to the houses of the sick. In the first house we visited, two children were 
lying on beds side by side. The mother sat on the floor, fanning one, and 
the father attended the other. Dr. Saxena asked for a cup. A small clay bowl 
was produced, and into this he poured his cholera mixture. ‘^Give them a 
drink every hour,” he ordered. Depositing two earthen pots and lime, we 
went on to the next house. Here two fnore children were sick. They were 
both unconscious. Obeying previous instructions to clean the house, the poor 
mother had just finished the work of giving the two room’s a fresh coat of 
mu^ and was then beginning to prepare the food for her third child and her 
husband. Two cholera victims, countless flies, and the family meal being 
cooked in the tiny kitchen four feet from the bed where the sick were lying 1 
My heart sank within me. The doctor told the woman sh? must do the 
cooking outside the house, and wearily she said she would. But we all knew 
that she would do nothing of the ^ort. Caste rules make it cJiflicuIt for a 
Hindu to cook in the open. Similar conditions prevailed in the eight other 
houses we visited that afternoon. 

What one really wonders is, not why people die, but how they live at 
all in the circumstances. If a child gets cholera, the mother holds it in her 
lap until it is time to prepare the food, and so serves cholera to the rest of 
the family with their rice. If the suggestion is made that, the soiled clothes 
of a cholera patient be burned, the answer is that in case he gets well, he 
will have nothing to put on. Poverty prevents such an extravagance^ If 
nobody is stationed to watch, a water jar from a house where there is cholera 
carries infection to the village well. The woman who comes to the well does 
not realize, in spite of repeated warnings, that water is the chief source of 
cholera infection. Although Indians in the rural areas no longer believe that 
potassium in the wells is a diabolical invention of the foreigner to pollute 
Hindus by forcing them to drink blood, as many believed twenty years ago, 
they object to permanganated water on account of its slight taste and its 
rather terrifying colour. * 

We encountered a very emphatic prejudice against medicine on the 
part of, some Hindus. Though most people offered no objection, a few stub- 
bornly refused to let a drop of cholera mixture pass their lips. Cholera is not, 
apparently, a very old disease in India. The rapid growth of the cholera 
menace in modern times is explained by increased facilities of tnn$portiitlon. 
Yet, by a process of association, cholera has taken on in popular ima^vuatVQU 
something oC the chatattex o£ smallpox, widely attributed to the anger of th^ 
godded Sitala* 
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Nearly every village has a shrine dedicated to Sitala, who is worshipped 
especially by mothers. If the worship of the goddess is neglected, she is like- 
ly to revenge herself by taking up her abode in the body of a child. Her 
presence is recognized by certain fixed signs — the signs of smallpox. Great 
care must be taken to treat Sitala with profound respect, so that she will 
voluntarily release her victim. Any attempt to drive her out of the body by 
force may only succeed in angering her further, in which case death will 
assuredly follow. But even in this event, she must still receive special con- 
sideration. The bodies of those dying of smallpox — likewise of cholera-^are 
often buried instead of being burned, an Unfortunate reversal of the vsual 
Hindu practice. The conipaign for vaccination in India has presented diffi- 
culties on two grounds : religious objection, particularly on the part of 
high-caste Hindus, because the vaccine comes from the sacred cow and its 
preparation entails some discomfort to her, and the practical difficulty of keep- 
ing the lymph fresh during the hot whether. The vaccination ^season’ 
definitely closes in March. Nevertheless, in the light of experience, the pre- 
judices of simple ignorance are slowly giving way. India will follow the 
Western nations in due course, effectively ridding herself of smallpox, goddes 
or no goddess, at no very distant time. 

In certain localities a definite cholera god has been evolved, with 
characteristics much like Sitala’s. Around Pachperwa, a malign goddess 
known as Samai, supposed by some authorities to be a jungle goddess, bore 
the heavy responsibility for all bur sickness. It was for her use that the 
horses and chariots had been provided at the entrance of stricken Bishenpur. 

The sanitary inspector offered medicine to all who could be persuaded 
to take it, but occasionaly he met with stubborn refusal. One sick Brahmin 
of Bishenpur held out against all his entreaties. The Brahmin sent for a 
pundit and ordered a puja for his recovery. When the sanitary inspector ap- 
proached the pundit, asking if he would object to the Brahmin’s taking the 
mixture, the pundit expressed no opposition and even urged his patron to 
try some of. the foreign medicine. The Brahmin turned to him, demanding 
how he dared call himself a priest with so little faith in God ! It so happen- 
ed that the sick man recovered without the aid of any medicine. A few days 
l^tcr, in accordance with a vow, he set out with the pundit on a pilgrimage 
%o the sacred city of Ayodhya, but on the train he died of heart failure. 

An evidence of the myth-making tendency of villagers, as well as of 
th;C\t childlike faith, was a legend that sprang up after my visit to Bishenpur. 
Qn the day 1 was there, it was noted, no one died, and those who were sick 
at that particular time recovered. The sanitary inspector afterwards told me 
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that he tfsed to strengthen his plea on behalf of his medicine by saying it 
was my wish that cholera victims should take it. 

In Pachperwa my friend the Peshkar, very much frightened, decided 
the safe course would be to adopt both old and new measures at the same 
time. He threw handfuls of permanganate crystals into all the water used in 
his household during the epidemic, but he also paid a pundit to come every 
day for a week and recite Sanskrit texts for his personal safety at the shrine 
near my bungalow. 

For actual protection in time of distress, Indian villagers put their real 
trust in the deity and not in ordinary human beings. For a catastrophe 
averted, it is the deity they thank, generally in the form of some favourite 
god or goddess. Scarcely a day passed that prayers were not offered up at the 
little Devi shrine near my house. Somtimes when matches had been for- 
gotten, I lent mine. In return I was rewarded with brief glimpses of the 
superstition, faith, devotion or spiritual insight, call it what you will, of m^ 
neighbours, who found comfort for some of the ills of life in a larger, in- 
visible world. 

One evening I watched a man quietly lighting an oil cup and placing 
a new elephant among the many old broken ones on Devi's altar. When he 
had made his offering, I called him over. He was a Bania of Bargadwa, whom 
I did not know, but he told his story quite simply. Two sons, one thirteen 
years and the other thirteen months, had contracted smallpox. He and his 
wife sent for a pundit and had a puja by the bedside of the children, pro- 
mising to offer an elephant and sherbet for each child at Sitala’s shrine in the 
New Bazar and at Devi's shrine near my house, in the event of recovery. 
The older boy made no objection to the proposal, but the baby turned away 
its little head, indicating that it rejected the offer. From that moment the 
parents knew the baby would not live, and though it had only a very light 
case of smallpox, while the older son had a particulary severe one, the baby 
died and the boy recovered, as foreseen. **And so, according to the promise, 
I, have brought the offerings to Mother,” he concluded. 

Another puja by another Bania taught me a very proper lesson in 
humility. I had been treating him four days for a badly infected eye. On 
the fifth morning I looked out of the window as I was dressing, to see my 
Bania there at the shrine, piously preparing to feed two Brahmins; Feeding 
Brhmins, of course, is a specially meritorious act, and it was evident that the 
Bania was having a very special puja that morning. Could it possibly have 
any connection with his recent eye infection, now practically cured ? I asked 
him point-blank, apd without the slightest ernbamssrnent he acknowledged 



u 


VOICELESS INDU 


that the p^ija was an expression of gratitude for his recovery. Laughingly I 
told him he ought to give me a feast, not the Brahmins. It was not for some 
day^ that I perceived the village perspective to be a truer one than mine. To 
the villager-— or shall I say, to an Indian — a human being may serve as an 
agent of God, but credit for any good he may do as a human being belongs 
to God, not to himself. 

Although I tried to relieve a few of the immediate aches and pains of 
the thousands of Indians who came to me at Pachperwa, I knew that I was 
really accomplishing very little. It is food and education, not pills, that are 
needed in an Indian village. Dr. Saxena gave two talks on cholera and small- 
pox, one at my house for everybody who could be persuaded to come, and 
one at the school for the youngsters. He had a poor projection machine and 
a series of slides for each subject, stressing preventive measures. Between the 
two series, we sandwiched in Sindbad the, Sailor for diversion. He also 
provided me with several large coloured posters, graphically illustrating the 
danger sources for cholera, leprosy, plague, malaria and smallpox and showing 
the disastrous results of insanitary care of mothers during child-birth. These 
posters I tacked up around the east veranda, and Asgar Ali, Ram Lakhan and 
the Ayah, once they caught their meaning, never tired of explaining to 
wondering audiences the origin of their all too familiar ailments. With the 
posters came several packages of illustrated leaflets in Hindi and Urdu, 
published by the provincial department of health. There was a great demand 
for these leaflets by the schoolchildren and everybody who could read, and 
others begged to have them translated. 

Other opportunities of making practical demonstrations of one sort or 
another presentcdj themselves from time to time, especially within the inti- 
mate circle of my own household. On one occasion a visiting leper who had 
had a quarrel with Jumai appealed to me to settle the dispute. Incidentally 
I learned he was a CJ^aWf a member of the caste which goes to the jungle and 
collects catechu, the gum commonly chewed with pan, and then sells it to 
pan dealers. After the leper had departed I asked the servants if any of them 
had bought gum from him. The Ayah produced a large brown lump, and 
Din Mohammed a small one. With an eloquent, warning about the danger 
of putting anything handled by a leper into one’s mouth, I insisted that the 
gum should be burned. The Ayah protested that she had paid twelve annas 
for her lump, which she was not intending to use for herself in any^ case. It 
was only for Jawahir to sell in Balrampur ! 

Yet I constantly had to remind myself, in the primitive setting of the 
village, ^at modern Science is too often taken for the whole of enlightenment 
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instead of a fragment. Without modern science, ancient Greece was able to 
leave the Western world an intellectual and artistic heritage it has not yet 
outgrown. Shakespeare did not require the schooling of modern science to 
fathom the depths and heights of human nature. The vision of an ideal life, 
preached by a Palestinian villager two thousand years ago, still dictates the 
highest spiritual values known to the West. So, too, without plumbing and 
with no conception of scientific prophylams, India in the past has produced 
great spiritual leaders out of just such insanitary little villages as Pachperwa, 
and may yet produce more. Health statistics are an index of an efficient 
concern or culpable lack of poncern on the part of a goveriynent or adminis- 
tration for the welfare of its people, but they are not an infallible guide by 
which to judge the people themselves. 



CHAPTER V 


t^ooK of !&ca5l5 

HERE IN THE VILLAGE IS PRIMARY QUIET—NO ROAR 
of iron wheels, no factory whistle, no noise of leather eternally striking on 
hard pavement, no bell except the temple bell morning and evening. Four 
times in the twenty-four hours, if the wind is in the right direction, comes 
the dull thunder of the trains. Then quiet once more. Rustle of leaves, a 
grindstone humming like a bumblebee, the twang of a carding-bow behind 
some mud wall, the pleasant clinking of pewter anklets as the Jamadar’s 
servant maid goes to the well for water. 

Human voices are audible from my hill, but they do not rivet atten- 
tion. The driver of a creaking bullock cart sings as he bumps along. 
barafy malai barafJ'*--*^CrtamAce, cream-ice !” calls out a Hindu confectioner 
from the New Bazar, walking by with his iron can of pink sherbet and a 
stack of leaf saucers under his arm. Across the road the schoolchildren drone 
their lessons. Now and again the Ayah’s treble rises in shrill crescendo. But 
above and between and around these frail notes flows the intricate orchestra- 
tion of birds and beasts and insects. 

Within five miles of Pachperwa are patches of virgin jungle. Not so 
long ago, all this part of Oudh was unbroken forest, but year by year the 
fields are pushing the forest farther back. Now all that is left this side of the 
Nepalese border is a fringe four miles deep. We in the village are quite safe 
from tigers and leopards, and all the bears that come our way have ropes 
through their noses and dance to the click of little drums. Every night the 
howls of hungry jackals, the long weird shrieks of hyenas, and the seven or 
eight staccato barks of little foxes echo at the edge of our village. But the 
sharp snarls of wolves sometimes rend the night. 

To the Tharus, who live close to the foothills, the jungle is a menacing 
reality. When the crops are ripening in the clearings deer come down from 
the hills to browse. Scattered about the fields are little thatched platforms on 
high stilts. Men and Women keep guard there all night long, shouting, sing- 
ing, beating a noisy tattoo on tin cans, until day breaks and the timid brow- 
sers go back Into the forest. If the Tharus can save half their crops^they think 
themselves lucky. But tigers and leopards stalk the deer, and now and then 
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a tawny dynamo of energy jumps ten feet into the air and smashes down a 
frail platform. A human life goes out with a scream. 

Or a wounded animal turns back in a sahib’s shoot and mauls a beater. 
The limp form on such an occasion is brought on a bullock cart to the Pach- 
perwa dispensary or sent on to Gonda, to have the ugly gashes cauterized 
and injections against blood poisoning administered, if it is not too late. 
Once I saw. a man wearing a cloth mask. Half his face had been scratched 
off by a bear. The wood-cutters and the Tharus, coming and going, brought 
a jungle atmosphere into the village, reminding us of the presence of wild 
beasts behind the screen of forest a few miles away. 

Jungle bordering on cultivation, sandy nalas and acres of tall tufted 
elephant grass make ideal tiger country. All these are characteristic of the 
Tarai. The Tarai jungle is fairly open woodland, Qut into mile-square blocks 
by forest lire lines, like long avenues. It is frequently intersected by shallow 
ravines and wide, sandy river beds, which turn into raging, impassable 
torrents in the rainy season. Crocodiles lurk in the muddy depths of the 
larger rivers, and pythons and tigers haunt the green glades. 

During the month I camped with the Jasbir Singhs I saw something 
of Indian jungle life from the perspective of a tree platform. Most English 
officials and Indian rajas are addicted to sport, and the favourite method of 
shooting is from a machan^ Generally several machans are tied up in a row, 
facing a fire line or ravine. When the sportsmen have taken their places, two 
or three hundred beaters, starting at the far side of a forest block, drive the 
game out at their feet. Whenever I sat on a maohan, as a spectator, I used to 
side with the animals and secretly hope for a lucky miss on the part of the 
person with wh^.m I was sitting. 

It is the potentiality of the Indian jungle that fascinates. From a tree- 
hung platform, it appears singularly innocent — merely a tangle of sun-flecked 
green. Everything is uncannily still. No one speaks after a few desultory 
shouts, borne faintly on the wind, give notice rljgt the beat has begun. Gnats, 
hover about your eyes, mosquitoes sting your ankles, flies sit on your nose, red 
ants attack from unexpected angles. Fifteen minutes pass and nothing happens. 

Threading tjie undergrowth below are numberless little paths worn by 
the hard hoofs or soft feet of jungle creatures. Though as yet nothing un- 
usual is to be seen or heard, you are aware that the jungle is awake* Word of 
danger is spreading through the green world, and many things are already on 
the move, fleeing from the obvious danger of men thrashings the underbrush 
with sticks an^ beating drums and shouting, toward the moxc sinister, unper- 
ceivecl danger ahead, death waiting at the pbint of a hidden gun* 
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Suddenly a lovely head, ears pricked in the direction of the growing 
hullabaloo, appears through an opening, and there before you, motionless, 
stands a white-spotted chital^ot- After inspecting the clearing, she steps deli- 
cately forward and again stands and listens. She does not raise her eyes. The 
alarm is still far off. No need to hurry. She walks noiselessly across the cut 
and disappears among the trees. Sometimes she is followed by as many as 
twenty does. Jungle etiquette spares the females of the deer tribe; so these 
go unharmed. But should a good pair of horns come into sight, a sharp report 
rings out, the slender legs fold under, a head sags, and the film of death 
quenches the lustre of big timid, beautiful eyes. 

A peacock scuttles nervously out from under the brush, dragging its 
long train after it. Peacocks are wary. Instantly their bright little eyes spot 
the machan, in spite of its mask of leaves. They either run back into the 
brush or rise with a whir of wings and sail, tail straight out behind, toward 
a safe perch beyond the firing range. But they make easy targets on the wing, 
and roast peacock is much appreciated as a camp dinner. 

The animals react differently to the alarm of the beaters. The most 
timid come out first, chital and sambur^ with the females in the lead. Peacocks 
come at all times. Tigers and leopards are likely to appear ten minutes ahead 
of the beaters, though tigers have been known to wait until the very last 
minute, like bears and pigs. Bears are considered the most vicious of all jungle 
animals, and leopards more crafty and dangerous than tigers. 

Wanting to see the jungle apart from the cruelty called sport, I went 
out twice before dawn and sat up in a machan alone. It was only four o’clock 
when a camp gu^rd called me. Outside my tent loomed the huge bulk of an 
elephant. It knelt heavily, and I climbed aboard. In five minutes we had 
left the sleeping camp and plunged into the darkness of the jungle. Over- 
head, in the narrow opening above the trail, the stars glittered. It was bitterly 
cold. We turned into a dry river of sand, and presently the elephant was 
climbing a steep bank. The^mahout pointed out the vague outlines of a 
machan in a tree overhead, and backed the elephant underneath. I pulled 
myself up, and the mahout and the»elephant silently vanished up the nala. 

I could make out nothing but a dark mass on the opposite side of the 
sandy waste. All consciousness was focussed in listening Tbe last night 
$ounds, those of the foxes, ceased. The inky blackness grew thinner, and the 
vague mass turned into gray trees and bushes. One chital quietly pulling at 
the branches passed under the machan and out of sight. A first bird called, 
loud and clear. In another Quarter of an hour the air was filled with the plain- 
tive cooing of doves and the crowing of jungle cocks. Behind me 1 heard the 
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trumpeting call of peacocks. Day had come, and with it the mystery of the 
jungle vanished. 

On my last evening in camp I sat up on a machan with Kanwar Jasbir 
Singh. Fresh leopard tracks had been reported ii^ the vicinity by the Tharu 
hunters. This time there were no beaters, only a black goat. It bleated pite- 
ously for some moments after it found itself tethered in the forest, then went 
down on its knees and philosophically began nibbling grass. 

The forest was filled with the bedtime noise of birds. Parrots went 
rushing overhead in emerald flocks. A crested lark trilled from the topmost 
twig of a tall tree. A peacock crashed into a clump of bamboos a few feet 
away and then flew off again. Under a sky of intense yellow the forest seemed 
strangely alive. Wherever I looked I saw only tawny stripes or black spots. 

At last, at the far end of the path leading diagonally toward the machan, 
something really moved. It came on with lithe steps, swinging its head from 
side to side. Five minutes of intense stillness. Then, noiselessly, majestically, 
unafraid, a leopard walked in front of us in the darkening forest, looking for 
the goat whose bleating it had heard. A thrill ran through me, followed by 
a wave of sadness as a shot rang out and the leopard dropped. Three tremors 
of its long tail, and its vital flame was extinguished. The goat went on 
nibbling grass indiflcrently at the end of its tether. ¥et there was rejoicing 
in the camp when we returned with the big cat lying stretched between a 
wheel guard and the hood of the motor. Leopards destroy large numbers of 
cattle near the forest areas, and take toll of human life as well. 

In the village itself the twittering din of hundreds of wild birds ushered 
in each long day. Lowing buffalo herds, returning with swollen udders from 
the stubbled fields as the blue smoke arose and hung like a scarf over the 
pumpkin patches on the roofs, made the sunset hour gently audible. On 
nights of full moon, the pariah dogs, chased by invisible demons, raced round 
and round, howling like lost souls. Owls hooted and nightjars called tremul- 
ously. With a shrill whinny, some stallion broke its hobble and pounded 
away into the silver night. 

When the grass shriveled, an insistent bellowing of hungry creatures, 
increasing in intensity from week to week, smote upon ears and heart. 
Monkeys screamed and fought incessantly in the trees, and the brain-fever 
bird sang its maddening refrain, over and over, louder and louder, until it 
almost seemed as if the vibrations from one feathered throat would shatter 
the world. Then came the days when everything was muted to the solo of 
the rain drums. Bearing no relation to any comprehensible reality, blurred 
figures in leaf raincoats struggled alorig the road, faint silhouettes iri a griy 
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world. Solitude and silence wrapped us in. Only the unmindful crows took 
long black stitches across the rain and cawed joyously. But the sun blazed 
forth every few hours. The fields began to steam, and the suppressed chorus 
of a million million insects broke out. Pale clouds* of mosquitoes hummed in 
the verandah of the bungalow. Little lizards ran chattering about its walls. 
Crickets fiddled madly, and frogs croaked in every pool. The Peshkar came 
with a tale of a windy puff in his ear, as a five-foot cobra struck in the half 
light before dawn, missing by an inch. 

The great pakar tree, which sheltered my four tents for several weeks, 
was a whole forest in itself. Its trunk measured more than thirty feet, and the 
green vastness of its branches offered hospitality to countless birds, some of 
them permanent residents, others transients. Green barbets, warblers, orioles, 
coppersmiths, fork-tailed king crows, bulbuls, parakeets, cuckoos, woodpeckers, 
purple sunbirds, brown and red tree-pies, pigeons, doves, owls, big black 
crows, little dusty-throated house crows and gray hornbills, all hopped or 
fluttered among the branches of this one great tree. Especially in May, when 
it was covered with tiny white berries, it became a rendezvous for all the 
greedy fruit-eating birds in the vicinity of the village. 

On the ground under it, wagtails, while-<fye5 and mynas ran about, 
and hoopoes with zebra wings and proud cockades probed the ground with 
their sharp little rapiers. Out in the open, rollers, the brightest bit of colour 
in the Indian landscape, swooped with flashes of incredible blue or watched 
patiently for insects, hunched up on the low branches of the acacias. In the 
fields, black, white and yellow vultures roosted on the low dikes, useful village 
scavengers; and herons and paddy birds stood motionless beside any bit of 
water. Occasionally, too, I caught sight of pair of a soft gray saras cranes with 
red legs, or a migratory guest in the form of a black and white stork. During 
moonlight nights in March and April, ducks and geese streamed overhead on 
their long journey across the Himalayas to Central Asia and beyond. The 
soft whir of wings in the air was eternally present in Pachperwa. 

One morning a curly-beardcd little man arrived at the door of the 
Happy House and offered me, presumably to eat, a black and white bird 
whose name I never learned. I gave him a few annas to set the bird free. As 
soon as he opened his hand it flew up to a branch of the shisham overhead 
arid sang a very pretty thank-you. When he arrived the following week with 
two brown snipe, I began to fear that he had begun catching birds in order to 
have me set them free. The Peshkar, seeing me on the point of refusing this 
time, eagerly said he would buy the birds for his dinner^ and I was forced to 
clinch the bargain at three annas. Like a flash, a big crow pounced upox; one 
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snipe and bore it off Tti its claws over the tahsil roofs and out of sight. 

The 'next time I saw the Peshkar I remarked that he might as well 
have had the bird for his dinner. *‘Oh, but I did/* he said. ‘‘The crow flew 
to the tree by my house. I sent a man to throw something at it. The crow 
opened its beak, and the bird fell down, and I ate it up. It was very good!” 

The name of the enterprising Mohammedan bird catcher was Jhingar, 
Cricket. The next time he visited me, he came smiling with an armful of 
yellow melons. A bird catcher with a family of eight has a hard time of it, 
and Jhingar cultivated a melon patch in addition to trapping. He not only 
sold birds for food but he caught egrets and extracted their feathers, which 
would eventually find their way into some raja’s turban. Sometimes he was 
lucky enough to secure a falcon. Many a rich landlord of Oudh was glad to 
pay two hundred rupees for a good hawk. 

Jhingar had a marvellous trick of imitating bird calls. Cutting a thin 
S0P from a l^anana leaf, he deftly rolled it between his palms to soften it 
and then fitted it horizontally across his tongue. From imperceptibly opened 
lips came the most astonishing series of cascading notes, trills, chirps and 
warbles. 

Jhingar took me on a trapping expedition to the jhil back of the house. 
Over his shoulder he carried a brown net twenty feet long and a coil of split 
bamboo. Perching on the coil and tied by one leg was a slender white and 
gray heron with pale blue feathers about the head. Two little feathers pipned 
its eyes shut. Jhingar explained that he had to keep his decoy bird blinded 
to prevent it from pecking at his eyes. After laying out the net close to 
the water, he carefully covered all traces of it with mud and loose sand and 
tied his heron by one leg over the spot. We therf moved off and sat under a 
tree on the west bank of the jhil to await results. 

Half an hour we sat. Suddenly a small dark object flew down near the 
tethered heron and hopped toward the water, jphingar jerked his bamboo* 
Sand sprayed and the net snapped shut. Beating its wings helplessly in the 
meshes was a red-brown turtle dove. Jhingar c^efully removed it from the 
net. He expected the bird to make a few mouthfuls for a Mussulman’s dinner, 
but I held out my hand, and he graciously gave me the dove. Its whole warm 
body was nothing but panic heartbeats, as it watched me with frightened eyes, 
black beads ringed with tiny white dots. I opened my hand* It flew a little 
distance and then alighted, shaking itself to prove that it vvas free. 

’We also had a Hindu bird catcher in our village. This was Mangal*^ 
Tuesday-— who had worked as a brick-layer on my house, Tuesday, as a good 
Hindu, never caught birds to cat. He dealt exclusively in cage birds— for 
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example, parrots, starlings, bulbuls and red munias wore local favourites. 

He was quite as ready as Jhingar to show me his tricks. His trap was 
a simple affair : two small pieces of split bamboo bent in half circles and fas- 
tened together. At the margin of the tank Mangal dug up a gray cricket. 
Tying his little victim firmly about the waist, he suspended it by a piece of 
string from the intersection of the two bamboos. Then he took out a hollow 
tube containing sticky brown paste — juice of the jackfruit — and smeared this 
local birdlime on the legs of his trap. Walking on, he dropped it with studied 
casualness at a promising spot under a tree. Beguiled by the cricket, some 
bird would soon fly down and become entangled in the sticky bits of bam- 
boo. To catch parrots, Mangal put some of his lime on the end of a long 
pole, lay on the ground under a tree, and gently poked his pole up to a 
branch where young parrots were sitting. 

He had A still different method for trapping the tiny red munias, most 
popular cage birds of India, though they have only a twitter for a sojp. 
Taking four or five captive birds in a cage, he started for some unfrequented 
spot at the edge of the jungle. The cage was divided in the middle and had 
an adjustable flap on the outside. This he let down and sprinkled with grass 
seed. The singing of the caged birds attracted the wild ones, which soon a- 
lighted on the flap. Hidden behind a tree, Mangal tugged a string, pulled 
the flap upward and imprisoned all the birds. One day, hanging from a tree 
in tl^e New Bazar, I saw a cage containing at least fifty red munias. Abdul 
Shah, a Mohammedan fakir of Pachperwa, said he had purchased them from 
Mangal for five rupees. • 

Though some of the village birds, particularly the parrots, do great 
damage to crops, they are fair less destructive than monkeys, which move about 
in companies of a hundred or more, attacking fields of ripening grain, strip- 
ping fruit trees, stealing -sweets from the bazar, making off with everything 
they can lay their little black hands on. More than once one of them drop- 
ped to the ground from a Jamun tree near my kitchen, made a raid while Din 
Mohammed’s back was turneji, and snatched from the table one of the cha- 
patis about to be served for my breakfast. 

In February, when the guavas were ripening^ one big male monkey, 
with a red face and a red soat to his trousers, discovered six guava trees close 
to where my tenta^ were pitched. Hi,s band was then encamped on the other 
side of the road in a field of peas, where they were busily engaged in strip- 
ping the stalks of their dark green pods. The monkey who discovered the 
guavas kept the secret to himself. Every day he used to come walking up the 
tahsil path| make a leap into the big; pakar, and swing over into the guavas, 
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The Ayah and Asgar Ali, who also liked guavas, vainly tried to protect the 
fruit. Asgar shot mud pellets from a bow, and the Ayah waved her arms and 
shouted, it took him just six days to clean every guava off that particular 
group of trees. 

Our monkeys were the bro’Wn, short-tailed variety, much less handsome 
than the big silver haired ones to be seen in western India or in some of the 
deeper jungles. The trees around the Happy House were one of their 
favourite resorts. The monkeys scampered over the lawn, held conclaves at 
the Devi shrine, or snatched food from the servants’ quarters. The mothers 
tended their offspring with maternal solicitude, carrying the wee babies 
plastered to their furry stomachs, and the older children riding on their backs. 
All the tribe cooperated for back-scratching and flea-hunting, but securing 
food was an individual concern. The biggest male used his position of autho- 
rity to take the best of everything for himself. QccasionaHy a young male 
would challenge his right to the exclusive use of a particular branch bearing 
the small dark jamun berries. Screams, yells, chatterings, a tremendous 
shaking of the whole tree, aud the big one chased the upstart awa/, biting 
him viciously if he could. 

Though monkeys are vegetarians, sometimes they kill in wanton mis- 
chief. One day a monkey caught a big sand-coloured owl in the grove back of 
the house. Asgar dashed off in pursuit. When the monkey dropped his 
heavy burden, he brought back what was left of the poor bird. One leg was 
bitten in two, one wing broken. It was bleeding and dying. “Kill it quickly,” 
I begged Din Mohammed. The Ayah was looking eagerly at the owl. ^‘Not 
take out its eyes first?” she asked. “Certainly not!” I replied, horrified at 
her idea. Din Mohammed piously consigned the bird’s spirit to Allah, 
repeating the formula he always used when he dispatched a hen by slitting 
its throat : allahu Akhar t '* — “In the name of God; God is great!” 

Asgar later explained the real motive behind the Ayah’s strange sug- 
gestion. Eat the eyes of a live owl and you will see in the dark like an owl, 
or make an eye medicine, good for any kind of trouble, by boiling the eyes 
in water ! 

The next week the monkeys were responsible for another murder. At 
tea time it was the Ayah’s custom to feed my big white Wyandotte rooster 
and his harem — purchased in Balrampur at a time when I imagined^ I might 
raise chicks for distribution among Mussulmans of the village and so improve 
the village poultry stock. As soon as her penetrating twitters sounded, the 
beautiful white rooster and his ladies ran quickly from their favourite summer 
^ resortj^ the spot of lawn kept damp by bath water. On this particular after* 
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noon one of the precious hens failed to apper. As usual, all the servants came 
to me to settle the dispute regarding responsibility. I si%gested that instead 
of talking about the hen it might be wise to go and look for her. 

Ten minutes of comparative calm, followed by the denouement. 
Through the screened window, I see the^Ayah. Silently she holds out a 
bunch of gory fathers, once a hen. Behind, also speechless, Din Mohammed, 
Fakire, Asgar Ali, Ram Lakhan, Jumai, and a stray peon or two from the 
tahsil, ranged like a circlt of mourners. All look at me, then at the red and 
white feathers, then at me again. “Monkeys,” they murmur in unison. 

Since anger is expected of me, I do my best to be angry, stressing the 
fact that this hen, so carelessly guarded by my household, cost the whole 
of seven rupees. Suddenly the Ayah chokes, and tears run down her withered 
cheeks. I distinguish words. These words have nothing to do with rupees 
but with the passing of the hen. Has she not fed my hens faithfully these 
many months ? Has she not locked them up every night, safe from thieves 
and jackals, in the wire hen house, and worn the key round her neck I Has 
she not for twenty-one days watched the hatching of their eggs, keeping the 
sitting hen in a box in her own room I And now, on the one afternoon when 
she chanced to be absent, this tragedy has occurred 1 All of us turn our atten- 
tion to comforting the A^h. What are seven rupees compared with love- 
even love for a hen ? 

“Cows, bullocks, buffaloes, elephants and horses are high caste. Goats, 
dogs, donkeys and pigs are low caste.” It was Ayudya, a sturdy youth who^ 
sometimes worked about the tahsil, who enlightened me in respect to the 
social status of the village animals. Between the sacred cow and the untouch- 
able pig the animal castes seemed to be largely regulated by matters of asso- 
ciation or cost. A donkey, for instance, is used by washermen to carry clothes 
back and forth to the washing ponds and by potters for fetching wood for 
the firing ovens or hawking pots. Both washermen and potters are low-caste 
Hindus, and the animal associated with thent shares their rank. The Mo- 
hammedan taboo against the pig, despised for its filthy habits, has been 
adopted by all save the lowest caste Hindus. Village dogs are wretched 
specimens of diseased skins and bon<es, living on chance carcasses and offal, 
and they occupy no place in either the affections or the ecconomy of village 
life. Goats, however, are useful creatures, furnishing both milk and meat as 
well as an object of sacrifice, on .special occasions, for Hindus and Mussul- 
mans alike* After they have served every other end tj^eir skins are made into 
drums or find their way to Europe ahd the United' States to be manufactured 
into glace gloves and kid shoes. Goats are kept by the handful, two or three 
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at most. The little have discovered a way of making goat-tending 

easy. They yoke three goats together, holding them by one string. This is 
very convenient for the goatherd but a little hard on the goats, which never 
want to go in the same direction at one time, and never simultaneously spy 
three succulent tufts of grass all in a row. 

In the cities of India one sees and hears much of the sacred Cow, but 
in rural districts the bullock dominates the scene. Indian country life would 
be at a standstill without bullocks. They plough the fields, draw water for 
irrigation from the wells, trample out the grain on the threshing floors, carry 
on the transport, grind sugar, press out oil, furnish fertilixer and supply fbel 
for cooking. Nowadays the chief use of the cow is to produce ^bullocks. In 
spite of the fact that India possesses well above three times the cattle popu« 
lation of the United States, actually Indian cows do not give enough milk to 
meet the minimum requirements of one eighth of the population. The value 
of milk per animal is said to average less than a half anna a day. 

The Hindu attitude towards the cow has always excited Western con- 
tempt or despair. For those to whom the cow, aside from her practical value, 
is merely a synonym for stupidity, it is difficult to understand how others 
can find in her an embodied goddess. True, in the ditn period, when the 
Aryan father was the sacrificer for the family, before the rise of a priestly 
caste, cattle were sacrificed in India, and the Vedic hymns indicate that the 
flesh of the sacrifice was afterwards eaten. But the doctrine of non-injury 
received special emphasis with the development of Buddhism. Animal sacri- 
fice fell into disrepute and finally was discountenanced in 242 B. C. by an 
edict of the great Buddhist emperor, Asoka. The cow attracted to herself 
natural gratitude in view of the important part she and her progeny played 
in the life of an agricultural people. Drinking her milk, the Hindu aflection- 
ately called her Mother Cow, and showered on her the homage due that 
exalted name. Her quiet and gentle disposition appealed to his deepest ideals^ 
Cow worship took on a religious significance. For a Hindu to-day, no sin can 
surpass that of killing a cow. It is punishable with life imprisonment in 
several of the Hindu States* Qjiite receirtly the numerous riots between 
Hindus and Mussulmans over cow-killing episodes have shown thet the feel' 
ing about the sanctity of the covir remains unchanged. ^ r 

’ Seeing sUrved and sick cattle wandering about -the streets Calentjta 
or^^lpombayi; fhe ptacrical-mihded Westerner immediacy point^s out the 
crucitjr involved in Hindu supf^tjition. "Kill off useless cattle so that thii 
rest ^y have enough grass an4^fodder to eatF* he admo«|ishes, bni he is 
abto ; India that own slaughter houses are a hapi^er sotutnm 

^7 
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from the point of view of the cattle. His advice only stirs repugnance wd 
Jiorrqr in the Hindu. ^‘When your mother grows old, dp you shoot her is 
^he^^nsWer. If human beings evolve through struggles jand suffering, whoJs 
deny that the same law holds good in the animal kingdom as well I . . 

The charge that India is consciously cruel or indifferent to her cattle 
is certainly not substantiated by anything I saw in my village. As a rule, out 
of self-interest, if for no higher reason, the villagers give the cattle the best 
care they can provide. If they go half starved, so do their owners. Straw and 
paddy husks for animals compare favourably with a diet of parched grain, 
coarse wheat or rice for people. Famine or a poor crop inevitably means hun*^ 
ger/orboth. 

Our only grazing grounds were fields in fallow. Rice fields are cultiva- 
ted continuously, and the shortage of forage around the village was perennial. 
After the autmn harvesting of rice, and the spring harvesting of wheat and 
pulses cultivated on higher land, the cattle were turned out to eat the stubble. 
'From the middle of March to the middle of June, before the rains, they 
roamed the barren countryside in great misery. This was the time when the 
buffaloes, which prefer feeding at night, made determined onslaughts upon 
my lawn. To help the cattle out, particularly the work cattle, the village 
children went forth with large baskets and scrapers and painfully dug up 
-every tiny patch of dry grass, roots and all. Salt for cattle is a heavy tax on 
the slender resources of the villager. To meet this need, the cattle were taken 
•far afield to some bit of waste land and permited to Hckithe salt-impregnated 
elay. When the rain came at last and the country turned green overnight, 
the hungry bellowing of the preceding months suddenly ceased. Then, for a 
at, the cattle were happy. . . 

The deterioration of the cattle, with its disastrous effect on agriculture 
and on -the health of the people, is now receiving the belated attention of the 
government authorities. The destruction of forests, a growing population and 
ihe .taking, up of grazing, lands for cultivation of food crops' at the cost of 
fddd^r/are latgely responsible for the poor condition of the cattle. Famine, 
tiattle diseases and unscientific breeding are other sources of troubjp. ‘Many 
^ne native breeds exist in different parts of India, but for the country as a 
whole the undersized little bullock and the cow giving less than two quarts 
-of milk a day are the rule. 

/ ^ But while .cebtiomists are urging the substitution of foSdC^ crops for 
|)borer grain crops and agricultural experts are experimcitHng with pit- 
and various weeds and grasses vVhich may be turned into suitable fodder, 
and while Veterirtaribs are tackling disease and 'Wtablishi^ scientific breeding 
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stations in eyefy province, and still other experts are advocating large-scale 
dairy enterprises, the uneconomic cattle continue to play a role of extraordi- ^ 
nary value in Indian life. What India gets back for her veneration and ’ 
protection of the cow is not to be measured solely in terms of moneys produce 
or work. Indian folklore, literature and art have all been enriched through 
cow worship. Life itself, especially in the villages, acquires intangible warmth 
and interest because of this special attachment of human beings to the 
humble creatures very often sharing the same roof with them. India evert 
expresses profound philosophic concepts through bovine figures of speech* 
What is this so-solid seeming world? ‘^The puddle in the hoofprint of a 
cow.’’ Krishna himself is the Divine Herdsman. 

As the sun went down ^behind the level stretch of fields I used to 
watch the herds passing in front of my house in clouds of golden haze. How * 
well has India named this tranquil blending of day and nigltt the hour of 
cow dust! A soft thudding of hoofs fills the air. In and out of the eddying 
dust shuffle the slow-moving blue-black buffaloes and the humped white 
cattle with slanting eyes. Astride the leader sits the small ragged herdsman, 
while his sister, perhaps, marches behind the herd. The villagers may not 
consciously see beauty in the home-coming herds, but they feel the niellow 
charip of customs and associations which have not changed in one detail for 
thousands of years. On occasion they garland their cows with necklaces of 
flowers and paint the horns of their bulls red or green. 

The village herds belong to the professional herdsmen who supply 
most of the milk, curds and ghj consumed in the village. Since milch 
buffaloes give four or five times as much milk as cows, and the milk is richer, 
the big herds are mainly buffaloes. But every villager who can pay the initial 
price of fifteen to thirty rupees keeps a cow of his own and as many bullocks 
as he requires or can afford for ploughing. He is then assured of a supply of 
bullocks for the future, a little milk '♦nd- the all essential dung for fuel and 
plastering. 

’ . The sacredness of our village cattle was manifested only in their in- 
violable right to live. We had dne bullock that had lost a leg when a cart 
overturned. For six years it had hopped about the tahsil grounds ori its three 
legs. According to the Peshkar, the bullock led a happy life, with no more 
heavy carts to draw and no ploughing to do. 

A rich, pious Hindu, at the time of a death, is enjoined to perform 
the cetemony of releasing a bull* The act of freeing an animal is looked on 
as a good deed, Which jtnay w$h special favour for the deceased. Such a btilt 
is presented to the local temple and U never again tied up. Its practical 
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function is to sire the village cattle, but since it is not selected primarily for 
breeding^ qualiiicationSi its services in this line are mediocre. Because of the 
damage it does to the crops, the sacred bull is far from popular and as an 
institution is beginning to pass. 

We had a sacred bull in Pachperwa, presented by Jokhi Lai. Our bull 
was a malicious black and tan fellow. It used to walk up and down the road 
between the two bazars, goring all the helpless jcak bullocks. It entered the 
fields of young grain and ate to its heart’s content, unless the owner was on 
hand to chase it out. It helped itself to any toothsome morsel in the open 
shops. Sometimes the sacred bull would lie down in the exact middle of the 
road, and all traffic was diverted in two streams around it until it chose to 
get up. Like the three-legged bullock, it showed a predilection for my hill, 
and Asgar Ali often braved its snorts in driving it off. 

One might cross the whole of India and never so much as set eyes on 
an elephant. But in my out of the way corner I suddenly discovered plenty 
of them. The Balrampur Estate owned fifty, and many of the rent contractors 
were proud possessors of one or two. Motor cars are necessary to the prestige 
of the modern maharaja, but his real magnificence is still seen in his elephant 
stables. For ceremonial processions and for shooting parties, as well as for 
humble transport service, elephants are still in vogue. 

' The market price of an elephant ranges from that of a Ford to at least 
as much as a Rolls-Royce, depending on age, sex, training, gait and general 
disposition, A baby is worth approximately fifteen hundred rupees, though 
the mahout in charge of seven year-old Champa told me she had cost twenty- 
seycn hundred rupees. The big tuskers used by rajas in their shoots fetch 
the highest prices. One mammoth elephant of the Balrampur Estate, fully 
as big as an African elephant, was valued at fifty- thousand rupees. This 
animal, like most of the Balrampur elephants, had been captured in an ele- 
phant drive conducted by the Maharajgis late father in the dense jungles in 
the northern part of the United Provinces. The Tharu mahout of our local 
Ram Piari, who had been an elephant driver for fifteen years, drew a salary 
of two rupees a month, plus food and clothes. It would have taken him some 
s^ven hundred and fifty years to earn the price of the elephant he drove. A 
good elephant, according to dictates laid down by the various mahouts I 
conversed with, should be long in body. Like a ship, it rides the roads better 
with fore and aft well drawn out. The neck should be small and the fbre- 
^head and upper part of the trunk well developed. A smooth gait, speed and 
a tractable. disposition are other pointis to consider. For ordinary purposed the 
female proves more useful than the male. She has a more equable nature and 
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is easier to handle. She obeys orders with fewer whims of her owttr 

The initial price is only a part of the cost of an elephant. To keep two 
or more tons of elephant satisfied, an enormous quantity of food has t6 be 
provided. Balrampur allowed a hundred rupees a month to feed each of its 
fifty elephants. In addition, every animal had to have at least two men to 
take care of it, a driver and a cook. The average elephant received a daily 
ration of a thousand pounds of food. Every night for dinner a full-grown 
elephant consumes about ten pounds of rice, a half pound of salt and ten 
pounds of coarse wheat flour made into huge chapatis. The mammoth of 
Balrampur required fifty pounds of grain a day. The rest of the food consists 
of fodder, grass, sugar-cane and a huge pile of banian leaves and branches, 
particularly delectable to an elephant. Since the Hindu looks* on the banian 
as sacred and is unwilling to cut it, Mussulmans generally monopolize the 
profession of mahout. Tharus and Nepalese also become elephant drivers 
along the borderland. 

Back of the tahsil, close to the tank, was a grove in which the 
mahouts always made camp when they stayed in Pachperwa overnight. 
Fetching their own banian leaves and branches from the jungle, some of the 
elephants almost any aflernoon could be seen coming in with towering green 
loads on their backs. Others would be enjoying a bath in the tank. The 
attendant would order its charge to lie down in the shallow water, first on 
one side and then on the other, while he scrubbed its enormous flanks with 
a stone. But an elephant knows how to give itself a good shower bath and 
will obey an order to suck up water with its trunk and spray itself thoroughly. 
After drinking at the tank or out of large iron scoops filled by the mahouts 
at the well, the elephants were all chained by their front legs to trees for 
the night. 

Here and there, piled on the ground, lay the great saddles stutfed 
with straw and the thick cotton mattresses which arc placed on top of these 
and tied in place with a harness of ropes. Little fires gleamed out where the 
attendants were busy cooking the elephants’ dinners, each a separate affair. 
In big clay pots the rice was being boiled. On flat sheets of iron propped up 
on two bricks, the round wheat cakes, a foot and a half across, were bajeing. 
The elephants rolled fheir small gray or pale brown eyes in the direction of 
of their dinner and swayed restlessly, making their ankle chains clink. The 
mahout stood by and helped fe<jd his animal, tossing it sKteaves of succulcutt 
leaves twisted into smjill bundles and neatly rolled chapati^ The elephant 
picked thm up with the senritive lip of its trunk, curled, the tjfunk un^e^ 
and^ deposited the morsel in Its mouth. Sometimes the cooked meal was 
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finished off with a baseball, of br6wh ’stigar. Afterward the animals began on 
the rubbery leaves and br^nches^ and the mahouts cooked their own food. 
Then they curled up against the saddles, wrapped themselves in cotton cloths 
and dropped off to sleep. The penetrating smell of the elephants ♦spread 
through the^rove. 

The mahouts always have tales to tell of narrow escapes when a 
wounded leopard or tiger has sprung on an elephant in the jungle or when 
the animal has suddenly gone must* Male elephants are constantly going 
must, and some of them remain in this dangerous condition several months 
every year. Generally certain signs give warning. A fluid begins to drain 
from two microscopic holes on each side of the head. The elephant does not 
know, his mahout at this time, and strives to kill anybody coming within 
range. He has to have all four feet fastened by heavy chains to a big tree. 
.TJie jnahoUt stands at a safe distance to throw him his food. Sometimes he 
goes on a hunger strike and has to be disciplined to eat with prods from a 
long sharp-pointed stick. All tjje time he throws earth and leaves over him- 
self, swings from side to side and utters deep groans, A must elephant 
occasionally succeeds in killing a mahout. 

Only a week ot two after I came to Pachperwa excited shouts drew me 
out. of my tent. I managed to understand that a runaway- must elephant had 
just dashed by and was now in a field of tall pulse across the road. Here was 
an, unexpected thrill for a mud village. I joined a group on a bank over- 
looking the field. No sign of the elephant was visible, but the children 
insisted they had seen it vanish into the pulse. A narrow path ran through 
the field.. /The Peshkar did not seem very anxious to follow me when I 
insisted .on stalking the elephant, but he was unwilling to desert altogether. 
Tufted branches prevented us from seeing any distance except along the 
‘ground, where we could peer between the stalks. We moved in. cautious 
silence. All of a sudden I spied four gray columns firmly planted in the 
green field* Above, the branches were swaying slightly. That was quite near 
enough to an unchamed must elephant as far as I was concerned, and I 
speedily witlidrew. An hour later a mahout turned up in pursuit, not of the 
must elephant everybody was talking about, but merely of what turtied-out 
to be a harmless female, who^had escaped in the' night from h^ village a 
few miles away — a^ thoroughly enjoyed her unexpect^'^ feast ^ the field 
qf’tlpa^peaf! ' f ' 

- The, elephant language, by whkb' mahouts cpnyey .their to thei^ 
changes, proves how intellrgeiat the e^j^imals really ar^. . 
prdjer^ . thc fmahqut, Bqwn ^ thereat cluipsy cregiure,: legs 
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jecting straight out behind. A . second tidal wave, and the front Ieg» drop, 
sticking out in front. ^‘Get up/’ if the elephant is sitting ; ‘<G6 

ahead,*’ if it is standing still. Dale means ‘‘Drink.” Lao orders the elaphan-t 
to pick up something with its trunk and hand it to the driver. Ohat means 
“Stop”; Chainf ^‘Go to one side,” Lage^ “Pull” or “Shove” away a tree or 
bush in the path. One old white-bearded mahout insisted that> south or 
north, all Indian elephants knew this same language, but I had no-oppor- 
tunity to prove his assertion. 

, - Whenever I went any distance from tbe village I rode in state on a 
borrowed elephant. It was the only means of travel. Elephant riding for 
more than five hours at a stretch is body racking. Some people even ex- 
perience all the sensations of being on a rough sea. On days when the dust 
was blowing I used to wish somebody would invent a closed elephant coupe,. 
But in these days of swift locomotion an elephant offers one very distinct 
advantage. It goes slowly enough to permit one to take in the scenery by 
the way. Its average rate of speed is just about that of a' man, slightly more 
than three miles an hour. 

In our community we did not make use of elephant ladders. We 
climbed- up by the rear quarters with the help of the. tail. I became expert 
in this feat, and even when a restless elephant lurched up from its kneeling 
position while I was still hanging ir][i midair, I managed to hold on to the 
ropes and pull myself into position. The mahout perches on the front end 
of the pad or on the neck and drives by pressure of his bare toes behind the 
big flapping ears. He also uses an ankusp a short iron goad with a large hook 
at one end, like an umbrella handle, which may be hung over the top of the 
elephant’s ear. When a mahout wishes to emphasize a point of dispute with 
an elephant, he jabs the sharp point into the top oi its head; The elephant 
gives out a piercing shriek, like a jamming of motor brakes, and unless -very 
recalcitrant decides to mend its ways. * 

An elephant has another* note, an ear-splitting trumpet, that denotes 
fear/ Ram* Piari was carrying me across the flooded fields one July afternoon, 
carefully feeling her way with her trunk. • Suddenly a long black water snake 
shot past. She gave vent to a weird shriek, so startling I nearly- fell off.- 1 
cottld-see no reason why ©lejAants should be afraid of snakes until the mahoiit 
said they have been known to die of cobra bite. - ; ^ 

From CKaxiipa/^hcy shW at railway engines, toTeja Khan’s, iU-natured 
Wg tusker, each elephant hid to be driven with carefiil knowledge of 
peribnal. idiosyncrasies. iThe mahouts,- -who^ spend -their Uvea: with their anii 
them well.. They -have &r- the? big gray, hulks. . TJie|r 
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oil the top of their heads where a few short sparse hairs grow and they paint 
designs in black and white down their trunks. Sometimes the freckled ear of 
atl^ elephant is decorated with a round silver earring. 

The night train reached Pachperwa at half-past ten. Returning from 
an occasional day in Balrampur, I would find an elephant waiting to take me 
the mile and a half to the village. Where else could one have an elephant 
meat the train ? 1 loved the soft padding across the zigzag embankments of 
the fields, the swishing of the big ears, the movement of the heavy trunk 
swinging out to right or left, breaking off wisps of grain. And so home to my 
village in the moonlight, past the little houses, all dark and still, with the 
white pumpkins gleaming among the dark leaves on the roofs. 

About the first of June the village began to develop a snake psychology. 
Jumai asked me to buy him a lantern because he was afraid to go home in 
the dark. The Station Master cut short his evening visits so that he could 
sec his path on the way back. Stories of last year’s tragedies were exhumed 
and narrated for my benefit. I sent off to the Pasteur laboratory at Kasauli 
in the Punjab for several phials of anti-venine, ordered a syringe from Luck- 
now and carefully memorized the directions of the civil surgeon at Gonda for 
treating a snake victim. Seven different kinds of piosonous snakes frequented 
our neighbourhood, and it seemed wise to be ready for any emergency. 

In spite of the horror aroused by the thought of deadly Indian reptiles, 
these creatures are actually less dangerous than motor cars. Moreover, many 
deaths recorded as due to snakebite are really due to shock resulting from 
fright. When a snake has been seen, the person often automatically imagines 
he may have been bitten, and in many cases death results from heart failure. 
The population of the United States is roughly one third that of India. For 
every five Americans killed by cars only one Indian dies of snakebite. If all 
the people had beds and wore shoes, the fatalities would be considerably less. 

Twenty inches of rain were reported as falling in the first six hours 
during our first heavy rainfall. Everything was flooded, including the snake 
holes on my hill. The second afternoon Asgar came to tell me he had just 
killed a baby cobra in the kitchen verandah. The next morning on the mat 
in front of the <*ho8pital room” I noticed the ants voraciously tugging at 
something. It was the twin of Asgar’s baby cobra, which I had quite evi-* 
deptly steppe on and crushed in the dark. 

; Then began a series of small domestic tragedies. AsgarV mongoose, 
Rikki TikM, was promising to become useful It caught two harmless, white- 
bellied snakes near the shrine and kpled them in a fla^b, biting iheir throats. 
But it was iioi destined to gr<^ter triwphs* J uipai jmshed out of the , kitohms 
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one ctdning shouting, ‘^Snake— dying !” Something went cold inside of me. 
I thought he had been bitten. Then I learned it was the mongoose. Din 
Mohammed was cooking, and the mongoose was playing about his feet as 
usual. Suddenly, from the direction of the cement drain in the corner of the 
kitchen, it gave a queer cry. Jumai took down the lantern from the taible, to 
find the little fellow writhing on the floor. I arrived just in time to see it 
die, its body swollen, its tiny paws crossed in front, as if the last unction 
had been administered. Nobody saw the snake, which must have slipped in 
the drain hole and out again, but Rikki Tikfci’s nose bore the marks of its 
attack. 

Two of my hens also died from snake bites in the next few weeks, 

" and a monkey curled up and expired under the trees in twenty minutes. 
Fakire killed a hhann^ ^ small gray snake with black bands, as poisonous as a 
cobra, just outside the bathroom door, and I got up one morning to discover 
an empty cobra skin on the lawn a few feet from my bed. 

Meanwhile, news came in of somebody's death from snake poisoning, 
first in a village here, then a hamlet there. Although I had my serum ready, 

I never had a chance to use it. In almost every case the person was bitten at 
night and was dead by morning. The first fatality of the season wis that of 
a peon of the tahsil who Iwed three miles away. The next was a young girl 
in a neighbouring village. The girl was bitten in the leg by a cobra while 
she was sleeping. The mother and father hurriedly summoned an ^hay a 
witch doctor. He blew on the wound, recited a charm and assured them she 
would be all right in half an hour. Unfortunately his prophecy was not fuU 
filled. Still another victim was a woman belonging to a group of vagrant 
grindstone cutters encamped in the mango grove of one of our hamlets. 

A young Brahmin of my acquaintance told me that his household had 
been plunged into mourning by the death of an uncle. The uncle was in 
the habit of getting up every morning at five for religious meditation. He 
usually went outside the house for his devotions, sitting on a low wooden' 
platform. Arising as usual in the gray light before dawn on a certain morning, 
he crossed over and picked up his staff, leaning in a dark corner of the room. 
As he did so, he was conscious of something striking his hand. Outside he 
saw that one^, finger bore the two fatal dark red punctures of a snake’s fangs. 
A Sanskrit verse, familiar to many educated Hindus, gives tkfi supposed anti* 
dote to cobra poison of Charak, the famous Indian medical authority who 
Was even quoted in European works of the Middle Ages. The Brahmin 
called his wife, and a servant was hurriedly dispatched to the bazar for the 
eighit?ingrediettt3 of the remedy-^pcppcr,, salt, a particular spice, two drugs,^ 
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curds, honey and ghi, the whole to be mixed-in equal proportions and -swal- 
lowed with water. But the shops in the bazar were closed at this early hour. 
The poor victim sank into a stupor and died in just one hour. 

Altogether in the neighbouring villages I learned of ten deaths from 
snake bite over the summer, and a number of extraordinarily narrow escapes. 
The Station Master’s daughter-in-Faw discovered a iaraf/ on her bed during 
the night. The Peshkar had two encounters with a large cobra which invaded 
his quarters. The Jamadar did away with a loharin, and Fakire beat to death 
a large gandais — from his description, it sounded like a Russell’s viper — in the 
road. The Tahsildar’s daughter-in-law in Balrampur was bitten by a cobra, 
according to his statement, but by a miracle did not die. 

One hot -bazar day a lean, striking-looking man with silver rings as^ 
big as napkin rings tucked round his ears, silver bracelets fashioned like 
snakes on his wrists and a scarlet turban on his head came striding up the 
slope to my house. He was a Jogi with the profession of snake charming. I 
let him tootle a bit on his gourd flute, with two short bamboos inserted at 
the lower end. Every snake charmer has such an instrument, which was 
known in my district as a The Jogi’s bin was ornamented with an el- 
aborate design of brass thumbtacks. He carried two round baskets on a pole, 
and out of one of them presently appeared a snake seven or eight feet long. 
The snake charmer said it was a young python he had caught in the juugle 
a month' before. The python took one look around and then made straight 
for the^dark hole in my bathroom wall. I was feeling pleased with my fore- 
thought in "screening this hole on the inside, until I saw the snake give one 
push, lift the screen flap and vanish inside. The Jogi unwound it from my 
tin tub, to which it had taken a fancy, 

I was more interested in talking to the man than in watching the 
tricks of his harmless python. He came originally from Gwalior in Rajputana 
he said, ’and belonged to a tribe of wandering snake charmers who were all 
followers of the Oudh saint, Gorakhnath. They were Kanphatas, or Split- 
Ears, as the sect is cajled on account of the huge round earrings— generally 
of crystal or jade— worn by initiates. Two hundred of his band were now 
encamped in a grove of the village of Pipriha eight miles soutR of Pachperwa, 
and their stock in trade consisted of three hundred snakes. Witl^.this astonish-^ 
ing bit of information the Jogi begged leave to depart, since he must hasten 
back to his village and put his snake in water, tf the snakes did not get a 
bath every day they would die. Then, too, they had to be fed with balls '6T 
thillc and flour cooked in boiling waUr. Now and then they Were given meat 
as well; He'said all the Jbgis^ -slept -with. their snakes^ He himidf. had tWo, 
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one of which alU^ajs curled up for the night on his'stoniach„ and the other 
on his shoulder. I suspected that my new Jogi acquaintance was something 
of a charlatan. 

A few days later, when the Peshkar was going on tahsil business in 
the direction of Pipriha, I asked permission to accompany him. We set off 
on two elephants before five in the morning. At the end of three hours the 
grove with the Jogis* orange tents came into sight, but I could count only 
eleven of them. A ragged collection of old men, women and children, prin- 
cipally dressed in necklaces of red seeds and brown rudraksha berries, assembled 
as the mahouts shouted, ‘‘Baith !” How unfortunate \ve had not sent word 
ahead, they exclaimed, when informed that we had come to see their en- 
campment. The young women were off in the fields tending the donkeys. 
The young men were making the rounds of the villages with the snakes. 
Only one defanged cobra could be mustered to puff out its hood, emit windy 
hisses and stick out its purple-forked tongue with lightning flickers. The 
camp of two hundred snake charmers now suddenly shrank to fifty, and the 
three hundred snakes to twenty-five, according to the testimony of the old 
man who acted as spokesman. 

He also enlightened us on a few other discrepancies in the first J'ogi’s 
tale. Though the snakes were kept on the beds at night, they were always 
securely tied up in their baskets. They got no daily baths. But their food, 
as stated, consisted of milk, flour balls, rats and frogs. They ^were procured 
wherever they could be found, preferably young, sometimes in the jungles 
and sometimes in the villages. The poisonous ones were defanged with a 
piece of iron. I asked if Jogis ever died of snake bite. Like other mortals, 
they do. He pointed to several pairs of tiny white scars on his own arms and 
hands. The Jogis claim a knowledge of certain roots efficacious for curing 
snake' bite, however, and these they sell in ‘the villages. 

Another old fellow, whom I singled out to photograph, proudly 
removed his turban and let seven feet of rusty black hair fall to the ground. 
Certain ascetics, who believe in ignoring the body, allow their hair to grow 
long and never cut their nails. This Jogi’s hair seemed to be of two distinctly 
different qualities and colours, and 1 concluded his locks' were artificially 
attached to give him prestige in the eyes of the villagers. ♦‘How do you 
fasten it all onP* I asked. With great dignity he assured me dvery hair was 
his own. , These Jogis; though claiming mystic powers, were-typeial gypsies, 
not to be associated in any respect with the-real religouaf ’mysties of India. 
The Peshkar looked on them with utter contempt, ^xhey eat Vats and 
jackals and foies!’* he said scornfully. - - f:: ‘ ^ 
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To say that a cobra ^‘dances” is a fanciful way of saying that it does a 
good deal of neck-stretching. Snakes lack even the internal structure of an 
organ for hearing, but they must feel vibrations. They are taught to associate 
the gourd flute with food, and its penetrating whine will always draw a 
snake out of its basket. When I asked if the snakes were trained to perform, 
all the Jogis laughed at the idea. The peculiar swaying movements of the 
cobra with lifted head and spread hood very likely indicate an instinctive pre- 
paration to strike. Snake charmers will generally be seen moving a fist back 
and forth in front of a cobra. Either charmed by the movement or seeking 
to avoid the obstacle in the path of an attack, a cobra goes through a 
characteristic “dance.” The Indian villager is as eager to watch the perfor- 
mance of a professional snake charmer as a foreign tourist. The wandering 
Jogis, by displaying their snake medicine and offering to charm snakes out of 
villagers* houses—- generally having previously hidden some tame ones about, 
which they know will appear when they play on their gourd flutes— earn a 
meagre livelihood. 

Among the Jogis of the mango grove was a strange looking boy of 
fifteen or sixteen, wearing a crown of soft wavy hair. He had the pale skin 
of the high-born Indian, long curling lashes and a queer expression impossible 
to describe. The appearance of the boy could be explained only by the in- 
heritance of a superior strain of blood. It was he who in the absence from 
camp of most of the men was called upon to give us a performance of some 
Jogi mantras^ He leaned over and with his finger drew a circle on the ground 
and quartered it. Then he began to play on his flute. A herdsman looking 
on was asked to hit the flute with a small stone. Immediately the instru- 
ment was bewitched. No amount of puffing or blowing could draw a sound 
out of it. Finally the boy stooped, picked up some dust from the magic circle, 
threw h over the neck of his flute, and recited an incantation of which I 
understood only the words, “One, two, three and a half, Gorakhnath!” 
repeated several times. Thereupon the. soul of the flute was freed from the 
spell cast upon it, and the boy finished his melody. 

Again the stranger threw a stone. To my horror, I witnessed the flute 
slowly but surely slipping down the boy*s throat. The stem of the gourd 
was perhaps ten inches long, and certainly eight of these went down his- 
throat. He ran past us and threw himself flat on the ground, digging his 
hands into the earth in the tenseness of the struggle to prevent the flute from 
chokii^g him. At last, with a terrific wrench, he jerked it out of his mouth, 
spattetied with blood. Beads of perspiration glinted on his pale forehead and 
blood dripped from his nose as he slowly sat up. Was this acting or bypno** 
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tism? The other Jogis did not look like a sophisticated audience watching a 
trick. All were very serious. But then I observed that as the blood dried on 
the gourd it turned a peculiar pink, the colour of red ink. 

Though snakes ushered in the rainy season with dramatic eclat, they 
were by no means the most obvious of its signs and portents. In spite of my 
screens, a million winged things suddenly invaded the now less Happy 
House. It was sometimes impossible to eat because of winged termites flying 
into the soup or entangling themselves in the butter. Din Mohammed had 
to stand behind my chair and flap vigorously with a towel. There came 
nights when my desk was completely covered with a thin layer of transparent 
ecru wings. Termites, more commonly called ‘‘white ants,** develop wings 
for the brief moment of a nuptial flight and the founding of new colonics, 
but their wings are so fragile they drop off at a breath. 

A very characteristic feature of the Oudh landscape, wherever there 
are trees, is the termite skyscraper of mud and chewed vegetable fibre. Many 
nests are more than ten feet high. They are so hard that to be leveled they 
have to be chopped down like trees. One day Ram Lakhari climbed one and 
perched at the' pinnacle, like a sailor on a mast. Some species of these des- 
tructive little Insects— which eat not only dead vegetable fibre but living 
trees, wheat, sugar cane, groundnut, and cloth as well— make their nests 
under-ground. Burrows as deep as eleven feet have been known. A nest seven 
or eight feet high I once saw opened finally disclosed the royal chamber of 
the queen two feet below the surface of the ground. 

My night work was now chiefly confined to entomological study. The 
nocturnal mosquitoes that invaded the premises had a special predilection 
for ankles: I resorted to the old trick of sitting with my feet in a pillowcase 
every night, thus forestalling the worst of their depredations. Different 
species of mosquitoes frequented the bungalow, some brown, some black with 
white bands on their legs. Anopheksy the transmitter of malaria, I could easily 
recognize by its typical way of sitting on walls or screens, head and proboscis 
tilted down and body slanting up, instead of extending in a straight line. 
But since mosquitoes are responsible for various fevers besides malaria, I looked 
on all alike with aversion. 

A myriad other annoj^ing insects paid me nightly visits. I was forced 
to invent a trap by setting my lamp on an upturned pan placed in a larger 
pan filled with water. Drawn to the lamp on its tin island, many creatures 
hurled themselves senselessly against the hot chimney and were burned to 
death, caught their wings in the kerosene and were smothered, or fell into 
the moat below and perished. In the morxring the Ayah bore nff the remains^ 
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But I had two allies in my battle with insects. Sometimes an unmistakable 
croak in the corner of the room betrayed the presence of a toad, and little 
lizards ran chattering about the walls.; 

These insect -visitors who now invaded my house were, of all shapes, 
colours and sizes. The handsomest among them was a huge brightly coloured 
grass-hopper, yellow, blue, coral pink and gxeen, amazingly decked out in 
spots and stripes. A praying mantis came one evening and sat motionless on 
my desk, with hideous front claws uplifted in the air, waiting for a victim. 
Silvery fish-insects with forked tails ate my books. All sorts of beetles, some 
of them with horns and bumps or sharp prongs on their legs, paraded by. 
Crickets played tiddledy winks over my typewriter. Big black cockroaches 
scuttled about. 

Horrid little stink bugs caused me genuine misery. These were smaller 
than shoe buttons, round and dull black, and, as their name implies, they 
emitted a very disagreeable smell. Many millions of them were abroad. And 
I must have been visited by at least one blister beetle, as I learned to my 
sorrow when a red patch appeared on the back of my n^t'k and developed 
into several square inches of blister which took three weeks to heal. This 
beetle flies by day. It excretes an acrid oil that is extremely irritating in con- 
tact with the skin. Scorpions, too, infested the house. The Ayah was always 
sweeping them up from some corner, or Din Mohammed shaking them out 
of his pans. Centipedes ran about. I took care to look in my shoes each 
morning before putting them on. One night the servants caught a six-inch 
centipede in my bedroom. It had only a few pairs of strong curved legs, like 
vicious claws, but they said the bite was capable oT causing death, and I 
believed them. In endless variety, the battalions of creatures fluttered and 
crawled across my papers. 

Still another army of invaders belonged to the order of ants. Ants 
were everywhere. Din Mohammed set the legs of all his tables and wire " 
food boxes in cups of kerosene, but big black fellows had to be picked out of 
the sugar every day. Tiny ones made their home in the cracks of the walls 
and in holes in the verandah floor. Sometimes I watched long caravans of 
them, each bearing an egg, streaming up the wall and vanishing into a crack. J 

One sultry night I was sitting out on the maidan. A fcurious sawing 
sound I had often heard about the house of late attracted my attention. It 
seemed to come from the heavy horizontal beams under the thatch along the 
verhndah. I took a - lantern and found these riddled with small round holes 
from which dust was dropping. Borers were hard at work. 

, The Happy House wa$ sqarcely fon? months old| and yet for an instant 
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I felt the stealthy work of destruction that had already set in. The verandah 
floor had sunk in several places. The wooden doon and shutters were warped. 
The walls had cracks in them. I was but one of its several hundred, or may 
be several thousand, regular tenants. The discovery did not make me un- 
happy. I felt the house had mellowed. It was falling into place in the eternal 
procession of things. And I saw- that nothing created is destined to survive 
long. The law of birth is also the law of death. 

*'Tiey say the Lion an^ the Lizard.,..,,-’ ' 
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THE MATTER-OF-COURSE WAY IN WHICH ALL KINDS 
of people, the well along with the sick, arrived at the door of the Happy 
House gave me a pleasant feeling of having a part in the life of the commu- 
nity, alien though I was. From early mornig until late at night I had 
scarcely a moment to call my own. Since I was not trying to live any life 
apart from that of the village, I had no reason to desire privacy, and all 
guests were welcome. Sometimes on my hill I felt a little like a goldfsh in a 
glass bowl, but at least the element in which I was immersed was the inti- 
mate life of an Indian village. 

When the bungalow was finished, thinking that in a week everybody 
who wanted to see the inside of it would have had a chance to do so, I let 
the crowds trail through. They were never-ending. After a hundred visitors 
had left^their dusty footprints on the green rugs, I would sometimes, in de- 
speration, refuse to admit the hundred and first. The Ayah would then plead 
the cause of a little group of women standing disconsolately on the lawn, tell- 
ing me they had come ten or fifteen miles only to see the house. They came 
in, needless to say. 

To me the house seemed quite Indian, but I discovered that my visitors 
looked on it as a wholly foreign marvel. The absence of any outer wall or inner 
court, the whitewashed interior, high ceilings, the number and size of the 
windows, wire screens, curtains, rugs and furniture excited wonder and ad- 
miration. ‘‘It is a palace,” was the general summing up. Vital concern for 
bedrock necessities leaves little room for rural India to think of personal 
comfort, much less luxury, in house-building. 

Besides the simple country folk, my visitors included all the wandering 
beggars and musicians and religious mendicants who happened to pass through 
the village. Charity and hospitality are virtues preached alike by Hindu and 
Mussalman. The pressure of social opinion in India almost compels one to 
practise them. What you have, you hold in trust from God. When you are 
charitable, you are merely being vi^hat God intends you to be. In the belief 
that society ought to endow any one willing to devote his life to a search for 
spiritual truth, India cheerfully maintains some five million religious mendi^ 
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cants. It does not even ask which is a real seeker and which an imposter. It 
is enough that a man has adopted the outer form of a religious life. So it 
was not surprising that no day passed without an appeal for me to share my 
fabled riches. 

Some of the religious wanderers announced their presence with little 
drums, some with miniature harmoniums, some with me4l castanets, some 
with songs, some with nothing but a crooked staff or an iron rod with rings 
on it. It is thus they go from village to village, making their way slowly up 
and down the Jand, visiting every important place of pilgrimage. They know 
countless legends, and these they recount to groups of villagers who gather 
under the shade of a tree to listen. Once they had no need of money, but 
nowadays money is required for railway tick ets. They accepted a few annas^ 
from me and in return not infrequently chanted blessings upon my head. 
The villagers extended welcome to all these strangers, blatant hypocrites as 
some of them appeared, fed them, sheltered them and felt grateful for the 
privilege of entertaining them. 

At one time we had with us for a week Mohammedan haba who 
exuded a false odor of sanctity. He was the spiritual adviser of Yasin Khan 
the Pathan, and it was Yasin who first told us of his greatness, before the 
baba arrived in Pachperwa to gather disciples and gifts. His specialty was 
the swift cure of leprosy, but he also foretold the future and penetrated the 
inner secrets of many things. He sent the Peshkar a bit of paper on which 
he had written a charm, telling him that if he would wear the paper in his 
hat he would soon be made a tahsildar. At the same time he sent our 
Tahsildar a similar paper, which was to raise him to the rank of assistant 
manager of the estate. Then he came himself. As he sat down with us, he 
was careful to explain that it was really not fitting for him to go to anybody. 
He was the spiritual king of our district, and people should come to him. 
The Tahsildar was nettled. He dared to doubt that the baba had really 
cured twenty lepers, as he boasted. Yasin rushed off and produced the 
Tahsildar’s own groom, who swore that the baba had just cured him of a 
very bad case of leprosy. ‘‘Yasin gave him two annas to say so!” the Tahsil- 
dar remarked cynically. 

A gray-haired pundit of Basti, noted for his success in dealing with 
ghosts, was summoned by one of our Marwaris to dispossess his daughter-in- 
law of an evil spirit. The Tahsildar brought him to see me. I asked him how 
he would set about curing the girl. For four nights in succession, he explained, 
he would light one hundred and twenty-five small oil lamps and place them 
in a circle on the floor. Then he would have the girl seat herself in the 
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middle of the circle and fix her eyes on the lights. After a time he would ask 
her the name of the ghost or spirit troubling her. If she could be persuaded 
to give the name, the ghost would immediately be driven out of her body, 

‘^Let us test his powers,” said the Tahsildar. *‘We,will ask him who 
stole your thermometer day before yesterday.” The disappearance of my 
thermometer had caused much speculation in the tahsil. First inquiring how 
many letters or sounds there were in the name of the stolen article, the 
pundit began to calculate on his fingers with an air of profound concentra- 
tion. Then he announced that he would tell the name of the thief in the 
morning. But he did not turn up, and in spite of all the lamps the evil 
spirit which made the Marwari girl sit for hours on end without saying a 
word, utterly unconscious of her surroundings, did not leave her. 

From Balrampur came another strange visitor. For three or four days, 
both on his way to the Himalayan forests and on his return, he spread his 
blanket under a thatched roof near the tahsil. Long curling black hair fell 
to his shoulders, framing a pale face in which the burning deep-set eyes pro- 
duced an extraordinary impression on the beholder. He had an unutterably 
weary look. When he said he was six hundred years old I understood the 
weariness, though, had I not been informed of his correct age, I might have 
mistaken him for forty-five. What he implied was that he recalled his past 
lives for a period of six hundred years. He had visited Pachperwa the last 
time, it seemed, two hundred years before, when it belonged to the Tulsipur 
Raj. This fadAu was believed to be able to cure sicknesses of all kinds with 
bark and roots procured from the forest. 

In Pachperwa we had a man who called himself neither a sadhu nor 
fakir — only a Brahmin beggar — who possessed genuine spiritual poise. Drag- 
ging himself on a rude crutch, he came to beg from me just as I was setting 
off for Balrampur one morning. To my utter amazement, the Peshkar, who 
was inspecting the elephant I was to ride, angrily ordered him to go away at 
once. The sight of a cripple as one is about to start on a journey is a very 
bad omen, he explained. The man should have known better than to appear 
at such a moment. 

Fourteen years before he had been crushed by the fall of a heavy box 
at the railway station. Unable to work, he could only drag himself on beg- 
ging rounds through the village. But the village ^took care of him, and the 
old Doctor let him sleep in a sort of outhouse of the Dispensary. Where he 
had originally come from, nobody knew any more. 

Something other than his infirmity drew my sympathy. He never 
complained about his accident. He accepted it as the price of some sin com- 
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mitted in a former life. In this one, at any rate, he surmounted tribulation 
with quiet mastery of spirit. In return for an insignificant monthly contribu- 
tion he used to place his two palms together, raise them to his forehead, and 
call down long Sanskrit blessings on me. The shining responsiveness of his 
smile always made me feel that in spite of his wretched body and his extreme 
poverty he had something really beautiful to give our little world. 

A maulvu by the name of Saiyid Mohammed Niaz Husain, remains in 
my memory as a religious enthusiast of sound parts. The maulvi was an en- 
ormous old gentleman with a bushy white beard, innumerable swathings of 
padded flowered coats, and superb dignity. His friend the collector of bazar 
taxes brought him to call. He began by asking my caste, taking it for granted 
that I had come to the village as a missionary. Vainly I tried to explain the 
nature of my interests. Well, then, he suggested, if I really wanted to learn 
something about India, I had better go first to Lucknow for two years and 
learn to speak Urdu properly. <‘What use to learn the vulgar dialect of this 
insignificant village I ought to follow the example of one of his ancestors, 
a Persian man of letters who resided at the court of the Mogul Emperor, 
Shah Jahan. The Emperor ordered him to master Pushtu as a preparation 
for taking up an important administrative post on the northwest frontier. 
The Persian scholar informed the Emperor with dignity that nothing could 
induce him to waste his time learning the rough language of barbarians. 
‘‘There is nothing worth while for you to learn here,” the maulvi concluded 
bluntly. 

He put me through an examination of the number of languagerl spoke 
and the general curriculum of my education. I did my best to impress him, 
but scarcely felt much success when, peering at me intently, he bi:oke in 
with, “According to Indian /:ustom it is not good for women to cut their hair 
short in the fashion of men.” Apologetically I held out my still bandaged 
wrist, assuring him that until my unfortunate accident of a month or two ago 
I had always worn long hair. To change the subject, I brought out three 
beautiful Persian manuscripts I had acquired at Isfahan, following a delight- 
fully crooked path to India. He turned the pages slowly, translating the 
Persian into Urdu for the benefit of the assembled company, and pausing for 
the Peshkar to give an English rendering. 

One of the books inspired him to a discussion of the mystic Sufi faith, 
of which he himself was a votary. After reading all the great scriptures of the 
world, including the Bible, he had ascertained that the pinnacle of religious 
thought was to be found in Sufism. He began to describe the tremendous* 
intimacy with God experienced by Sufis, But the Peshkar, who ^as getting 
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bored, made his translations shorter and shorter and finally came to a dead 
stop. Just then Abdul Shah appeared on the scene, and the protracted inter- 
view was brought to an end. 

Abdul Shah was of the elect of God, having personally, as he averred, 
attended a durbar of God in paradise. He lived in the village, but wandered 
about the countryside on strange errands of his own. The first time I saw him 
walking past the tent in a short orange dress with an orange scarf over his 
head, bells girdling his waist and more bells jingling about his ankles, I 
was startled to say the least. He was a fakir, the Ayah volunteered. ‘^Every 
day he goes outside to a certain tree and sits under it. If it rains, the ground 
around Abdul Shah always remains perfectly dry,” 

Abdul Shah’s thin face used to light up with a pleasant smile when I 
spoke to him, but the smile faded abruptly, leaving the mouth straight and 
severe, the eyes hard, almost glittering. He carried a small clay pipe bowl 
about the size and shape of a morning glory, and the rank odor of ganja trailed 
behind him as he passed. Every day he came walking along the tahsil path 
as if bent on urgent business, but at intervals of a hundred yards or so he 
would stop, raise his head, narrow his eyes and stare at the sun for a minute, 
muttering to himself. Then he would lean backward until he nearly lost his 
balance, right himself with a sudden jerk, shout, ^‘Allah ho 1” and perform 
a curious pirouette, bringing his heels down hard with a rhythmic jingle of 
bells. Afterward, -he would look out of the corner of his eye to see if anybody 
had observed him. Now and then he sang devotional songs. On some puzzl- 
ing days, Abdul Shah thought he was a woman. Then he wore a long skirt 
drawn tightly about his lean hips, and over his face, down to his waist, hung 
a red cloth. He seems that on such occasions he was in purdah ! Long 
black cords with coloured woollen balls dangled at the back of his head, like 
the decorations little girls fasten in their braids. 

Though the illiterate Mussulmans of Pachperwa looked on him as a 
saint, most of the Hindus said he was a harmless idiot. The Tahsildar, how- 
ever, thought there was astuteness in his madnens. Only when threatened 
with a lawsuit for debt did Abdul abandon his wife and five children, add 
^hah to his name, and turn holy. Before that he was merely a confectioner, a 
brother of Kalu the tobacco dealer. Once I asked Kalu whether Abdul was a 
good or bad fakir. “He is my brother,” Kalu answered noncommittally. 

When the old Sufi saw Abdul Shah coming along that morning, he 
called to him authoritatively and asked what he, a Mussulman, meant by 
rigging himself up in bells like a nautch girl. Abdul Shah smiled gently and 
said nothing. The maulvi arose, bade me good-bye, and thumped awa;f with 
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his staff, a ponderous figure full of ancient dignity. Abdul Shah, in jingling 
bells and knee-length orange skirts, fell in beside him. We gathered, as they 
walked on together, that they were entering upon an earnest religious dis- 
course. Abdul Shah never bothered me in any way, though every day he 
marched up the hill and circled my house with ritualistic regularity. 

Occasionally I had some really obstreperous visitor on my hands. As I 
was finishing breakfast one morning an erratic stranger, naked except for a 
loincloth, suddenly began racing up and down outside my house. He leaped 
high i« the air and shouted in English, “One, two, t’ree!” as he bounced. 
Then he turned several somersaults. When I appeared on the verandah, he 
came right-side-up just in front of me with a demand for clothes or five 
rupees. He might have been an acrobat, but he was obviously mad. I deci- 
ded to ignore him and went inside again. He was not at all discouraged. He 
continued to loiter about for two days, all the while turning somersaults, 
calling on Allah, leaping in the air, shouting, “One, two, t’ree!’’ and reite- 
rating a demand for money. Then I saw him astride the biggest elephant at 
the Devi shrine, chanting in a loud voice while he held in front of him, up- 
side down, the torn page from some English magazine. This act of sacrilege 
aroused the ire of the Hindu chaprasts of the tah§il, who drove him off, but 
he circled the hill and reappeared almost immediately on the far side of the 
house. 

About this time Ram Lakhan, with all the enthusiasm of a young 
detective, breathlessly asked permission to come inside the house because he 
had something important to tell me. “That dakuy that dangerous robber,” he 
announced, “is not mad at all. He is only pretending. He belongs to a gang 
of robbers from Utraula. They want to rob your house, and they have sent 
this man in advance to spy out everything. The others of his band are now 
waiting in the bazar. He pretends to be mad, but all the time he is looking 
in at the windows and planning how to rob you.’* By a coincidence, at that 
very instant I glanfted up and caught the queer fellow peering through a far 
window. 

‘Though I did not credit Ram’s story, I found a madman camping on 
my verandah a little disturbing. I sent over to the tahsil and asked to have 
him escorted away. But three days later he turned up once again. The Tah* 
sildar, the Station Master and I happened to be sitting in front of the house 
in the early evening. A loud shout oi^^AUah-h-akbarr suddenly rent the air* 
There he was, head thrown back and one hand cupped over his ear, like a 
muezzin calling the hour of prayer. The Tahsildar ordered him sternly to 
depart and not come near my house any more. Obediently he walked off to 
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a Safe distance. There he turned and dramatically shouted over his shoulder: 

know who you are. You are the Tahsildar of Pachperwa, and a bad repu- 
tation you have K You take bribes from all the thekedars and oppress the poor 
tenants. You are a wicked man.” With this audacious fling he vanished. 

I had spoken of Ram’s conviction that the poor fellow was a dangerous 
robber in disguise. ‘^Now is he mad or not ?” I asked laughingly, expecting 
the Tahsildar to take the cue and answer that of course he was a lunatic. ‘‘I 
do not think he is mad,” he replied drily. ‘*He knew me very well^ as you 
see, and he knew quite well what he was saying.” It occurred to me he 
would not trouble us much longer and my guess was right. The Tahsildar 
had ’his own means of getting rid of troublesome persons. 

Official business brought plenty of English-speaking Indians, both 
Mussulmans and Hindus, on brief visits to Pachperwa, and as a matter of 
courtesy they nearly all came to see me. Some were estate servants. Some 
were government officials. If they stayed more than a day, tents were pitched 
in the mango grove east of the New Bazar. In this way I gradually came to 
know the administrative personnel of the whole region. The sanitary inspec- 
tor of Persian descent, the district health officer from Gonda, a forest officer, 
a police inspector, a tax collector and the tahsildar and assistant tahsildar of 
the Utraula sub-division of Gonda district, which included Pachperwa, all 
dropped in at one time or another. From estate headquarters at Balrampur 
came the Deputy Sahib, the superintendent of the Maharaja’s elephant stables, 
who had receittly been appointed rent contractor for Pachperwa, one of the 
estate engineers, the forest officer of the Balrampur estate and the superinten- 
dent of supplies. 

Whenever one of these gentlemen appeared there was always a little 
flurry in the village. When a police inspector came, our Thanadar wore his 
khaki uniform and a pongee turban, instead of his customary loose dhoti and 
shirt. A magnificent red turban with a gold fringe was reserved for Mr. Eric 
McIntosh, District Superintendent of Police. The Tahsildar put on white 
flannel trousers, and the Peshkar a green cloth hat in honour of the Deputy 
Sahib. Minor clerks collected at a distance and salaamed ceremoniously. There 
were also feverish hours of catching up on records and preparing necessary 
reports just before the arrival of the great ones. Fortunately they never des- 
cended without due notice, so they found us ready for them, our best foot out. 

So accustomed was I to informal visits from anybody and everybody 
that I was almost taken aback to have Asgar Ali hand me a real calling card, 
after I had been in the village some six months. It read “Wm. Massey, B.A., 
Assistant Master.^’ Some English schoolteacher, I supposed, wandering about 
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the country and accidentally stumbling into Pachperwa. But in walked an 
Indiiln. He had come to pay me his respects as a Christian, he announced, 
and he introduced himself as a mission high-school teacher in a large city of 
the province. Pachperwa was his home, hcAvever, and with his widowed 
mother he had just come back to it for the summer holidays. He felt much 
strengthened by my presence in the village! My noble Christian work was 
certainly going to raise the standing of his whole family with the other 
villagers! Might he inquire with what mission I was working? 

When 1 told him I was not a missionary and that I had come to India 
only to learn, Mr. Massey looked disappointed. “So you do not do propa- 
ganda of any sort ?” he asked incredulously. Still, he insisted on being 
cheered by the realization that my Christian life and work ought to have an 
uplifting influence on the ignorant and superstitious villagers. 

“But you must miss your Christian friends ? It must be very difficult 
for you to live here without any Christian companionship, and at times, no 
doubt, you feel very lonely ?’* 

Again I had to disillusion him. Fortunately' Mr. Massey’s own Chris- 
tian optimism did not desert him. “It is indeed the Lord who supports us 
through thick and thin,” he murmured. Then he confessed that he himself 
was scarcely content to live for long at a time in Pachperw!^'. Sometimes he 
felt very much discouraged. He had to keep reminding himself of the only 
ray of hope : “The people are beginning to grow tired of their old religion 
and their hideous idols. They have found out that these cannot help them 
in their trouble, and they are ready to see the light. They only need to be 
educated, and they will all come to Christ.” 

While I was listening to these hopeful utterances, I was wondering 
what it was about Mr. Massey that seemed incongruous. Suddenly I saw it 
was his clothes. Outside, the mercury registered 125 degrees, but there he 
sat suflbeating in a blue serge suit, his neck choked up in a stiff white collar 
and bow tie, his feet encased in black socks and hot shoes. The pity of it 
was that William Massey was making himself uncomfortable only in defer- 
ence to what he supposed to be my standards. Proof came the next time I 
saw him. We met accidentally in the village street. Obviously embarrassed 
to have me see him in ordinary dhoti and khaki shirt, he murmured apo- 
logetically : “When in Rome, do as the Romans do !” 

• The Masseys recalled a story I had once been told by the t)octor, in 
his role of local historian. I had asked whether any Westerner had ever lived 
in Pachperwa before. Yes, said the Doctor, more than thirty years ago he 
used occasionally to encounter a missionary named Downey walking about 
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the village. Mr. Downey came to work among the Tharus. He established a 
small mission at the edge of the jungle eight miles away and made many 
converts. Then something unfortunate occurred. Mr. Downey vanished — 
‘‘flew to the mountains” in the Doctor’s phrase — together with the wife of a 
Hindu tailor of Pachperwa. The mission closed, and the Tharus reverted to 
semi-paganism as rapidly as they had been converted. 

I called on Mrs. Mfissey at her clean little house in the eastern part of 
the village a week or two after her son’s visit, and as tactfully as possible 
brought up the subject of the mythical Mr. Downey. There was nothing 
mythical about him. She knew him only too well. It was to help Mr. Dow- 
ney at his new mission station among the Tharus that she and her husband 
had originally come to Pachperwa. After the scandal, her husband had tried 
to carry on the work alone, but he met with little success, and eventually 
their funds from mission headquarters ceased. Unshaken in their faith, they 
stayed on, cultivating a little land. 

But their religion cut them off from the rest of the community. When 
the elder Mr. Massey died, the widow brought up her son and two daugh- 
ters in the way of good Christians. All of them received an excellent educa- 
tion, thanks to the encouragement and facilities of the mission. William 
first attended the Pachperwa elementary school, and then went on to the 
mission school at Gonda, the normal school at Gorakhpur, and finally to 
Lucknow University, where he obtained his much-coveted B.A. His mother 
had reason to be proud of him. Her son was the only boy in the whole 
history of the village ever to acquire a modern education. As a by-product, 
instead of earning eight or nine rupees a month like other men, he was now 
drawing a monthly salary of a hundred and fifty. 

But Christianity and a Western education had apparently put a barrier 
between William Massey and his own people. Nowadays Indian Christians 
feel less constrained than formerly to adopt English names, English clothes, 
English habits, and to imitate foreigners in India, but the community as a 
whole, numbering a few millions, remains peculiarly apart, in spite of ex- 
ceptional individuals unselfishly devoting themselves to the general welfare. 

There were many things William Massey might have done, for 
example, for his own village. He expressed — and for the time being sincerely 
felt — a wish to help. It was he who suggested that we start a cooperative 
society to relieve the poor cultivators from the money-lenders’ oppression. It 
' was a splendid idea. As a first step I begged him to draw up a list of the 
money-lenders and rates of interest in Pachperwa. He sent a few names and 
an apology. He Would very much like to help, as he had promised, but just 
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now he was extremely busy. He was writing two dramas, one on the life of 
Queen Esther and the other oh the life of the Prodigal Son. The cooperative 
society did eventually come into being, but not, I should say, as a result 
of his efforts* 

Like blown leaves, Indians drifted across my days, good and bad, 
sophisticated and innocent, commonplace and extraordinary. Great scholars, 
forceful leaders, men of first rank in the professions or in business, of spiritual 
insight, these were scarcely to be looked for in Pachperwa. Broken reflections 
made up the pattern of the village life. One had need to understand the 
whole great Indian background, the ideals and thoughts projected down 
countless centuries, to fit the tiny fragments into place. Yet now and then, 
even to the village, came one who had gathered up more than the others, 
and who showed the strength of India beneath a surface weakness. 

Back in January tent days I watched a small man coming up the tahsil 
path, a white woollen blanket, boldly crossbarred with black, flung around 
one shoulder like a toga, bare feet thrust in worn shoes. His head was un- 
covered, and a long lock proclaimed him a Hindu. He stopped at the tent, 
greeting me in hesitant English. In the bazar he had heard of my presence 
in the village. He, too, happened to be a villager, from Nautanwa in 
Gorakhpur district, and he wanted personally to thank me for my interest in 
the poor village folk of India. 

By chance, conversation turned to the subject of Buddhism. He seemed 
to know a great deal about it, though he himself was a Brahmin. From him 
I learned for the first time that I was living almost within the shadow of 
four places associated with *‘our Lord Buddha,’’ as the pundit deferentially 
called him. The sites were constantly visited by Buddhist pilgrims from 
Burma and Ceylon, and occasionally small groups came all the way from 
China or Japan. 

Lumbini Garden, the Buddha’s birthplace, lay just across the Nepalese 
border, fourteen miles from the pundit’s own Nautanwa. Kusinagara, the 
modern Kasia, where the Buddha passed into Niwanay was in Gorakhpur 
district. Ten miles from Balrampur was Sravasti, site of a great monastery 
founded during the lifetime of the Buddha, his favourite retreat in the rainy 
season. To the Brotherhood and to the lay disciples at Sravasti, the Buddha 
addressed the greatest number of his recorded sermons. And the ruins of old 
Kapilavastu, the royal city of the Sakyas, where the serious-minded young 
Prince grew up, was supposedly only a half day’s journey by elephant from 
the third station east of Pachperwa. Nobody had ever before mentioned these 
important places in the locality. In spite of the fact that Kapilavastu was 
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within twenty-five miles of us, nobody in Pstchperwa seemed ever to have 
heard of Gautama Buddha. 

The pundit showed a fine feeling of reverence for the Buddhist teach- 
ings. He himself was doing all he could to help revive the Buddhist spirit — 
dead in India for more than a thousand years — and especially to create a 
living centre of Buddhist culture at Nautanwa. A school with several students 
had already come into existence. It was his ambition to build up a good 
library, with books in English and other languages,' and also to provide a rest 
house at Lumbini for pilgrims. To him, the deserted and lonely site of the 
Buddha^s birthplace, marked only by a broken pillar scratched with a few 
lines of Pali, was an unhappy symbol of man’s forgetfulness. 

The first time I saw the pundit, he did not mention the strange 
errand which had brought him to Pachperwa, but a month later I myself 
made a pilgrimage to Lumbini ^nd to the other Buddhist holy places with 
Asgar Ali, and the pundit acted as our guide. During the long hours in 
bullock carts, on elephants, and in station waiting rooms, I came to known 
many details of his life, including the circumstances of that first visit to 
Pachperwa. 

He came in pursuit of a runaway Hiudu woman, eloping with a Mus- 
sulman. He had received secret information of the intended elopement. 
When the couple bought tickets to Cawnpore, the pundit also bought a ticket 
and boarded the same train. They tried to elude their pursuer by unexpect- 
edly getting off at Pachperwa, but the pundit also jumped off the train. All 
three of them then went to the police station to settle the affair. The girl 
was of age and insisted she was going off with the Mussulman of her free 
will. Legally there was no means of stopping her. But if our Hindu Sub- 
Inspector of Police had not happened to be at Gonda just then, leaving a 
Mussulman in charge, the pundit was sure the girl might have been saved. 

With my Western ideas I saw no reason why a Mussulman and a Hindu 
should not marry, if they loved each other. The pundit told me I did not 
understand the real situation. It was not a case of love but of deception. 
Certain Mussulmans made a regular business of seducing village women. 
One of these men would cautiously approach a young widow or a woman 
known to be unhappily married, and presently, with a promise of marriage 
and a glittering tale of luxurious life in a big city, he Would persuade her to 
run away with him. The farce at an end, she was shipped north to Peshawar 
and sold to a tribesman on the Afghan frontier*— where women are scarce-*^ 
for a few hundred rupees. 

Here was a glimpse into a dark unhealthy underworld, such as exists 
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in every country. But the Indian woman caught in this sort of traffic is pecu- 
liarly helpless. She has no money. She cannot write a letter. She knows, if 
she is Hindu, that according to caste laws she is now inexorably cut off from 
all help of family or friends. It was to prevent another such human tragedy, 
as he saw it, that the pundit had stepped down at Pachperwa on a morning 
of golden sunshine in late January. 

Like countless other young Indians he was feeling for his place in the 
movement of national self-consciousness, irresistibly sweeping across India. 
He had given his ardent support to Mahatma Gandhi, helping carry into the 
villages the spinning and weaving programme which is fundamental, in 
Gandhi’s economics, to Indian independence. He himself was wearing khaddary 
the handspun, hand-woven cloth of Gandhi’s sermons. ^‘I have a nice feeling 
when I wear this coarse cloth,” he said without affectation. 

The pundit was also active in the Hindu Mahasabha organization, 
which tries to foster various social and religious reforms in the Hindu commu- 
•lity, and of course also to gain greater strength in the political field. Hindu 
law, natuarlly, does not permit out-of-caste marriages, and if a Hindu woman 
marries a Mussulman she and her children are completely outcast from the 
orthodox Hindu fold. The Mahasabha is trying to prevent these drains and 
losses and has introduced a radical programme of accepting all Hindus back 
into the community with a proper purification ceremony, if they desirq to 
return, and it even admits Mohammedan converts, on the ground that origi- 
nally they must have been Hindus who forsook Hinduism for Islam. As a 
local secretary of the Mahasabha, the pundit found himself involved in all 
sorts of semi-social, semi-political activities, but the mainspring was always a 
passion for service to his fellowmen and an intense love for India. 

His background was one of strictest orthodoxy. The father, now dead, 
had been a purohiu those family priests of India who serve as spiritual 

teachers and perform household pujas, subsisting on gifts, eked out, in his 
case, by the income from a few acres of land. The mother devoted herself to 
her household, strictly observed all the orthodox rules and found her greatest 
joy in making holy pilgrimages. After her noon bath, the pundit 'said, she 
never allowed even her own children to touch her, and rather than eat any- 
thing or swallow so much as a drop of water in the promiscuous modern rail- 
way carriage, she fasted completely whenever she was on a train. She was 
now seventy, and more devoted than ever to pilgrimages. The pundit had 
recently taken her to Allahabad and saw her settled in a pilgrim hostel there, 
for the annual Magh Mela, attended by at least a million pilgrims. During 
January the Old lady had taken her daily bath at the confluence of the cold 
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sacred waters of the Ganges and the Jumna, had recited her prayers and 
spent her time listening to the words of holy men. 

The pundit recreated for me many pictures out of his childhood. The 
one I liked best was of a little boy clasping his mother’s hand in front of the 
Monkey Temple of Ayodhya. In Rama’s city sacred monkeys swarm every- 
where. Was it not Hanuman, the monkey general, who generously assisted 
Rama in the rescue of Sita when she was carried off to Ceylon by the demon 
king Ravana? Pilgrims buy sweets to offer, and the priest at the temple, after 
blessing the offering, returns a part to each pilgrim to bestow on the little 
live Hanumans, swarming greedily. 

The small Brahmin boy is very fond of sweets. Instead of feeding the 
monkeys as h© descends the long flight of steps from the temple, he hides 
what the priest has returned. When his mother isn’t looking, he surreptiti- 
ously slips one into his mouth. But suddenly she catches him at it. These 
sweets are made of grain, and no high-caste Plindu may eat cooked grain 
touched by one of a lower caste. The mother is horrified because he has 
broken the ceremonial rule of his caste. She hurries him home and washes 
his mouth out vigorously many times. Then, being a mother and loving him, 
she gives him some unpolluted sweets of milk and sugar to take the place of 
those she threw away. 

There were twelve children in the pundit’s family. ‘‘But I am the 
only surviving son of my mother’s body.” He was sent to a priests’ school at 
Benares. Here, in the heart of Hindu orthodoxy, some subtle influence 
worked upon him. He became inexplicably modern. Caste rules and cere- 
monies had no meaning in themselves, he began to assert. They had now 
degenerated into mere formulas. He did not wish to became a priest. Fortu- 
nately his father died, unaware of the revolutionary changes that had taken 
place in the spiritual outlook of his son. 

For the Sanskrit, which was part of his schooling, he had continued to 
cherish an intense love. He spoke with glowing eyes of the beauties of Sans- 
krit grammar, intricate and perfect as higher mathematics. It took twelve 
years to learn the grammar alone, he said. Then he drew a picture of Sanskrit 
scholars'he knew, content with poverty, forgetful of the world, sitting day 
after day, year after year, engrossed in their studies. Sanskrit was the one joy 
of his widowed sister, who lived with him and shared his own love for the 
jewels locked up in its treasury. 

Once I asked the pundit to recite some Sanskrit for me, and immedia- 
tely he chanted a Vedic hymn. At first it sounded staccato, like drum-beats, 
or the clippity-clop of horses’ hoofs on a hard road, but slowly I became 
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conscious of the prevailing long a’s and m’s. These wove a beautiful pattern 
of sound, producing a peculiar effect on the mind. It was while we were 
waiting for a train at a junction that the pundit launched into his discourse 
on Sanskrit. He began telling me the moving story of Sakuntala and 
Dushyanta from the Mahabharata^ made immortal in the drama by Kalidas. 
Suddenly he stopped. “When I think of the beauty of those lines,’* he said, 
“it makes my hairs begin to move.” In the light of the small lamp on the 
waiting-room table, I actually saw his hair standing stiffly out back of his 
cars. From the inexhaustible storehouse of Sanskrit literature, the pundit 
drew forth a multitude of stories of gods and heroes and sages to entertain 
and teach me, on our Buddhist pilgrimage. 

His English he had picked up entirely by himself through reading. 
Once an opportunity had come to him to go to the United States with a 
friend who offered to pay all his expenses, but he renounced it because he 
knew his old orthodox mother w^ould grieve if he left Indian soil. He w’as 
averse to marriage, but for his mother’s sake he had married. Should there 
be no descendant to carry on the rites for the ancestors, she would look on 
this as an overwhelming disaster. He spoke of his young wife with grave 
gentleness. She was of a rich family. At first her thoughts were of clothes 
and jewelry and material pleasure; she believed the stars were the souls of 
the blessed dead. He began by teaching her to read and write. At first she 
was very unhappy in his poor little home, with the widowed sister who 
managed the household and found austere joy in the pursuit of Sanskrit 
study, and the old mother, rapt in her religious observances and pilgrim- 
ages. But now she understood spiritual beauty, he said simply. 

His own deepest longing was to become a disciple of a certain great 
yogi he had once met, following the ancient path of renunciation and medi- 
tation as a means of realizing God — the aim and end of existence to every 
devout Hindu. Yet he was bound by the duties of a householder. The in- 
come from the small property was not enough to support them, and he 
worked on a district paper. Lately he had applied for the agency of the 
Standard Oil Company in his locality. 

There was something very gentle and sweet in the pundit’s consecra- 
tion of himself to helping Buddhist pilgrims at Lumbini — the most im- 
mediate service he could render. Just before my visit, he had facilitated the 
pilgrimage of a party of seven Japanese, and before that he had helped a 
Swedish lady and a Jewish Professor. These two he had carried across the 
river at Lumbini on his back. I wondered what those strangers would have 
thoug^ht had they known that their Indian porter, who would accept r.q 



rOlCELESS INDU 


iz6 

reward for his help, traced his descent all the way back to a family of learned 
Brahmins mentioned by Manu, and that according to the family tradition it 
was Lakshman himself, Rama’s brother, who gave them their ancestral lands. 

When Rama required purification for his sin of killing Ravana, who 
was really a Brahmin compelled to wear the form of a demon for a certain 
wrong he had committed, the sixteen young Brahmins who dared to perform 
the ceremony were driven from their homes by other Brahmins. But 
Lakshman came to their assistance, ordaining that they and their descendants 
should possess forever those lands measured by the flight of arrows he would 
shoot into the north. The arrows fell far away, and in the region traced out 
by the flight of one of them now lived my pundit friend, who was descended 
from one of the sixteen Brahmins of old* 
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WITH THE DEATH OF AURANGZEB IN 1707, THE MOGUL 

Empire which had held sway in India for nearly two centuries entered upon 
a swift decline. The greater part of southern India broke away from the rule 
of Delhi. A Persian merchant, appointed Governor of Ovdh in 1720^ found- 
ed the dynasty of the Nawab Wazirs, as the, rulers of Oudh were known 
until 1819, when one of them assumed the*title o{ shah^ or king. 

The history of Oudh is inextricably bound up with the transition of 
the East India Company from a trading corporation to a territorial power. 
Warren Hastings, first Governor General over the British territorial conquests 
in India, began to cultivate the Wazir of Oudh as an ally against the eastern 
advance of the rising Hindu confederacy of the Marathas. Company troops 
4 were furnished the Wazir, in return fer which he was to pay an annual sub- 
sidy of a million pounds. When the subsidy fell into arrears, the Wazir 
w'as forced, in 1801, to cede ten rich districts on the east, south and west of 
his frontiers. From this time the Wazir of Oudh had to administer his terri- 
tory with the advice of Company officials. 

Oudh now had its back broken. When profound disorder and misrule 
had become the order of the day, the Company finally stepped in to reap the 
benefit. Acting upon instructions from the Court of Directors, the Governor 
General ‘^gravely and not without solicitude, but calmly and altogether with- 
out doubt,” prepared to interfere. He drew up a draft treaty. The King was 
to retain his title and draw a pension, but exercise sovereignty only within 
his own palace and parks at Lucknow. The civil and military administration 
of Oudh was to pass in perpetuity to the Company. In the event of the 
King’s refusal to sign within three days, annexation was to be effected at once. 
What happened at the meeting in 1856, when the British Resident at 
Lucknow presented the. draft treaty to Wajid Ali Shah, has been recorded in 
detail in the official papers of the day. 

The Resident first communicated the import of his message to the 
Prime Minister, so that the King might be fully prepared to act. A few days 
later he went by appointment to the palace. Here the palace guards, dis- 
armed ^by. order of the King, saluted without presenting arms. The officials 
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and courtiers likewise appeared without swords or weapons of any sort. The 
whole court wore an aspect of mourning. The King, an amiable man with 
a greater taste for literature than government, read the document awaiting 
his signature. Then, with pathetic dignity, he gave his answer, which I 
quote from William Knighton’s book. The Private Life of an Eastern King. 

Treaties .are necessary between equals only : who am I now that 
the British government should enter into treaties with ? For a hundred 
years this dynasty has flourished in Oudh. It has ever received the 
flivour, the support and the protection of the British government. It 
has ever attempted faithfully and fully to perform its duties to the 
British government. The kingdom is a creation of the British, who 
are able to make and unmake, to promote and to degrade. It has 
merely to issue its commands to ensure their fulfilments ; not the 
slightest attempt will be made to oppose the views and wishes of the 
British government ; myself and subjects are its servants. 

Nothing could induce him to sign the ‘‘treaty” of abdication. Taking 
off his turban, he placed it in the hands of the Resident as a sign of his 
complete humiliation. Three days later the annexation of Oudh was peace- 
fully carried out. The ex-King departed for Calcutta, intending to take ship 
for England and plead his cause there, but he was not peumitted to leave 
India. On an annual pension of f 120,000 he retired to a resort not far 
from Calcutta, where he died in 1887. 

The year following the annexation of Oudh witnessed the famous 
Sepoy Mutiny, as it is known in English history — the unsuccessful war for 
independence, as Indians prefer to call it — centering in Oudh. It was put 
down within two years, and the new government, transferred from Company 
jurisdiction to the Crown in 1858, was faced with the problem of bringing 
order into the chaos its own policies of extortion, intrigue and territorial 
aggrandizement had in a large measure created. The stabilization of revenue 
was the first reform to be put into effect. 

From earliest times in India the State has always claimed its share of 
the produce of the land, as its just due in return for protection. Manu’s 
Code of two thousand years ago fixed the king’s share at a twelfth to a sixth 
part of the grain, or even a fourth part, under certain conditions. An eighth 
part was considered a fair levy. During the Mogul period, land revenue fur- 
nished from one third to very nearly one half the total State revenues. In 
British India to-day the land tax supplies some ?o per cent of the gross in^ 
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come of the government, and is obviously a chief source of revenue. 

Two distinct methods of adjusting the land revenue have been put 
into operation in British India. In the Mohammedan period the revenue 
collection was generally farmed out to contractors, who received lo per cent 
of the collections as payment. Officials of the East India Company made the 
mistake of looking on these contractors as landlords of the type they were 
familiar with in England. At the close of the eighteenth century under Lord 
Cornwallis, their proprietary rights were recognized at the expense of the 
cultivators, who were reduced to the position of tenants. On the basis of 
revenue collected in the past, the land tax to be paid by the newly created 
class of big landlords, or zamMars, was fixed in perpetuity. This system, 
established in Bengal in 1793 and known as the Permanent Settlement, was 
also applied to limited parts of the United Provinces in 1859 — including the 
large state of the Maharaja of Balrampur, who allied himself with the British 
during the Mutiny. 

Elsewhere in British India a Temporary Settlement is generally in 
force. Every thirty years officials make a fresh survey of land values and fix 
the tax accordingly, so that the government may draw its share fiom any 
general enhancement of land values. Landlord ownership and peasant holdings 
arc both recognized under this classification, and peasant proprietors, or ryotsy 
hold land cither individually or jointly, as a village community. Up to 50 per 
cent of the rental or 50 percent of the net assets of landlord holdings is con- 
sidered a legitimate tax under the Temporary Settlement, though in practice 
the amount taken is nearer 40 per cent. For peasant holdings, the equivalent 
of one fifth of the gross produce has been accepted as fair in principle. 

When Oudh was annexed in 1856, two classes of proprietors were 
found, powerful taluqdarsy niost of them representatives of princely houses, 
with a semi-independent status much like that of the land barons of Europe 
in the Middle Ages, and inferior proprietors holding their title from some 
particular taluqdar. The British government recognised the special position 
of the taluqdars. On their submission it confirmed them in their right in the 
land, though it did not grant them the rank of independent princes. To-day 
a little more than half the twenty-four thousand square miles of (judh be- 
longs to the taluqdars, and the actual cultivators are their tenants. 

In spite of his title, therefore, the Maharaja of Balrampur ranks in the 
eyes of the government simply as a big landlord. He docs not enjoy the 
rank of a ruling prince. His estate of 1,250 square miles, spreading over 
parts of three districts of the United Provinces and including more than 
three thousand villages with a million inhabitants, is not classed as one of 



132 


VOICELESS WDU 


the 6^0 or so semi-independent Indian States, of which some loS are of 
major rank. 

By government fiivour to Sir Drigbijai Singh, grandfather of the present 
Maharaja, the whole of the Balrampur Estate, with the exception of 250 
square miles or so of purchased lands, pays a fixed tax under the Permanent 
Settlement arrangement. The diflerence to the government in its two systems 
of taxation is apparent in the amount of tax paid on the two divisions of the 
estate. The bulk of the land pays an annual tax equivalent to five lakhs. At 
the same time, the remaining fragment of 250 square miles is assessed in the 
current thirty-year period at three lakhs. The gross income of the estate 
amounts to forty-five lakhs. ^ 

All dry statistics! What did they mean to Pateshwari Prasad Singh, 
the young Maharaja of Balaranipur ? During my stay he was a minor, and 
had no responsibility for his own estate, which was at this time under the 
management of the Court of Wards. lie was busy with lessons, sports, the 
religious ceremonies in which, as Maharaja, he had an important role to play. 
It was decided one day that like any ordinary boy, the Maharaja must now 
have an allowance — five rupees a month to start with— in order to teach him 
the concrete use of money. At the end of the first month he still had his 
five rupees intact. He had forgotten all about them. Everything he could 
want was provided for him, and he had scarcely ever had an opportunity to 
know what life is like for those who do not happen to be born as maharajas. 

When I was riding with him once I asked him if he did not feel sorry 
for the poor villagers, shivering through the cold months in cotton rags. 
‘‘Yes,” he answered, but I could not see that he was deeply impressed. On 
one occasion we were riding through a particularly fly-ridden, filthy village. 

“If I were the Maharaja and if this village belonged to me,” I re- 
marked, “I should wish to see it made clean and sanitary.” 

“Yes,” replied the Maharaja, “the villagers are very naughty. They 
should keep their village clean.” 

His own life always seemed to me unusually lonely. His father, the 
late Maharaja, and his mother, the Junior Maharani, were both dead. The 
Senior Maharani, mother of daughters only, resided in a large red brick 
palace near the Armoury and the Treasury, just beyond the bazars of Balram- 
pur. The Maharaja lived in his own palace in a quite separate quarter, near 
the big maidan used for polo. In this quarter were most of the officials’ 
bungalows and the big Guest House provided by the Maharaja for visiting 
government officials and stray Europeans. Two younger sisters also lived in 
:he same palace with the Maharaja, but etiquette forbade him to associate 
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with them except in a rather formal manner. They did not visit his wing, 
and ordinarily he did not visit theirs. In this little world, with rare visits to 
Lucknow, where he owns another palace, and an annual exit at the time of 
the hot weather to Naini Tal in the hills, the Maharaja passed his days. 

From the hands of various governesses he was finally turned over to an 
English tutor. Outside as well as inside the schoolroom, he followed a pre- 
scribed routine. The early morning ride of two hours, certain afternoons 
devoted to tennis, soccer, hockey, football — the sons of estate offiv.ials made 
up the teams — every Friday afternoon a drive in his big white Packard car 
along the familiar roads, he himself taking the wheel sometimes— so days 
followed one another. For further diversion he watched the polo games on 
the maidan and listened to concerts furnished by his band. Now and 
then he reviewed his cavalry of forty-five or his infantry of two hundred 
and fifty. 

All his comings and goings were attended with formal ceremony. He 
drove in his carriage from his palace to his tutor’s house, five minutes away. 
Every time he reentered his palace, where barefoot attendants in red coats 
and orange turbans always stood about, a priest was at the door, ready to hold 
a brass tray containing rice, salt, ghi and other articles over his head, in 
blessing and purification. The palace priest named the auspicious day for him 
to mount a new horse or put on a new garment or go into camp with his 
retinue or start for Naini Tal. His diet was strictly regulated, since he was 
overweight for his age, and all his food was carefully weighed beforehand by 
the Brahmin cook who prepared and served his meals. These he ate in Flindu 
fashion, seated on the floor and using his right hand in place of fork or spoon. 
In the evening he generally entertained himself playing his gramophone. 

In spite of the flattering attention he received, the Maharaja was by 
nature unusually simple. He was noticeably timid and therefore was easily 
led. He showed no inclination to be vain or extravagant. His interests were 
centered in the little aflair^ of those surrounding him. He had an excellent 
memory. It seldom occurred to him to go against the orders others might 
lay down for him or to give orders himself. 

His protected life was certainly very difterent from that of his forceful 
grandfather. Sir Drigbijai Sin^h, the tale of whose personal bravery, fear- 
lessness, intelligence, generosity and able administration is still frequently 
sung by the palace bard. Drigbijai Singh’s early days were passed in a time 
of storm and stress, when he oft^n had to fight for his life. After the British 
annexation, he readily adapted himself to the new conditions of peace. He 
was npted for his progressive administration, the hospitals and schools he 
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'built, the tree-lined roads he laid out and the large mango groves he planted 
everywhere throughout his lands. Unfortunately he died as the result of a 
fall from an elephant during a tiger shoot, without leaving a legitimate heir, 
and the succession passed by adoption to Bhagwati Prasad Singh, father of 
the present Maharaja. 

The historical origin of the Balrampur Raj dates only from the early 
fifteenth century, though the family traces the line of its mythological descent 
to Arjuna, hero of the Mahabharata- The title of raja is said to have been 
hereditary in the family from the thirteenth century. During the reign of 
Jahangir, in the seventeenth century, the town of Balrampur was founded. 
At the time of the Mutiny the Raja of Balrampur was recognized as the first 
baron of Oudh, the most powerful of all the taluqdars. 

The estate administration, only temporarily under direct government 
supervision, naturally followed Indian formulas and customs. It is the policy 
of the Court of Wards not to interfere with the internal management of 
estates, provided the revenue is forthcoming, peace is maintained ' and no 
complaints of gross injustice or mismanagement are made. The rights of ordi- 
nary tenants were officially protected by the Oudh Rent Act of 1886 and the 
Amendment of 1921. The latter was supposed to have greatly improved the 
tenants’ position. A tenant was now practically assured of the right to culti- 
vate his holding for life, and his eldest son or heir could inherit his holding 
for a period of five years. His rent could not be enhanced except at ten-year 
intervals, and a fair rate was to be fixed by the officer charged with making 
the settlement. 

For administrative purposes, the Balrampur Estate was divided into 
eighteen tahsils, or subdivisions. The tahsiidar in charge of each subdivision 
was responsible for collecting the rents, not from the tenants but from the 
thekedars, or contractors, appointed for the villages, except in three tahsils 
where rents were collected directly from the tenants. The thekedars received 
from 10 to 25 per cent of the rents they collected and a block of rent-free 
land for their own cultivation. The tahsiidar also auctioned off various con- 
tracts given out by the estate on a yearly basis and settled disputes among the 
tenants. His authority was not final, since anyone had the privilege of con- 
testing a ^decision of his in the hearing of the special manager or assistant 
manager or even of the English deputy commissioner of the district. But in 
practice the tahsiidar was supreme within the limits of the territory assigned 
to him. 

The Pachperwa tahsil, roughly fifteen miles long and ten miles wide, 
contained some thrfc hundred villages and was the richest tahsil of the 
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Balrampur Estate. Its yearly income amounted to three lakhs and seventy-five 
thousand rupees, of which about a third came from rental and the rest from 
contracts and special taxes. 

On the theory that the land itself and everything on top of it or under- 
neath it belonged to the Maharaja, the tenants had practically no rights 
except those of cultivating the actual fields for which they paid rent and 
occupying the houses they themselves had built or bought. For these they 
paid an original ground rent of eight annas for two hhmsy one biswa measu- 
ring twenty paces, and if they sold their houses one fourth the price was 
claimed by the estate. The estate owned the skins of all dead animals, even 
those of the bullocks and buffaloes that the villagers had purchased, and their 
bones as well, selling skins and bones separately to the highest bidders. It 
owned the fish in all the tanks and rivers. It owned the lizards in the fields 
and the mud from which bricks and tiles are made. It owned the rivers, 
tanks and bridges and ferry services. It owned the grass and wild hemp. 

All these resources of the land were exploited through special contracts. 
The highest bidder for a village got all the skins of the village cattle dying 
during the year. He hired low-caste men to skin the dead animals for him* 
Then he sold the skins to local shoemakers, drum makers or leather workers, 
or shipped them off to wholesale dealers in the industrial centres. Our leather 
theka was knocked down for a hundred and fifty rupees to Yasin Khan, who 
was also the leather contractor for four other villages. The bone contractor 
paid three thousand rupees for the privilege of collecting the bones of the 
whole estate. His representatives collected them from the dump heaps out- 
side the village confines. The taboo against anything dead ordinarily pre- 
vents Hindus from making use of bone fertilizer, and all this valuable 
material was shipped away for reduction and export. 

The fine grass which grew wild near the jungle was also auctioned off 
to a contractor. The villagers had to buy their bundles of grass for making 
rope and string from his storehouse. Mahuwa flowers were another source of 
estate income. Every mango grove was rented to a contractor. In the same 
way jackfruit and lemon trees w^re given out on contract. Only the fishermen 
who had bought the right for certain tanks and streams were permitted to fish 
in their waters. 

One day the Tahsildar sent over word that he was about to auction 
three dhup trees growing beside the tahsil building. Benches were arranged 
on two sides, upon which the bidders sat. In Pachperwa an auction was never 
final. The three pine trees in question had already been auctioned three 
times. The first time they wete knocked down at a hundred and fifty rupees, 
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the second time at three hundred. In competition with Hawcli Singh’s 
brother, Vasin Khan pushed the figure up to four hundred and fifty. But 
the Tf’ahsildar told me he would hold the auction once more, because he 
thought he could raise the amount by another seventy-five rupees or so. 

r'ormerly pine used to come to our area from Nepal, but later on ex- 
portation was forbidden, and now" it was scarce. It is looked upon as especi- 
ally fine for funeral pyres, for which it is bought by the rich at fifteen rupees 
a maund — eighty-tw"o pounds — and it is also used in religious ceremonies. 

In the past, tenants were subjected to a host of petty taxes in the 
nature of manorial dues. Twenty-eight such taxes had been abolished under 
order of the Court of Wards just before my arrival. Among them were the 
local ieer of ghi, equal to a little less than two pounds, collected for every 
plough in a village once a year ; a tax on gaidencrs ; taxes on oil mills and' 
sugar mills; two annas for every Chmar ; one rupee from every bridegroom; 
one rupee from every wizard; one rupee from every village or caste headman; 
four annas from every carpenter and from every blacksmith; hhusa husks and 
arhar, to be furnished by rent contractors ; taxes on palanquin bearers and 
musicians, and on ka%is officiating at Mchranmcdan weddings. In most cases 
the ihekcdars were responsible for collecting these and other small taxes from 
the tenants, in money or kind. 

Land rents were colleeted in four-anna instalments, as the saying is, 
that is four times a year. The cash rent system, rcplaci ng the grain rents of 
previous times, now prevails for 90 per cent of the tenants of Oudh. 

Under some of the worst Wazirs of Oudh, exploitation was so ruthless 
that vast areas fell out of cultivation altogether. If a dishonest cfficial removed 
from the threshing floor the lion’s share of a haid-earncd harvest, wKat red- 
ress had the wretched cultivator ? It did not pay cultivators to sow and raise 
a crop, merely to have the King’i> suldicis cany it effiunder theii eyes. The 
older system had one advantage, however. In lean years the rent automati- 
cally adjusted itself to conditions. Nowadays the tenant is responsible for his 
rent, just as the landlord is responsible for his tax, whether crops fail or not, 
unless the situation is so desperate that a remission or postponement of taxes 
is decreed by the government. Under the cash rent system, w^hich forces 
cultivators to sell grain generally at depressed harvest prices, tenants do at 
least know exactly what they are responsible for and can reap the benefit 
from better cultivation or the use of improved seed. 

The main business of the Pachperwa tahsil was carried on inside and 
outside the cluster of yellow buildings festooned with black velvet mould, 
midway between the New Bazar and the village. In the north wall of the 
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principal building was an open recess, and here the Tahsildar sat, generally 
from seven to eleven and from three to six during the cold weather days. In 
hot weather he moved out under the big pakar tree, and his days commenc- 
ed an hour earlier. Ilis own quarters were at one end of the same building, 
and at the other was a narrow windowless room v^here the tahsil money 
aftairs were conducted. The I'rcasnrer and his assistants squatted behind 
foot-high desks, writing out endless accounts. Over their heads were shelves 
of clothbound books, records of past years. Clink, clink, clink rang the silver 
rupees being paid in and counted at the quarterly settlement periods. The 
rupees were placed in strong mesh bags, a thousand to each bag. Whenever 
the sums on hand amounted to more than two thousand rupees, the bags of 
silver were placed in a strong-box and despatched to Balrampur by the three 
o’clock morning train, under the escort of guards. 

The work of the tahsil w'cnt on in thoroughly Indian fashion. Some- 
where a clock w'as hidden aw'ay, but until the Peshkar transferred it to his 
quarters and instituted the custom of having a guard strike the hours on a 
gong suspended from a bamboo tripod, nobody ever thought of counting 
time. When the Tahsildar appeared and sat down at his table, his staff gra- 
dually assembled, and when he n»sc they melted away. There was no fixed 
working day, no fixed time for doing any particular thing, no fixed time for 
meals. Seven days a week, twelve months a year, were exactly alike, except 
that whenever a Hindu or Mohammedan religious festival came around or 
one of the multiple household ceremonies which dominate Hindu life was 
scheduled to take place, a leave of absence was granted as a matter of course. 
1 often contrasted Indian and Western methods of doing business and came to 
the conclusion that if the Western method is more efficient, the Indian is 
more harmonious, less of a strain on the neives. Perhaps the subordination 
of business to leisurely living in India is an instinctive adaptation of the or- 
ganism to environment. 

Everybody made himself physically as comfortable as possible. Any 
kind of costume was permissible. On cold days coloured - woollen shawls or 
padded jackets of bed-quilt design or tweed Norfolk coats were equally in 
vogue. In the hot months bronz.c skinned boys stood behind the chairs of the 
Tahsildar and the Peshkar, fanning them hour after hour with long-handled 
fans. Some members of the staft* found relaxation in chewdng pan. The 
Peshkar’s hookah rested beside him on the ground, and every few minutes he 
turned his head and pulled on the long stiff stem. Cows, goats and buffaloes 
strayed around in front of the tahsil buildings, cropping the short grass. 
Shaggy little horses, front legs tied together, hopped about like kangaroos. 



VOICELESS imiA 


138 


The settlement of innumerable cases involving disputes about land, 
infringement of rules and personal quarrels took up vastly more of the Tahsil- 
dar’s time than the collection of rents. A quarter of the cases went to the 
Peshkar for disposal and a quarter to the eight tahsil panches^ or advisers. 
The remainder the Tahsildar himself handled, with a clerk- and a reader to 
assist him. The duty of the reader was to keep the files in order and present 
the written petitions for consideration. A petition writer served the tenants 
for a fee of three annas. 

For summoning those whose presence was needed and for performing 
any task assigned them, tj;ie Tahsildar maintained a force of fifty men. Seven 
of the fifty received a regular salary of fifteen rupees a month. The others 
were entitled to collect three annas every time they delivered a summons. 
These men, variously called chaprasis, peons or sipahis — anglicized into 
sepoys — were officially under the Jamadar. Twenty or thirty of them were 
always hanging about, leaning on their stout cudgels made of solid bamboos, 
waiting to be sent out on messenger service to villages. Some acted as a per- 
sonal bodyguard to the Tahsildar. They also carried out his orders for 
administering corporal punishment to certain offenders. 

Lord of our little world of Pachperwa was the Tahsildar Sahib, a 
Brahmin of enigmatic personality. It was a long time before I felt I under- 
stood him even a little. Under a drooping gray moustache, the chin slid away 
too suddenly, but a protruding lower lip supplied the determination the face 
might otherwise have seemed to lack. The eyes were small and light brown. 
Now and then he smiled faintly, but he was not demonstrative. He never 
raised his voice, like the Peshkar. When a petitioner presented himself in 
the fashion village folk deem most polite, standing on one leg and clasping 
his hands in supplication, he looked shrewdly at the specimen of humanity 
in front of him and listened in silence. Then, fixing his eyes on the far-away 
mountains, he pronounced judgment in a low voice — remote and dispassion- 
ate. But he was neither. He was like a man playing a game of chess. Even 
the movement of a pawn he watched calculatiiigly. He had been in charge 
of the tahsil three years. If he had a single personal friend among those with 
whom he was in daily association, no one knew it. He himself was well 
aware that behind the flattery with which he was surrounded were fear and 
dislike. 

It was his ambition, the Tahsildar said, to live so simply that he could 
pack all his possessions and leave Pachperwa on ten minutes’ notice. Though 
he might have made himself comfortable in his quarters at Pachperwa, he 
preferred to shut off the main part of the tahsil building and live in two 
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small rooms at one end, opening on an enclosed court. Once he invited me 
to inspect them. They were severely empty, immaculately clean. In one 
room were a chair, a strong box, a small tin trunk used as dressing table, a 
bed, and over it a bamboo pole, across which, neatly folded, hung his ofRcial 
trousers and coats. The dining room contained only a single low wooden 
seat. In a shed at one side the old Brahmin cook prepared the frugal meals. 
He had begun his official service as a clerk at ten rupees a month, and though 
he was now drawing a salary of eighty rupees, he continued to live like the 
ten-rupee derk. But this was not the whole story. At Balrampur, he was 
said to be building a house finer than that of any other official in the city. 

Very astute in worldly affairs, in matters of caste, family and religion, 
the Tahsildar was strictly orthodox. He did not smoke. He never touched 
liquor. He did not chew pan. He did not eat meat, fish or eggs. He did not 
sleep during the hot time of day, like everybody else, and he observed his 
morning and evening worship with regularity, reciting verses from the Feifas 
in the approved manner. 

I spent many hours with the Tahsildar while he was hearing cases. 
The Indian villager has an ingrained respect for authority and, conversely, a 
childlike inability to decide anything for himself. The time-honoured way 
out of a dispute is appeal to a third party. No problem was too small or too 
personal to be brought to the Tahsildar. 

The first case I happened to hear was that of a sturdy young man who 
arrived one morning sobbing loudly. His brother had beaten him. The 
Tahsildar sent a chaprasi to summon the brother. The two men lived in 
adjoining houses, and the plaintiff had pushed some logs of wood over on 
his brother’s ground, which the brother had promptly pushed back again. 
This had precipitated a quarrel. Since the plaintiff was large and strong and 
the brother a* puny little fellow, the alleged beating was absurd. ‘‘But what 
do you want me to do?” the Tahsildar asked finally. “Give my brother a 
beating,” was the vindictive reply. The case was dismissed. 

Many disputes over houses were examined. Since all the land is the 
Maharaja’s, no tenant can put up even a two-foot wall without official per- 
mission from the tahsil. Here is a prolific source of trouble. The villagers 
are always trying to tack a few more feet on to their tiny dwellings. A wall 
spurts out here, an extra room grows out there, a fodder tower springs up 
elsewhere. In the morning the neighbours wake up to find their entrance 
blocked or half their path cut off. One maintains that the wall is a very 
old wall, not new at all, and the others insist the final coating of mud has 
only just dried. The decision is with the estate, and if a man cannot produce 
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his bit of paper giving him permission to build his wall in just that place, 
down it conies. The fact that even the villages have no room for expansion 
indicates the acuteness of the land hunger in this part of India. 

Sometimes a case threw sudden light on deep-rooted caste prejudices. 
A delegation of Hindus arrived one afternoon to enter a complaint because 
the contractor of their village had permitted a shoemaker to build a house in 
the centre of the village. The Peshkar, hearing this case, decreed that the 
shoemaker must build himself a new house on the outskirts of the village in 
accordance with custom and remove to it within fifteen days. The villagers 
wanted him ejected at once, but the Peshkar told them their request was un- 
reasonable. The man should have his two weeks. 

One morning the voices of women in shrill altercation drew me out of 
my tent and over to the tahsil. The Tahsildar had some fifteen of them 
lined up before him, like naughty children. They had been caught secretly 
catching gohs and selling them to a local leather dealer. Gohs are big field 
lizards, which have furnished slippers to Indian women for centuries. But in 
Balrampur gohs arc estate property. A Mussulman had paid ten rupees for 
the privilege of collecting the skins of all field lizards caught in Pachperwa 
tahsil during the year, and he did not intend to have his rights infringed. 
The women were pronounced guilty and made to pay a small fine. 

One poor old toothless woman spent two days around the tahsil while 
the question of her roof hung in the balance. Her husband, now dead, had 
been a village watchman and the thekedar of her village had ordered her to 
turn over the house where she had been living to the new watchman. The 
thekedar maintained that he had offered her a house in the Kori district, 
where she belonged by caste. Too possessionless to be afraid of anybody, she 
called the Tahsildar ‘Elder Brother’ and monotonously reiterated that she 
did not want the house offered to her, but she did want the other one. 
Everybody, including the Tahsildar, was moved by her extreme misery and 
pitiful state, and the thekedar received instructions to let her have the house 
she wanted. 

The Tahsildar was often called upon to protect tenants against the 
unjust exploitation of the rent contractors. From a village a few miles to the 
east, four men and a woman arrived one March afternoon, at the time when 
the three-anna shard of the rents w^s due. They had a curiously secretive 
manner, the spokesman addressing the Tahsildar in a confidential tone. They 
distrusted their thekedar, it seemed. If they, paid him twenty rupees for their 
rent, he gave a receipt for sixteen. How could they know what he had 
written on the paper, until presently they iVere told their receipts s^b^ed 
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arrears in rent? They asked permission to pay the present instalment of 
their rent directly to the tahsil. The Tahsildar requested the treasurer to 
take their money, which they had brought with them, and give the receipt 
in his presence. Their own thumb-prints were duly registered to give the 
proper legal status to the transaction. 

Again, villagers were constantly presenting themselves with petitions 
they knew in advance were illegitimate and could not possibly be granted. 
A police chaprasi wanted the land of his father, who had just died, entered 
in his son’s name. By the Amendment to the Oudh Tenancy Act, the son 
of a statutory tenant was allowed to inherit the holding of his father for a 
period of five years. After that, he was required to enter into a new agreement 
with the estate. The chapras’i hoped to circumvent the legal restriction and 
have his rights recognized for a longer period. He was told that his request 
was useless. 

A T'haru with squinty little eyes and an open, childlike face balanced 
himself storkwise on one leg.* His thekedar had warned him that his well, 
unprotected by any curb, was a danger to man and beast. He was in mortal 
fear that he was going to be arrested. Investigation brought out the fact 
that he lived in Basti district. He had come all the way to Pachperwa, be- 
cause he thought if he went near his own tahsildar he would be punished. 
With the assurance that he need not be afraid of arrest and the advice to 
hurry up and make a temporary mud protection about his well, he went 
off satsfied. 

A strange looking baba, with a heavy V-shaped marking in red and 
yellow on his forehead and hair twisted in a grotesque knot over one eye, 
was another visitor to thjc tahsil building. In his village, everybody except 
the thekedar had paid the village watchman his grain dues. The tenants had 
appointed the baba to appeal to the Tahsildar on behalf of the watchman. 
The thekedar himself suddenly appeared on the scene, probably having 
heard that a complaint was to be lodged against him. He had every inten- 
tion of paying the watchman his grain, he announced with dignity, but he 
had not yet finished his late spring harvesting. When the work was com- 
pleted, the man would receive his proper dues. 

Many cases had to do with ploughmen. No ordinary peasant even 
dreams of rising to the status of a landlord, but every villager is eager for the 
respectability he acquires as a tenant — of only a half acre, it may be, but 
still, a half acre to sow and reap as his own. The position of hired labourers 
is such that nothing but desperate want reduces a man to work on another’s 
land, and ploughmen are consequently recruited by the prosperous from the 
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most wretched of. the population, mostly from the Chamar and Kori castes 
and destitute Mussulmans. Approximately 3,500 field workers are found for 
every thousand farmers in England and Wales, but in the United Provinces 
there are only 133 labourers to every thousand, tenants. 

The chronic dearth of ploughmen is largely due to the condition of 
practical slavery which is their lot. It is customary for an employer when he 
takes a ploughman into his service to advance him a certain sum of money, 
called sa'v^ak — anything from ten or twenty to two hundred rupees. This 
loan is immediately swallowed up for some important event like a wedding, 
and the labourer practically becomes a bond slave to his master. Though 
not recognized by law, the debt is binding by custom. One hired labourer 
can cultivate six acres. His wages are customarily one fifth of the crop he 
produces, barely enough to feed himself and his family, who often help with 
the weeding. Sometimes, instead of grain payment and a cash advance, he 
accepts six or eight rupees a month as wages. If crops fail, the ordinary 
ploughman is compelled to draw advances of grain for subsistence, and so he 
sinks more and more in debt. Years pass, and there is no change in his hope- 
less condition of debt and starvation. 

This explains why ploughmen arc constantly defaulting. In our dis- 
trict, with the Nepalese border conveniently at hand, they frequently crossed 
over and hired themselves under more advantageous terms to new master^, or 
even took up land of their own. Or somebody bribed a ploughman to desert, 
paying off the old debt as part of a new advance. To save wrangles and in- 
trigues the Tahsildar had ruled that in his domain no ploughman could 
leave one employer for another in the same village. If he shifted his services, 
he had to go entirely outside his former village. 

Ploughman cases came thick and fast in May, just before the heavy field 
work of the year was to commence. The Tahsildar used his own discretion 
in settling them. One man had returned after fourteen years’ residence in 
Nepal and hired himself out to a certain thekedar. Immediately his former 
employer put in a claim for 140 rupees advanced twenty years before. The 
Tahsildar ordered him to accept 100 rupees and cancel the remainder of the 
debt. Another typical dispute was between a ploughman, who wanted to go 
over to a new employer, and his old thekedar, to whom he owed ten rupees 
and thirty-three maunds of grain. The Tahsildar forbade him to leave until 
his debt was paid. The ploughman would have no difficulty in getting any 
number of men to take him over, he said, with only this small obligation tp 
settle. The thekedar had brought along a book containing the account. It 
revealed that the ploughman’s one fifth of the preceding year’s harvest, 
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which happened to be a poor one, had come to exactly nineteen maunds and 
eleven seers of grain — fifteen hundred pounds. He had had to borrow thirty 
additional maunds even to keep himself and his small family alive. Naturally 
he could save nothing to pay off his debt. 

To the Tahsildar’s court also came all sorts of intimate family affairs 
for adjustment. A low-caste Hindu woman had married again, after the 
death of her husband. Her former husband’s parents demanded that the 
jewelry she had received from their son as a wedding present be returned to 
them. The Tahsildar agreed, and the second husband, who represented the 
wife, said they were quite ready to accede to the demand. 

Another woman, a widow, had called her brother from Tulsipur two 
years before to manage her eight acres, now entered in the name of her 
young son. Then, having remarried, she wanted her brother to leave. The 
Tahsildar decreed that since she had persuaded the brother to give up his 
home and move his family and his plough, he should be permitted to culti- 
vate her fields another year, after which he should leave. The woman was 
not satisfied. She left, insisting that she would refer .her case to the 
Deputy Sahib. 

Occasionally loud voices betokened something of special concern- 
sure to be a tragedy for somebody. Once I came upon a man with a yellow 
turban waving his hands excitedly and shouting at the top of his voice at 
the Tahsildar. Fifty maunds of paddy had just disappeared from the mud 
granary in his house. He had been away overnight. Obviously someone in 
the village was responsible. He had recently had a quarrel with his Moham- 
medan thekedar and was sure that some of the thekedar’s men had perpetra- 
ted the theft in revenge. The loss was ruinous. His total supply of food for 
the rest of the year and seed for the next year’s crop were gone. The Tah- 
sildar promised to investigate, but there ^emed little likelihood that the 
man would actually recover his grain. 

In addition to carrying on the routine work at headquarters, the 
Tahsildar and the Peshkar went out from time to time to investigate parti- 
cular cases on the spot. The Peshkar took me along with him on one such 
occasion. We made the usual early morning start, getting off by elephant 
before six. Striking out across the dried fields, we presently came to the 
village for which we were heading, a tiny cluster of huts beside a mango grove. 

The Peshkar’s first task was to inspect a new well. The well was of 
substantial burnt brick, with a cement curb. It was not yet finished, but the 
mason working on it measured the water and reported that it was four yards 
in depth, This was satisfactory, and the villagers who had assembled wer? 
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told they could begin drawing water ns soon as the ground excavated around 
the well had been filled in. When I learned that work on the well had been 
started sixteen months before, the progress seemed a bit slow, especially since 
the only source of drinking water for the village up to now was an insanitary, 
oily-looking pond. 

Our next port of call was a good sized village with a building dispute 
to be settled. A Mussulman had recently erected a fodder tower in the exact 
centre of the road near his house. Not only had he built a large tower, six 
or eight feet high, but he had surrounded it with a square platform of mud 
as a protection, so that all traffic passing this point had to squeeze through 
a space barely a foot and a half wide. 'The Peshkar shouted at the abashed 
man in his loudest and angriest tones, took a hoe,\and himself chopped the 
platform away. Then he ordered the man to have the whole tow’er down by 
night. The offender meekly promised to obey, knowing well that he did not 
have a leg to stand on. 

We w'cnt on, led by a large group of villagers to the scene of another' 
dispute. Here somebody had shifted his silo to a position close to a well. 
The people were complaining that it interfered w'ith drawing water. The 
Peshkar angrily ordered the tower to l^c torn dowm. But suddenly the man 
produced a permit signed by the Tahsildar, and the Peshkar w\is forced to 
withdraw his order. The next complaint was entered by a woman. Her 
next'door neighbour had recently moved his fodder house tw'o yards up her 
lane, in order to have room for placing his cart in the vacant space. This 
arrangement effectively blocked her opening. A hoc w'as again demanded, . 
and the Peshkar marked a line down the middle of the mud tower. The 
northern half was to be chopped down by sunset. 

There were two thekedars for this village, a fat Brahmin owning a 
twelve-anna share, and a lean Mohammedan w'ith a four-anna share. They 
entertained us in an open thatched shelter. They, too, had a complaint to 
register. Some of the tenants were refusing to give their stipulated five days 
of hegar» According to estate rules, every tenant had to render five days of 
free service a year to his thekedar and as many days to the tahsildar as he 
might require on behalf of the estate — perhaps a week. 

While the Peshkar was supporting the position of the thekedars and 
instructing them to send any tenants wKo refused to viotk to 
o^natver^ ax oxvee lot ^ TvwmWt ol -weV pcop\e mysteriously began to 

appear on the scene. Word of my presence was flying through the village, 
and out of the huts they came, mothers bringing their little babies nearly 
dead with dysentery, old blind women, a goitre patient, a leper with his feet 
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tied up in dirty rags. Everywhere the same story of helpless ignorance in the 
face of disease, the devastating absence of care. Life seemed suddenly 
altogether sad. But the Mohammedan thekedar sent off for some large plates 
of brightly coloured straw, woven by the women of his household, to present 
to us. The Peshkar handed one of them to our elephant driver with the 
remark that he might use it for the elephant’s chapatis, and as we rode away 
it was the laughter of the village at his joke, not its groans, that echoed in 
our ears. 

As the months passed, one aspect of the tahsil administration impressed 
itself on me deeply. Although the estate was at this time under government 
control and could scarcely have had an abler manager, with higher personal 
standards, than Kan war Jasbir Singh, many of the minor officials showed a 
tendency mercilessly to exploit those over whom they exercised power. In 
this respect they merely shared a common human inheritance, but nowadays 
the Indian masses, illiterate and poor, are no longer protected by the strong 
village organization in force until a century ago. Laws arc not a sufficient 
safeguard. Unless those charged with administrative duties are stripped of 
the prerogatives of a sacred official class and acquire a little practical idealism, 
and unless the voiceless millions are properly equipped for their own self- 
defense, laws merely furnish new excuses for those on top indirectly to exploit 
and grind down the masses. 

Forced labf)ur is a feudal institution still generally practised in the 
Indian States and throughout rural India, though it is now under legal res- 
triction, The law requires all government officials on district tour to pay for 
services exacted from villagers — eight annas a day for the use of a bullock 
cart, four annas in wages a day for general labour, and all supplies to be paid 
for according to market value. In theory, service is rendered in return for 
service given. The king or landlord or government assures the people of 
protection through an accredited representative; the grateful cultivators lend 
their carts for transport duty and furnish necessary supplies of wood, charcoal 
milk, food and so forth. But in practice begar, forced labour, is plain extortion. 

My first inkling of the extent to which the abuse can be carried was 
when it so happened that the then Governor of the United Provinces, Sir 
William Marris, decided that he would like to have a tiger shoot iii the Bal- 
rampur forests during Christmas week* His F-xceWency became, naturally, 
?jthe guest of the Maharaja, and the estate prepared to entertain him. 

I There were, I believe, eight persons in the Governor’s Christmas 
jparty. At least one thousand men worked for a solid month to prepare the 
[camp si^te, levelling the ground, erecting a bazar to supply food for the several 
IQ 
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hundred beaters and attendants, installing a water supply and putting up the 
tents. Some men were sent from Balrampur and paid nominal wages, but the 
rest were commandeered from surrounding villages and received nothing. 
Potters were rounded up and sent over to make on the spot twenty thousand 
pots. The number seemed extraordinary, but I was assured that pots to this 
number were actually produced. They included cooking vessels, water jars, 
drinking cups and flower pots. At the last moment word came that His Ex- 
cellency would prefer ‘natural surroundings,’ and plans for camp decoration 
were forthwith abandoned. The flower pots were brought back and stacked 
in the unused rooms of the tahsil, and afterward I fell heir to seventy of 
them, since nobody else had any use for them. Five hundred string bed- 
steads were requisitioned from the villages and sent to the camp. Hundreds 
of carts were taken to carry supplies. Forty buffaloes and twenty cows were 
taken from the villagers to furnish the milk, in addition to one or two cows 
especially purchased. Straw, fodder, thatching grass and charcoal were 
supplied by the ton. 

For all this legal entertainment of the English Governor of the United 
Provinces the Indian villagers had to pay. The estate voted a sum of 5,000 
rupees for expenses, but part of this went to pay the beaters. At shooting 
parties it is customary etiquette for officials to pay their own beaters, at the 
rate of three annas a day, with a bonus if a tiger turns up in the beat. But 
it was thought that His Excellency should not p;^y for more than three hun- 
dred for his five hundred beaters, and the estate took care of the rest. Need- 
less to say, the Governor himself could scarcely have known the questionable 
background of his plcasent ten days, and as a guest of the Maharaja of Bal- 
rampur he was under no responsibility to inquire. I doubt whether even the 
leading estate officials were aware of the extent to which begar was exacted 
within the tahsil. 

My own house was a case in point. When I came to the village, I did 
not know more than a hundred words of Hindustani and naturally I was not 
in a position to supervise the enterprise of house-building. The Tahsildar 
managed everything for me. It was not for some weeks that it began to 
,dawn on me that forced labour was being used. I kept telling the Tahsildar 
I wanted everybody who worked on the house to be paid a fair wage 
according to local standards, but he remarked that with this attitude I would 
make it difficult in future fo* him to obtain free tahsil service. Hundreds of 
those who carried bricks and earth I now know must have gone unpaid. As 
the labourers came in groups to work a day or two at a time from many 
diflerent villages, it was impossible to check ovet the list, I tried to feel 
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later on that my free ^'dispensary” was some slight return to tne community 
at large for my unwitting use of its services under the traditional system 
of extortion. 

But this open tax officially recognized as legitimate was nothing com- 
pared with the constant secret extortion practised upon luckless tenants and 
thekedars. Whenever an official arrived and set up camp it was the duty of 
the Jamadar of the tahsil to see that the ground where the tents were 
pitched was covered with straw, that charcoal or wood was on hand, that a 
supply of milk was forthcoming, that carts werfe waiting to move the outfit 
on to the next camping site. The occasion was always one for general looting. 
Subordinate officials had even worked out a system for turning begar into 
cash profits for themselves. A bullock cart was wanted. If the thekedar 
requested to furnish it could not secure one or needed his cart for other pur- 
poses, he paid five rupees instead. Five hundred bundles of thatching grass 
might be required for renovating estate buildings. If a man said he had no 
grass to spare, he had to hand out ten rupees in its place. A mere demand 
for grass was commonly recognized as a money exaction. Four seers of milk; 
might be ordered. Well, give two rupees ipistead. A jungle thekedar was told 
to send wood. With a sigh, he substituted seven rupees, A canister of ghi 
was requisitioned. The person upon whom the demand fell found it cheaper 
to pay four rupees. Since not one thekedar, but several, would be exploited 
for each and every supposed need of an official, large sums found their way 
into somebody’s pocket, or more generally into several pockets. 

The grafting system spreads from the top down. A thekedar bears 
much the same relation to the tenants of- his village that the tahsildar bears 
to the thekedars. When he wants a cart or has to provide one for somebody 
else’s use, one of his servants goes out and stands at a bridge or some conve- 
nient spot where carts must pass and holds up every driver in turn, with the 
unwelcomO news that he must come at once and do some work for a superior. 
The poor man wants to take his grain to the bazar or to work in his own 
fields, and he offers the peon six annas to iet him off. After holding up 
several villagers in the same fashion, finally, when the time is exhausted, a 
victim is pounced upon who is compelled to come along and work as ordered. 
Theoretically the thekedar can exact five days of free labour from every 
tenant, and the tahsil can take a week, but in reality theie is very little check 
of any sort, if the man with power chooses to exploit those under him. 
There are too many ways in which retaliation is possible, should a tenant resist. 

I could scarcely doubt that the local estate officials with whom I came 
in cont?ict were culpable. The opporturfKes werQ too many, the pressure too 
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great, the Uadition too fixed. In many cases, however, custom actually 
approved certain forms of indirect bribery. Present-s called nazarana and 
sakml are made on certain occasions by a subordinate to his superior. I found 
that every thekedar was expected to make a ^^present” to the tahsildar with 
or after the payment of the fourth installment of his rent, in July or August. 
It was not official bribery, since it was not payment for any specific favour, 
but was intended rather to purchase general good will for the ensuing 
months. But the annual present, judging by the murmured complaints I 
heard, was not exactly voluntary. Since the amounts ranged from fifty rupees 
for a small village to two hundred or more for a large one, the summer 
meant a rich harvest to the tahsildar. It was commonly understood that estate 
tahsildars might hope to retire in ten years with a hundred thousand rupees, 
if all went well. 

That Indian administration in many departments, governmental and 
private, is corrupt, everybody knows quite well. Europeans always assume 
that an Jndian can and ought to live on a few rupees a month while they 
themselves spend hundreds or thousands. Salaries for the lower Indian officials 
are utterly, inadequate. Our tahsildar, for instance, responsible for the 
administration of a territory with a population of eighty thousand people and 
handling the collection of an annual revenue of well above a lakh, received 
a salary of eighty rupees a month. The Peshkar drew thirty. These men had 
studied upto university standard, spoke English well, and ranked as men of 
superior training and position. Another main source of trouble is complete 
uncertainty of office. Tenure is largely dependent on the personal equation. 
The inevitable conclusion is, ^‘Make hay while the sun shines.** It is the 
old maxim of office in every country of the world. The only difference I 
could discover in this respect between Pachperwa and New York or Chicago 
was that while graft in the latter could be estimated in millions of dollars, 
in my Indian village it was in hundreds of rupees. 
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Village an6 t^e iSovemment 

AN INDIAN VILLAGE NOT BELONGING TO A MAHARAJA 
or big landlord would hav^ closer ties with the government than we had, 
more political awareness. “Goaramint,” as it was occasionally referred to, 
played no permanent role in Pachperwa consciousness, though its ghostly 
hand was known to hold the ultimate power. Visiting officials were treat- 
ed with unctuous politeness and nervous dread by local authorities, with 
unstudied politeness and beguiling simplicity — masking astonishing depths 
of reserve — by humble nobodies. They were here to-day and gone to-morrow, 
symbolizing a petition to be laid at somebody’s feet, a fluttering hope that it 
might be granted, inspiring a sense of awe*that great ones like the Tahsildar 
and the Thanadar suddenly grew unbelievably meek and stood up respect- 
fully to take orders from the lean pale Englishmen or their subordinates. 
These men were respected and feared, but scarcely loved. Among the younger 
generat'^on, dislike of the sahibs is to-day almost universal. How can it be 
otherwise ? Their ways are alien to Indian ways, they themselves— with but 
rare exceptions — unsympathetic to everything Indian. But in Pachperwa 
only one man, squint-eyed Devi Prasad, openly dared to express antagonistic 
political views. 

Devi Prasad was a professed Non-cooperator. He was supposed to have 
been converted in the Balrampur bazars. He was educated, in the sense of 
being able to read and write, and he could talk persuasively. During the early 
days of the Non-cooperation movement, after the Amritsar catastrophe in the 
spring of 1919, he put on homespun and went about the villages telling the. 
tenants not to pay their rent and not to perform begar service. India was 
going to get rid of the foreigners. Everybody was going to be rich. Soon all 
would ride in motor cars. 

The villagers listened. Perhaps Devi Prasad was right. Still, if they 
did not pay their rent, they were certain to be turned out of their little plots 
of land, and then w'here would their food come from ? Devi Prasad^s svpar^ 
might give luxuries, but would it supply necessities ? They took up a collec- 
tion for Devi Prasad, in pice and handfuls of grain, and paid their rent aS 
usual when the instalments fell due* Later, when Devi Prasad was . arrested 
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and sent to Gonda jail for a year, they were thankful they had not followed 
his advice. Government, whatever it was, was like caste or cholera. It was 
futile to fight it. Just the same, the words sankjn. Devi Prasad had a timid 
following. 

I made the acquaintance of our outstanding Non-cooperator under 
peculiar circumstances the very first day I joined the Pachperwa camp of the 
Jasbir Singhs. At the manager’s request, the Tahsildar escorted me on a walk 
through the village. On the way back we stopped at the dispensary. On the 
verandah floor lay a corpse-like figure wrapped in a gray sheet. It looked 
rather dreadful. I asked what the trouble was, and the Tahsildar perfunc- 
torily translated my question to the Doctor. His apathy disappeared as he 
listened to the latter’s reply, 

^‘This man is a bad character,” he presently announced. ^^His name 
is Devi Prasad, and he calls himself a Non-cooperator. He has given the 
estate much trouble. He stirs up the tenants. Eight or ten of my m^n fell 
on him as he was coming from tjie station last night and beat him with 
iatiis* It seems his arm is broken.” 

When I settled at Pachperwa a month later, Devi Prasad came round 
to see if I could do anything for his injured arm, now hanging stiff and 
crooked as a fish hook at his side. He was not prepossessing, with his squint 
eye, but he showed a certain grotesque good humour., Beatings were evidently 
quite in his line. He appeared to take them, like his prison sentence, as a 
itiark of real distinction. When Devi Prasad wasn’t non-cooperating by word 
of mouth, however, he was very much an ordinary villager, worrying about 
crops and making a desperate effort to raise the necessary rupees to marry his 
younger sister, a responsibility resting solely upon him since the death of his 
father. Presumably he also paid the Maharaja’s representative the rent of his 
own six acres, or he certainly would not have been permitted to retain them. 

Another Non-cooperator who visited Pachperwa was a lawyer who had 
rfenounced a successful practice in support of Gandhi’s movement for complete 
nonrecognition of the government. He had not, like many others, taken it 
up again after the movement had died down. Instead he had joined an or- 
ganization, affiliated with the Indian National Congress, to give free legal 
advice to villagers. This organization was supported by voluntary contribu- 
tions and had branches in every district. The purpose was to save the villagers 
from ruinous exploitation at the hands of unscrupulous lawyers, and to in- 
struct them in their rights as tenants. This man, who spoke excellent English, 
betrayed real feeling for the wretched condition of the Oudh tenants when 
he called upon me. He was particularly incensed over the abuses of the 
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begar system. His society was using most of its funds to buy supplies required 
by officials on tour, so that the villagers might be protected from this peren- 
nial extortion. Unfortunately funds were insufficient. I could not see that 
any of the burden had as yet been removed from the thin shoulders of the 
villagers of Pachperwa. 

The strength and popularity of the Nationalist compaign in the villages, 
however, was not to be underestimated. When Mahatma Gandhi on one of his 
tours visited the Gonda district, he received voluntary contributions amount- 
ing to considerably more than a hundred thousand rupees. Money poured in 
from every source, including numbers of women^s associations. The Oudh 
villagers might profess little interest in debates of the Indian Legislative 
Assembly at Delhi, but they all knew the meaning of swaraj, and most of 
them were convinced that in some mysterious way, when self-government 
came, they would be less hungry. Nowadays whenever mass civil disobedi- 
ence breaks out in India, the government has to face the grim programme of 
non-payment of taxes. To judge by nation-wide demonstrations which have 
taken place against the salt tax, the timidity that formerly characterized the 
Indian villagers and made them utterly helpless is now fast disappearing. In 
its place is a new fearlessness, the outcome of a growing solidarity. 

Formerly the Indian village was entirely self-sustaining and very largely 
self-governing. Fields and grazing ground were common property, furnishing 
all necessary food. Any surplus, instead of being exported, as it is now, was 
stored against times of shortage or famine. Under lawless rule the peasants 
suffered severely, and they were always subject to ill treatment by their own 
dishonest tax collectors. Yet, as a communal group, they were better able to 
resist oppression than they are as so many weak individuals. Even during the 
Mohammedan period there was no attempt on the part of the rulers to inter- 
fere with the traditional Hindu village organization. It was not until the 
advent, less than a century ago, of a centralized British administration that 
village life began to lose its old autonomous character and to sink toward its 
present low level. 

There is plenty of evidence in the reports of East India Company offi- 
cials to show what the old-time Indian village institution was like. The 
accounts of early travellers also contain incidental references. Living tradition 
is itself an important source of information ; for customs and habits thousands 
of years old continue to persist, though they have lost their vitality under 
the alien influence of the present regime. 

The village headman, responsible for paying to the collector the reve- 
nue due to the ruUr from the village and for maintaining general order, had 



152 


FOICELESS INDIA 


a more or less hereditary position. He was assisted by the village accountant, 
who kept a careful rec(^d of field production and saw that every family 
received its proper share in the harvest distribution, including the village 
servants. The most characteristic aspect of village life was its self-sufficiency. 
This was possible because the village remained an ancestral home from 
generation to generation. Disputes were settled by a council of influential 
elders, the panchayat, originally consisting of five members. Watchmen, 
paid out of the village grain, were charged with the police duties. A few 
artisans made all the essential tools and utensils in return for a fixed share 
of the crop. A barber and a washerman served the village on the same basis. 
A goldsmith generally managed to do a thriving private business. A local 
money-lender acted as general financier. Local weavers produced cloth for 
ordinary use, commonly from yarn spun by the women of a household. A 
priest who performed the family religious ceremonies, and very often a 
teacher who gave simple instruction to the sons of the better tradesmen and 
well-to-do members of the community, fulfilled the remaining needs of the 
village. A man did not desert his home as his prosperity increased, but 
attained standing and honour within the community by practising the tradb 
tional virtues of a householder. He built a tjpmple or tank for his village. 
He planted trees. He dispensed charity. He contributed to the support of 
poor students. 

In the present scheme of administration in India, applicable to British 
India only, of course, certain subjects of administration are allocated to the 
central ahd provincial government. To the central government, for example, 
fall defence, external relations, customs, salt and opium administration, the 
department of post and telegraph, civil and criminal law, police, railways, 
currency and coinage. The provincial governments handle such ‘transferred’ 
subjects as local self-government, public health and sanitation, education, 
public works and agriculture. A limited franchise has come into existence, 
in which the principle of communal representation ""has been deliberately set 
up, but both in the provincial legislative councils and in the Central Legis- 
lative Assembly, a certain number of seats are reserved for government 
appointees. In matters of finance, the elected representatives of the people 
are under executive control. They have no voice over military appropriations 
and the Viceroy and the English Provincial Governors, through powers re- 
served to thern of vetoing any bill or certifying the necessity for enforcement 
of any rejected bill, can always override the Indian vote. 

The so-called ‘reforms’ were first proposed durning the war of 
1914-1918 at a time when ar revolution in India would have been fatal to 
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England. In judiciously vague phraseology, the new policy was proclaimed. 
It looked toward the “gradual development of self-governing institutions 
with a view to the progressive realization of responsible government in India 
as an integral part of the British Empire.” 

As a part of the programme, there was to be a general examination of 
the working of the governmental reforms at the end of ten years, presumably 
as a preliminary step to a further extension of self-government in India. 

In accordance with this provision the ill-starred Indian Statutory 
Commission — which incidentally w^as not Indian at all but a purely British 
body — began its investigation of Indian afhiirs under the leadership of Sir 
John Simon in 1928. From the start it worked under the handicap of bitter 
Indian opposition, which took the form of a general boycott. Its report, 
issued in June, 1930, proved once more the inacceptability to those con- 
cerned of foreign official investigations which, however conscientiously per- 
formed, will always necessarily fail to take into account the psychological fac- 
tors in any demand for independence. Various recommendations were duly 
made— a federal union eventually to include both British India and the 
semi-independent Indian States, self-government to be granted the provinces 
in accordance with their capacity to exercise it, abolition of the clumsy 
scheme of ‘dyarchy,’ or divided responsibility, exteiasion of the franchise 
from 2^ per cent to 10 per cent of the population, more revenue to be made 
available to local bodies. No mention of dominion status, however, appeared 
in all the 747 pages of the two-volume report. The Indian press and public 
sentiment almost universally rejected it, convinced that it offered nothing to 
satisfy Nationalist demands. 

The cautious proposals of the Simon Report are now outdated. The 
first Indian Round Table Conference met in London without Gandhi and 
without the participation of any Nationalist delegates. To the surprise of 
India no less than of England, the Indian Princes supported the idea of an 
immediate federation of their States and British India, thus apparently 
making possible an effective Indian constitution. Gandhi and some twenty 
thousand political prisoners were released from His Majesty’s jails. But the 
seesawing of political aspirations and conflicting interests still goes on. 

Relations between the village at one end and the government at the 
other, as they stand at present, are technically controlled through district 
headquarters. British India is divided into 267 districts roughly averaging 
four thousand square miles, with a population not far short of a million. 
Within the various provinces the districts are grouped together into divisions 
under commissioners, but the deputy commissioner—also known as a magis- 
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trate or collector — in charge of a single district^ stands before the people as 
the most important and immediate representative of government. He exer- 
cises combined administrative and judicial functions and has an ample staff 
of subordinates, including a few Englishmen and a number of minor Indian 
officials and petty clerks. The district officer, a doctor who goes by the title 
of civil surgeon, a superintendent of police, a judge, possibly a forest officer 
and a railway man, with their wives, make up the little world of officialdom 
at district headquarters. The district itself is divided into tahsils for purposes 
of revenue collection. Indian tahsildars are in charge of these, and under 
them come the kanuitgosy who supervise the work of the village accountants. 
For policing and postal service, district circles are established. District and 
municipal boards are responsible for roads and education. Such, in skeleton, 
is the administrative system that reaches out to the Indian village. 

The forty thousand miles or more of railway lines now extending in a 
vast network all over India have brought many changes into the rural areas. 
The Pachperwa Bazar was filled with small articles formerly unknown in 
Oudh — many of them worthless, it must be confessed. Others undoubtedly 
indicated a rise in the standard of living. I could not feel that Asgar Ali was 
better off for wearing socks made in Japan or a ring from Czecho-Slovakia, or 
even for admiring himself in a German mirror. On the other hand, the 
railway brought coal to Pachperwa for Haweli Singh’s manufacture of bricks and 
hauled salt and iron and cloth and many other useful commodities at a cheap 
rate. It also bore away great stacks of lumber and grain with considerable 
profit to the contractors and merchants. 

The metre-guage railway line, a branch of the Bengal and Northwest- 
ern, swinging in a loop from Gonda to Gorakhpur, was our most tangible 
connection with the outside world. Four trains a day staggered along the 
embankment at the rate of ten to twelve miles an hour. The villagers used 
the railway as a matter of course for going on visits and making pilgrimages. 
Passenger fares in India are the cheapest in the world, averaging less than an 
anna a mile for all classes together. The Indian people have always travelled 
extensively within their own country, but formerly a journey could not be 
lightly undertaken. Nowadays one can cross the 1,350 miles from Calcutta 
to Bombay in less than two days and nights, and travel from Peshawar, on 
the border of Afghanistan to Tuticorin, in the extreme south, in less than 
five days. 

Great emphasis is usually laid on the British contributipn of railways 
to India. The fact that railways ate the product of the modern age and that 
India would have had them inevitably is often overlooked. The railways, 
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moreover, have permitted the strategic control of India by a foreign power 
and the economic penetration of the country. There seems to be justihcation 
for the view of many economists that the development of waterways, first, 
VIould have served Indian interests better. The railways have not been a 
philanthropic gift. British capital, has always been guaranteed its interest, no 
matter whether the railways were made to pay or not, out of the revenues 
supplied by the Indian taxpayers. 

' The railway development, however, is responsible for the modern 
postal service, knitting the country closer together. Where no dispensary 
exists, the rural postal agent has added the sale of quinine to his functions, and 
larger offices accept savings accounts and issue postal life insurance policies. 
In Pachperwa, the Doctor, who acted as postmaster in his spare time, re- 
ceived as many as a hundred letters a day for distribution within the village 
and the surrounding area. 

Sometimes contingencies arose. When a money order for fifty rupees 
came one day for a tahsil peon, the sum was so large the Babuji could not 
dream of paying it out of the postal funds on hand. He had to collect from 
‘outside,’ and before the peon actually received his money three weeks 
elapsed ! Stamps, too, presented a troublesome problem. The Babuji seemed 
to feel that he ought to economize on stamps. Once we ran out of stamps 
altogether, and for three whole days letters had to be dispatched to Gonda 
with cash. Yet he was methodical and careful. He spent five or six hours a 
day, at the minimum, sorting letters and writing out accounts in the little 
cubbyhole that served as an office, at the entrance to his house. Squatting on 
the floor, amid a clutter of letters, perhaps bare to the waist as the village 
barber shaved him, he solemnly undertook to represent the government postal 
department at the very inadequate salary of twelve rupees a month, plus fees 
on postal orders and parcels. 

Besides the Babuji we had two full-time village postmen, drawing 
Salaries of sixteen rupees a month. One collected and despatched the mail 
and delivered letters in Pachperwa. The other made the rounds of some three 
hundred villages and hamlets within the tahsil, served by our branch post 
office. Jagannath Prasad, the young Brahmin who went out to the villages, 
was my favourite. I shall never forget the “God save you, sir !” with which 
he handed me my first letter. His great brown eyes reminded me of a frigh- 
tened deer. Not long after, he announced one morning, “I feel very loves 
for you !” The statement was wholly innocent. It was his naive way of tell- 
ing me that my presence in the village was welcome to the general community. 
The Brahmin compounder at the dispensary, with whom he lived when not 
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out on his rounds, said that Jagannath Prasad always prayed in his morning 
and evening puja, “God save the Miss sahiba.” 

His work was not easy from a physical standpoint. He walked on an 
average twenty miles a day, calling at all the villages within his jurisdictimi 
at least once a week. He was able to lighten the work of distributing mail 
by planting himself in a conspicuous spot and delivering letters in person 
at the Wednesday bazar, to which everybody came crow'ding from the sur-^ 
rounding countryside. While he was away he scarcely ever knew where the 
nights would overtake him. If a parcel was to be delivered for which money ' 
had to be collected, he often waited hours while the owner scurried around 
raising the required sum. He himself was frequently called upon to read 
letters he brought to illiterate persons from equally illiterate relatives or 
friends, who had had recourse to professional letter writers. He also drafted 
answers for an anna or two. 

But wherever the nights found him, he was sure of hospitality. There 
was always somebody at whose house he could stay. He could accept un- 
cooked rice offered by any Hindu of respectable caste, but he had to cook it 
himself. He always carried along his cooking pot and his own drinking vessel. 
As a result of the irregular meals he was beginning to experience digestive 
trouble and was eager. to be transferred to Tulsipur, where his wife lived in 
an older brother’s household. Much as I knew I should miss the benefits of 
his daily petition to God to save me, I wrote a model letter to the authorities 
for him to sign, and in due course the desired transfer was effected. 

Since ours was a large village it boasted a government upper primary 
school. Like the post office, this served a radius of some miles. As a rule. the 
Indian village school is poorly housed. The substantial brick schoolhouse of 
Pachperwa, opposite the dispensary, had recently been erected by the Maha- 
raja of Balrampur. A high wall with a gate fronted the road, and behind was 
an enclosed court with a low open-faced building at the back. In cold whe- 
ther the boys sat on long strip of cloth or matting in the court. When the 
sun grew hot they moved under cover. 

School opened officially at eight in winter, from March at six, but 
some of the youngsters had a long way to come, and nobody was concerned 
with punctuality. They trailed past the Happy House at all hours, carrying 
their wooden slates and reed pens and little paper books wrapped in a cloth, 
swinging their ink bottles on a string. Although the names of two hundred 
boys were listed on the school register, only a quarter of that number were 
in daily attendance^ and not more than fifteen or twenty wore ever on hand 
for the opening morning prayer. 
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The straggling row which lined up outside the school wall ranged in 
size from a tall boy completing the sixth-year class to Haweli Singh’s little 
five-year-old, who wore his hair in a pigtail hanging from beneath a purple 
and gold cap and had kohl around his eyes, put there by an adoring mother 
to make him look more beautiful. Verse by verse, a big boy vould recite the 
prayer, acceptable to both Hindus and Mussalmans, and the rest would repeat 
the words after him. 

There were four teachers, a head teacher of the Kayasth caste — the 
clerical and writing caste — and three Brahmin assistants. The boys w'ere 
grouped according to classes, and the four teachers were always hearing four 
classes jecitc their lessons aloud at the same time, so that all day a deafening 
babble arose from the vicinity of the school. The curriculum covered only 
simple arithmetic, some slight instruction in Indian geography, and reading 
and writing in Hindi and Urdu, the two vernaculars of the district. 

In so far as it raised the percentage of literacy in the community, the 
school was a useful institution. It seemed to me a sad and shocking fact 
that only ten out of a hundred persons in British India could pass the simple 
test of literacy — ability to write a short letter in any vernacular and read an 
answer. With the single exception of the Northwest Frontier Province, our 
province ranked lowest in the scale. Out of the total population of twenty 
years and over, eighteen males were literate for every hundred, but only two 
females. In backward rural areas like Oudh, the figures fell far below these 
averages. In our particular district of Gonda, instead of one out of ten, only 
one out of forty -four persons was literate, and scarcely one woman out of five 
hundred. It is not surprising that the tahsil did a heavy business in thumb- 
printing by way of registering signatures. 

The inefficiency of the village school in India is well known. It does 
not succeed in making more than a small number literate, because only a 
handful of children remain in attendance for more than two years. The 
result is that even those who acquire the rudiments of reading and waiting 
soon lapse into permanent illiteracy. 

Part of the trouble may be attributed to mistakes in the early govern- 
ment educational programme for India At first the Government left the pro- 
blem of education to the missionaries. In 1835 it adopted as its educational 
policy the fostering of secondary schools and colleges for teaching Western 
learning through the medium of English. The objective was primarily to 
train a body of men friendly to the whole foreign system who copld take 
over minor posts at lower salaries than Englishmen were willing to accept. 
The gchem’fe worked admirably until there were more Western educated 
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Indians than there were posts to fill. Then a harvest of discontent was 
reaped, which has swelled with every fresh crop of B.A.’s. The policy was 
not suited to India’s needs and is now recognized to have been a mistake. 

Though British India maintains some fifteen universities, the education 
of the masses has been almost entirely neglected. As late as 191 1, when the 
patriot Gopal Krishna Gokhale, for the first time, tried to introduce a 
measure for compulsory elementary education into the old Imperial Legis- 
lative Council, it was opposed by the government on the ground that funds 
were not available and the time was not yet ripe for this radical step. 

General educational progress in India has consequently been very slow. 
Since education was transferred to Indian ministers in the various provinces 
some years ago, a most noticeable advance in the school programme has been 
made. More funds are now devoted to education. Primary education acts 
have already been passed in most of the provinces, giving district and 
municipal boards the right to make education compulsory for boys, and in 
specified areas for girls as well. It is encouraging that in the past few years 
compulsory education has been introduced in more than a hundred munici- 
palities and 1,500 rural areas but most of the rural areas arc in the Punjab. 
English opinion as well as Indian is now tardily supporting the idea of com- 
pulsory primary education, recognizing that little improvement can be effec- 
ted in the condition of rural India without a higher standard of education. , 

If the villagers are apathetic, it is only because they have not yet been 
persuaded that the government school serves any vital need in the commu- 
nity. The advantages of mere literacy where people are far too poor to buy 
books are not always apparent. The caste system has reserved to the Brahmin 
the performance of sacrifices and religious rituals for which a knowledge of 
the sacred Sanskrit texts is essential, but not even the Brahmin priest has to 
be literate. The tradition of oral learning has never died out in India. As 
for secular learning, the writing caste has always provided enough clerks. 
Where the economic scale is as low as it is in the Indian village, the labour 
of children is often a practical necessity and this fact, too, interferes with 
educational progress. 

The school itself has to be remade to fill the place it should in the 
rural con\munity. In the old indigenous village school system, much more 
widespread than is commonly supposed, the teacher belonged to the village, 
was supported by the village, understood the village needs. Nowadays the 
stagnant villages seldom produce teachers, and these are drawn from town 
and city populations. The wage of a village teacher until very recently 
averaged but nine rupees a month, a §um scarcely calculated tef attract thq 
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best quality of men^ especially when the difficult living conditions of the 
village are remembered. Some improvement in the wage scale has now been 
realized. Our head teacher, a normal school graduate, drew a monthly salary 
of thirty rupees; his assistants, salaries rafiging from twelve to twenty rupees. 

All these men were outsiders, whose families lived elsewhere. They 
went home whenever they could, took little or no interest in the actual 
village life, ordinarily treated the villagers with marked contempt and out- 
side of school hours kept much to themselves Their presence was a cause of 
friction in the village, and the villagers neither liked nor respected them. 
Under the circumstances it was not surprising the school was no more 
popular than it was. 

In Western countries women teachers have generally monopolized the 
field of elementary education, but in India practically all girls are married 
before twenty. Family and household responsibilities usually prevent them 
from fulfilling the role of the unmarried woman teacher of the West. 
Hitherto only Christian Indians and Eurasians, who marry comparatively 
late, and a very few high-caste Hindu girls of progressive families, have been 
available as teachers. More women teachers have to be found, and two pro- 
posals have been made ; to train Hindu widows and provide them with 
suitable living quarters, which do not now exist in the villages, and to en- 
courage the wives of male teachers to qualify themselves for elementary 
teaching and then go with their husbands and open girls’ schools in the 
villages. Coeducation has been tried out in some primary schools, with a 
surprising measure of success. Recent figures show a 40 per cent increase in 
the number of girls attending school, though there is an even greater wastage 
of those who drop out at the end of the first year or two than in the case of 
boys. On the other hand, a girl who is educated has a greater potential in- 
fluence. The literate mother invariably sees that her children, including her 
daughters learn at least as much as she knows. The Eurasian teacher in the 
zenana school at Balrampur, which had an attendance of more than a 
j^ndpd, told me that she counted on every one of her girls to exert a 
beneficial influence on at least ten other persons in her lifetime. 

As the ideals of Indian education change and education becomes an 
integrating rather than a disintegrating factor in the national life, the school 
will bring new vitality to the people. The textbooks, many of them dull 
imitations of the primers of Victorian days, need to be rewritten. The village 
school curriculum should include lessons in elementary hygiene and physical 
training, subjects ignored at present. Above all, an attitude of mind receptive 
\o i 4 ps vyhiefi will bring greater prosperity to rural India must l)e incnlcated. 
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At least, since the villager generally has had no education at all in the 
modern sense, he cannot be said to have been miseducated. A golden oppor- 
tunity lies ahead of Indian educators. It v^^ould seem that the radio and the 
motion picture film could be effectively used as a short cut for spreading 
certain kinds of information quickly to the millions of illiterate villagers. At 
present the government still fears the radio, because of unwelcome political 
propaganda emanating from centres outside India. Within India, political 
discussions over the radio are forbidden except in very special circumstances, 
and the radio programmes are confined for the most part to insipid enter- 
tainment. The cost of a radio and even the annual licence fee being prohibi- 
tive for an Indian villager, there is no hope that the radio will ever reach 
out into the rural areas or serve any useful purpose there, unless the govern- 
ment takes a hand and adopts a really progressive policy. Both Russia and 
China have made the radio an asset in meeting the problem of illiteracy. 
The government, if it chose to do so, could easily put up a battery receiving 
set in each of the seven hundred and fifty thousand villages in India, establish 
sending stations in every province to take care of the local language problem, 
and see that daily programmes were broadcast, giving useful information on 
the handling of epidemics and preventive hygiene, news items, monsoon 
estimates, weather reports, grain market prices, and helpful lectures on agri- 
culture and other topics of universal concern. It is hard to believe that the 
idea would not be immediately successful, in its educational returns repaying 
the expenditure involved many times over. 

Any raodetn educational policy for India has to adapt itself to a new 
age, but it should not be forgotten that poetic composition in India preceded 
writing by centuries and that culture antedated literacy. There have been 
long periods in the past when Indian civilization led the world. In what 
were called the ‘forest universities’ of Vedic days, the search for truth and 
spiritual knowledge was untiringly pursued, and the results were handed 
down from teacher to disciple in an unbroken line. Great colleges sprang up 
around the Buddhist centres of a somewhat later age, still antedating the 
earliest Western Universities by more than thirteen centuries. Archaeological 
exploration among the ruins of Taxila in the Punjab, of Saranath, of Nalanda 
in Bihar, of Sravasti, identified with Sahet Mahet — a spot only ten miles 
from Balrampur — have uncovered the vast halls which once accommodated 
thousands and tens of thousands of students. Even from far-off China men 
visited these places famous for learning, and they have left authentic records 
of the high state of civilization they found in India. 

Formerly it was customary for every boy belonging to a ‘twice-born’ 
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caste — excluding only Sudras— to undergo a ceremony of initiation as he 
entered the student stage, which might last six or twelve years. During this 
period he commonly lived in the house of his teacher, wore simple clothes, 
ate simple food, observed strict laws of chastity, and otherwise submitted 
himself to the moral discipline believed to be indispensable to the attainment 
of knowledge. Though the common people did not share in this type of edu- 
cation, they were trained in the crafts and in caste work through a social and 
economic organization in many ways resembling the guild system of the 
Middle Ages, There were also indigenous vernacular schools. 

Ideals of schooling and education are not new to India. Invasions and 
serious economic upheavals and foreign domination, paralyzing to any healthy 
national life, have held development back, but in spite of them the Indian 
mind continues to display traditionally brilliant qualities. Nobody need 
worry about India’s capacity to learn, given a fair chance, as well as to make 
real contributions to the world. 

Drugs and drink are another village problem associated with govern- 
ment, since the excise tax forms an important source of revenue and the 
excise officials arc always on the job to check possible smuggling or illicit 
distillation. With the separation of the central and provincial administrations 
and their finances, the excise on drugs and liquor now goes to the provincial 
governments, but opium remains a central government monopoly. The details 
of administering these departments vary in different provinces, but the main 
features are restricted production, storage in bonded warehouses, payment of 
quantitative duties on issue, retail sale under license and restriction on private 
possession. In Pachperwa we had one licensed drug seller and one wineshop. 

The drug seller, a delicate-looking man with a drooping moustache, be- 
longed to the Hindu confectioner’s caste and was a brother of my friend Sheo- 
balak. His tiny shop occupied a niche in the row of houses and shops leading 
to the New Bazar. One day Fakire took me to his shop. The proprietor 
hastened to produce a printed document in Urdu, which was his government 
license to sell drugs. He seemed to think I was an inspector. I ignored the 
paper, explaining that I was merely curious to see what the different kinds of 
drugs looked like. From behind a table spread with the usual square chunks 
and round drops of caramel -coloured sugar making up the village confectioners’ 
stock in trade, he brought forth a tin box containing his precious wares— 
opium, gavjay charas and hhavg* The crowd that collected at opce began telling 
me which was which, how each was prepared, and how much it cost. 

Ganja, charas and bhang are all intoxicating products of the Indian hemp 
plant. .The first two, mixed with tobacco, are smoked ; bhang is made into a 
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drink. Opium is constantly eaten in India, though in certain localities it is also 
used for smoking. - The flowering tops of the cultivated female hemp plant, 
picked and dried, constitute ganja. Spread out on a brass plate before me, it 
looked like gray moss. Ganja must be rolled in the hand and crushed into a 
fine powder for smoking. Bhang, the dried leaves of hemp of the male or 
female plants, is made into a drink with water, sugar and fruit juices. The 
first eflcct was described to me as very Tooling. Later the intoxicating cflect^^ 
are experienced. CHaras is the name given to the rfcsin collected from the hemp 
plant when grown at a certain altitude. Charas comes in the form of a sticky 
brown lump, like opium. 

The drug shop at Pachperwa paid a government fee of no rupees for 
selling eleven pounds of opium in one year ; a fee of forty-five rupees, for four 
pounds of ganja and charas ; and six rupees for twenty-eight pounds of bhang. 
Hemp grew wild all over the district, but under the government system the 
right to collect and sell the spontaneous growth under the form of bhang or to 
cultivate hemp for ganja was restricted. Special contractors were allowed to bid 
for these privileges for a three-year period. But illicit cultivation and smuggling 
across the border could not be prevented, and I gathered that in Pachperwa 
illicit drugs were more common than the licensed kind. 

The whole opium-poppy area of British India, amounting to a trifle less 
than fifty thousand acres, is confined to the United Provinces. A good deal of 
cultivation goes on in the Gonda district. But ever since Warren Hastings set 
the policy of a government monopoly, strict control has been exercised, so that 
it is difficult for prepared opium to be obtained except through the government 
warehouse at government prices. Excise opium for use within India is issued 
“by the provincial governments to licensed dealers in two-pound packets, costing 
approximately thirty-six rupees a pound — more than five times the prices at 
which opium sold in Oudh when the British annexation was carried out.* To- 
day it is commonly resold in Pachperwa at double its weight in silver. 

The Opium Section of the League of Nations has accepted the figure of 
twelve pounds per ten thousand of population as legitimate annual consumption 
in a country with developed medical service. Studies of the Indian situation 
reveal uneven results. For India as a whole the figure is just double the League 
figure, not excessive in view of backward medical facilities, and the not uncom- 
mon use of opium as a palliative for work cattle after days of hard labour in the 
rain. Assam, Calcutta and special areas elsewhere, where the consumption is far 
above the League standard, have been termed ‘black spots.’ The eleven pounds 
for Pachperwa did not indicate an overuse, since our shop served all the people 
from the vicinity who crowded in on Wednesday to the bazar. 
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Our drug users were drawn from various groups. The smell i)f ganja and 
rank tobacco often greeted me as I passed certain shops or houses. Baghban, my 
one-time water carrier, was a bad offender. Mussalmans, forbidden to drink 
intoxicating liquors, contribute a large proportion to the numbers who take dry 
intoxicants. It is they who supposedly first introduced opium into India. Most 
Brahmins and respectable middle-class Hindus abstain from intoxicants, but 
the lower classes are addicted to their use. A great many mothers administer 
opium pills to their babies when they cry. I was informed that one pill would 
quiet a baby for two hours. Our drug seller rolled four pills for one fire- Both 
Brahmins and Sikhs are forbidden to smoke, but Sikhs are notorious users of 
opium. Many fakirs and religious mendicants are also drug consumers. Com- 
monly living in forests or wandering about without fixed shelter, exposed to all 
sorts of w^cather, they succumb to the temptation of drugs, partly on the ac- 
cepted belief that they w^rd off fevers. 

Once a sadhu of questionable repute who spent a week or two in Pach- 
perwa personally assured me that ganja induced a peculiar state of mind favour- 
able to religious meditation. ‘‘When I take ganja and concentrate my mind I 
see God here,’’ he explained, touching a spot between his eyebrows. “I sec 
him very large, as if I were looking through a r/urbhi , like this.” The strange 
‘holy man’ picked up a magnifying glass from my desk and held it over a type- 
written sheet to ahow what he meant. 

The whole Indian opium question has now to be reconsidered in the 
light of recent reforms. India, the second opium producing country in the 
world, ranking next to China, has long been the chief exporter. ’Under an 
agreement with China, direct exports to that country ceased in 1913. In line 
wdth the Geneva Convention, international agreements have since been under- 
taken by the Indian government to ensure the total extinction of exports of 
opium for other than medical and scientific purposes. Under the agreement 
the area under poppy cultivation has been drastically reduced each year, and is 
now only a fraction of w'hat it used to be. As a source of revenue, opium 
counts no more. In the closing decades of the past century the opium revenue 
reached as high as fifteen crores a year. ‘For the government the loss is consi- 
derable. Internal consumption is now a matter under provincial control. If 
reforms are to be effected here, they must come from campaigns of education 
and through legislation. Gandhi has strongly attacked the use of both drugs 
and spirits, with eftective results. The cutting down of toddy palms and the 
picketing of drug and drink shops have formed part of the activitic'? of the 
Congress Party supporters under Gandhi’s leadership. 

.The wineshop of Pachperwa was a large rambling affair at the north- 
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western cofner of the village, just back of Yasin Khan^s whitewashed mansion. 
The Peshkar acted as guide on the occasion of my first visit. The wine dealer 
belonged to the Kahfar caste, like all those who helped him. This caste ranks 
low in the Hindu scale, because of the obloquy attaching to the occupation. 

The front of the wineshop stood invitingly open, everything spotlessly 
clean. Inside at the back was a broad wooden counter, a bar minus the brass 
rail, over which customers were served. One of these I noticed squatting out- 
side, pleasantly absorbed with a bottle labled ‘English Lager’— -a case of new 
wine in an old bottle 1 Another perched in a niche beside the entrance. With 
knees tucked under his chin, he sang lustily. The wine, made from mahiuva 
flowers, was distilled in a long wing at the side. As we entered led by the wine 
dealer, the steaming atmosphere almost suffocated us. Gradually I made out a 
great round vat with a cover, rising from the mud floor. A fire burned in the 
oven beneath. The floor was punctured with many round holes, the mouths of 
various underground storage vats. 

Country wine and spirits are made from a number of sources in India. 
In the south the toddy palm is a convenient source, but palms do not grow 
profusely as far north as Pachperwa. Our wine was all produced from fermen- 
ted mahuwa flowers. It came in three qualities — mixed with a little water, 
with a little more water, and with a lot of water — and cost one rupee, eight 
annas, or four annas a bottle, according to quality. 

The mahuwa stood out sharply in the flat landscape, bony arms out- 
spread. Large white flowers appeared on the tree in March, but immediately 
after, curling clusters of new leaves unfolded, a beautiful soft red, more festive 
than the flowers. In the Balrampur Estate the flowers of each tree are auction- 
ed in advance. Whoever bids them in collects them as they drop and after- 
wards sells them, principally to wine dealers. Mahua flowers, sun-dried, arc 
also eaten raw, and they are made into cakes and sweets. The ripe fruit is also 
eaten, or the oil, pressed from the seeds, is used for soap and candles, cooking 
and lamps, or as an adulterant for ghi. 

On economic grounds, drink was a much worse evil in Pachperwa than 
drugs, because many more people indulged in it. Our wine dealer had come 
from Lucknow five years before. He complained about the heavy tax he had to 
pay the government, 4,200 rupees a year, and one day not long after my visit 
to the shop he came around to ask if I would not write a letter to have the tax 
reduced. I felt compelled to decline. The tax was fixed each year, perhaps a 
little arbitrarily. Pachperwa, it seemed, was still classified under the outstill 
system, permitting combined right of manufacture and sale in return for a 
licensing fee. The contract distillery system has now supplanted the outstill 
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system in most parts of India, because it lends itself to better control. 

A little calculation showed me that, just to pay a tax of 4,200 rupees, 
our wineshop had to sell eleven rupees worth of wine a day — a large expendi- 
ture where a monthly wage is ordinarily only six to eight rupees. The shop, 
shunned by Mussalmans, was well patronized by low-caste Hindus and Tharus. 
On ordinary days it averaged fifty customers. On bazar day as many as two hun- 
dred dropped in for a drink and gossip. Often I hoard some of them returning 
home late at night, singing very merrily as they passed along the road in front 
of my house. 

The present government policy in the matter of the consumption of in- 
toxicating drinks in India is defined as “minimum consumption, maximum 
revenue.” A prohibition movement has the strong support not only of the bloc 
of all the Indian Mussalmans, for whom prohibition is a religious injunction, 
but of higher and middle cUss Hindus and all classes of reformers as well. 
Compared with Western countries, India is said to have no drink evil to speak 
of, except among factory workers in industrial centres. The Indian legislative 
bodies in some major provinces have already passed resolutions favouring absti- 
nence or total prohibition, and an India in time joining the ranks of the dry 
countries would offer no very startling phenomenon. 

The recently established village) court of Pachperwa was a# interesting 
and constructive step toward the revival of healthy village life and the develop- 
ment of local responsibility, introduced under the ‘reforms.’ Since an English 
system of law came into being for India in 1861, with high courts of appeal 
and lower criminal and civil courts, the disease of litigation has spread through 
India. The Indian’s weakness is going to court. An average annual record of a 
civil case for every ninety persons in British India is appalling enough. Worse, 
65 per cent of these cases are valued at less than one hundred rupees! To relieve 
the courts of this unwieldy burden of petty litigation, and to remove one of the 
recognized causes of the villagers’ poverty, some attempt is now being made, 
where conditions are favourable, to reinstitute the village arbitration court of 
former days. 

Our court in Pachperwa was being tried out experimentally. When 1 
moved to the village, all the six panches, or judges, originally appointed on 
government authority, had just received their official reappointment to serve for 
another term of three years. They drew no pay, but their position carried 
prestige. The panchayat Was empowered to try criminal cases involving simple 
assault and theft up to the value of twenty rupees, and civil cases involving 
property te the value of fifty rupees. Punishment Was by fine, and the maxi- 
mum. fine allowed Was twenty rupees. The jurisdiction covered six villages 
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besides Pachperwa and its associated hamlets, but the panchayat did not attempt 
to interfere with any matters concerning the Balrampur Estate. 

Everything was conducted with informality, and little time was lost. An 
.effort was made to finish a civil suit in three sittings and a criminal one in two. 
Meetings were held twice a week. An annual average of 97 criminal complaints 
and 180 civil ones were effectively disposed of. The cost was next to nothing. 
The plaintiff paid only four,, annas for registering a criminal case wMth the village 
court. For bringing civii suits involving amounts up to ten, from ten to twenty- 
five and from twenty-five to fifty rupees, the fees were respectively, five, nine 
and thirteen annas. A witness received one anna. 

The money from fees and fines which accumulated with the panchayat—* 
amounting to something under two hundred rupees a year after expenses were 
deducted — was kept in the postal savings bank at Tulsipur and was available at 
the discretion of the panchayat for carrying out village improvements of one 
sort or another. The panchayat was empow'ered to undertake a certain degree 
of supervision in regard to village roads and general sanitation, but it contented 
itself with repairing two or three wells a year. 

I hoped that I might bc‘ permitted to attend a meeting of the panchayat 
some day. The head panch, Jokhi Lai, politely assured me I should be most 
welcome. Nevertheless, several weeks passed before his servant came to convey 
a formal invitation with an announcement that he had been sent to escort me 
then and there to a meeting at Jokhi LaEs shop. 

The three panches present besides Jokhi Lai ^vere Mahabir Prasad and 
Nattu Ram, Marwari cloth and grain merchants, and Nepal Bania of the Old 
Bazar. Two Mohammedan members of the panchayat, sons of the richest rent 
contractors of the tahsil, were not on hand. It seemed they seldom attended. 

The panches were already comfortably established on Jokhi LaPs big 
square bench, spread with its black and white striped rug of goat’s-hair. Two 
of Jokhi LaPs youngest children sat besjde him, dressed in their gayest gold- 
embroidered jackets of velvet and round satin caps and the pretty nine-ycar-old 
granddaughter of Mahabir Prasad leaned affectionately against his shoulder. At 
the opposite end of the room and around the door, always pushing forward 
and always being assiduously shoved back by the panches’ personal servants and 
the official messenger attached to the court, were the wkficsses, plaintiffs and 
defendants, men, women and babies, the few whose presence was required and' 
the many who came out of curiosity. > 

Jokhi Lai uncorked the ink bottle beside him and opened tK^ fat, flexible' 
book in which he kept all the proceedings in his neat Hindi. ' Another book, 
bound in- flowered calico, contained brief comments in English from the vari- 
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oils officials, Indian and English, who from time to time inspected the pancha- 
yat records. A name was called, and a man with a white cloth about his 
shoulders stood out in front of the -panches and began talking. He talked a long 
time and wept a little. Then another younger man stepped out and talked an 
even longer time, with fiery eloquence. He was followed by a woman, who 
wept copiously. It seemed that a small boy had stolen a stick of wood from a 
cart on the road, and the cartman caught him and began beating him. An 
older brother came to the boy's rescue, and a pitched battle ensued between 
the cohorts of both sides. The cohorts, now summoned as witnesses, told their 
story, prodded with questions from time to time by the panches. Jokhi Lai 
methodically wrote everything dowm, then read aloud what he had written and 
had each witness step up and approve his statement by affixing his thumb-print. 
It grew dark outside and darker inside. A lantern was brought and set on the 
table. Still the village battle went on. At last Asgar Ali arrived to light me 
home. A half dozen witnesses had not yet been heard. Afterward I w'as in- 
foimcd that, in the opinion of the panchayat, the cartman had been found 
guilty of assault and had been fined ten rupees. 

Fights, petty thefts, damage to property through straying cattle, unrepaid 
loan-?, cases of ^nsultation’ — as calling bad names was once described to me- — 
these were the village problems patiently reviewed and judged by the pancha- 
yat. Shiva Dutt stole fifteen rupees from Govind Ram and was caught w'ith the 
stolen money in hss possession. He wms ordered to return it and pay a fine of 
five rupees. Habibullah’s cattle were found grazing in a field belonging to 
Niamat. When Niamat rounded them up and started for the pound at the 
police station, Habibullah appeared on the scene with a band of helpers and 
forcibly rescued them. Fie was fined five rupees. Sums ranging from fifteen to 
thirty -five rupees had been borrowed in three cases, and the accused had neither 
repaid nor ‘freshened’ the documents. The court ordered repayment in two 
cases. In the third, though the accused was guilty, nothing could be done. 
The law stipulates that unless a case for recovery is brought within three years, 
it becomes void, and this case was too old. 

Petty though they arc, these are the disputes that loom large on the 
village horizon, leading the unwary into pitfalls of extravagant litigation. In a 
belated effort to divert the villagers away from the courts back to the local pan- 
chayat, which settles the greater proportion of its cases by amicable compro- 
mise, the government has taken a wise step. At present the movement is ham- 
pered by the difficulty of knowing the most suitable persons in the community 
to appoint as judges. Unless these have the real confidence of the villagers and 
arc re.3Sonably free of corruption, they cannot be expected to serve the village 
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interests satisfactorily. Now the appointments are made from the top down. 
In time, if the village community is restored to a state of health, villagers can 
be trusted to choose their own panchayat. With their highly developed sense 
of moral values and their shrewd appreciation of character, they will not often 
go wrong. 



CHAPTER IX 


“police Slallon 

BY FAR THE MOST IMPORTANT GOVERNMENT SERVANT 
in Pachperwa was the local police official. He had an extensive territory to 
supervise, actually covering Z53 square miles. This took in 146 main villages, 
and a population of more than 5 3,000 souls. 

In forn^er times the villages maintained their own hereditary watchmen. 
These individuals did not always bear the best reputations. Yet, when a watch- 
man turned thief, it w^as a matter of honour with him to commit his thieveries 
in another village than his own. Since remuneration came in the form of allot- 
ments of grain collected from each cultivator or from the village as a whole, 
watchmen who did not render reasonably good service might expect trouble 
when the time came for collecting dues. 

The present alien system of policing, less than a century old, is patterned 
after the Irish Constabulary. Members of the Indian district police force above 
the rank of constable are recruited from the higher castes or classes, are trained 
in a central police school, and after six months of probation at some small post 
are assigned to rural police stations. Asa rule they arc not permitted to remain 
more than two or three years at one station. The salary of a sub-inspector in 
charge of a station and circle is about seventy rupees a month. Under him are 
a number of constables, locally enlisted. The old pre-British village watchmen 
have also been incorporated into the system. They receive a red turban, a belt 
with a metal plate on which the word chaukidar is inscribed and three rupees a 
month. In return they aft expected to keep a check on all matteis pertaining 
to their villages, reporting to the police station at frequent intervals. Above the 
sub-inspector ranks the inspector in charge of several stations, and he in turn is 
subordinate to the English district superintendent of police. 

In addition to district and city police there are separately organized 
railway police and harbour police, and as necessity arises special forces come 
into being to deal with particular troubles. Every province also maintains its 
Criminal Investigation Department— its C. I. D.— a department dealing with 
political and sedition cases. It supplies the authorities with intimate knowledge 
regarding the movements of every person in the country, foreign or native, 
who comes under suspicion of supporting revolution or of being a Commu- 
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nist or an undesirable agiLator of any sort. The C. I. D. is probably the most 
highly and efficiently organized intelligence service in the world. 

An unfortunate result of the present police system is that its officials 
hold themselves accountable to the government and not to the people. Police 
service is normally unattractive to the liighcst type of men. It is not surpris- 
ing that the Indian police force, particularly in its lower ranks, is especially 
corrupt. The ordinary pow’ers of a sub-inspector are augmented to an almost 
inconceivable degree by the general ignorance and helplessness of those he is 
supposed to protect. A low^ scale of pay, unlimited opportunity for extortion 
and graft, and the whole weight of the government ostensibly at one’s back arc 
a hard strain on the character. The feeling of the Indian villager is particularly 
intense against the police. The police arc looked on as enemies, not only by 
malefactors but by the masses. Occasionally one hears of some tragic and 
merciless assault, when the police are surrounded and killed by a mob. Back of 
such incidents forcing themselves to the fore-front of public attention, is the 
terrible abuse to which the villagers have long dumbly submitted, without re- 
dress or protection. 

Fortunately no country monopolizes cither virtue or vice. Even in the 
prosperous United States of America, w^hcrc wealth is far more evenly divided 
than in India and where poverty is therefore less of an excuse for crime, crimi- 
nal tendencies manifest themselves and police corruption is certainly not un- 
known. Thefts, including frauds and forgeries, are committed to the amount 
of some two billion dollars annually. When it comes to murders, the United 
States normally outstrips India by a wide margin in the proportion of murders 
to population. 

Our thanci police station, originally established in 1880, occupied the 
far corner of the mango grove in which the weekly bazar was held. A walled 
enclosure with low buildings on three sides contained the room in which the 
various police registers were kept, a treasury in which sums of money or re- 
covered stolen articles might be safely stowed away, two cells, and quarters for 
the constables. Close by was a pound for stray cattle, A little farther on were 
the Sub-Inspector’s one-roomed office and his own house. The thana was a 
disreputable outfit of buildings with sagging roofs and discoloured walls, thor- 
oughly depressing. A year had passed since it was condemned by the authori- 
ties at Gonda and a new building recommended, but beyond the arrival of a 
delegation which selected a site next to the schoolhouse, nothing had been 
accomplished. 

The Thanadar was of the second Hindu caste, the old ruling and military 
castCi He was the father of nine children, including grown sons* His manner, 
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outside his family, was ordinarily overweening and rough, though like nearly 
all petty officials he grew extremely meek in the presence of superiors. He was 
above average size, and his largo head had a way of looking twice as large again 
under a turban. He w^as generally to be found sitting at a table under the trees 
outside his office, listening to disputes and examining witnesses. At these times 
he dressed informally in dhoti, shirt and shoes without socks, and went wdth 
head uncovered, displaying thin curly black hair. When he went out into the 
villages to investigate a case, he put on shorts and a green and red sunproof 
coat, long yellow stockings and a pongee turban. A heavy stick w’ith a bulbous 
root for handle, polished into a formidable club, seemed also a part of his 
official equipment. Whenever Mr. McIntosh, District Superintendent of Police, 
came on an inspection tour the Thanadar invariably blossomed forth in a 
magnificent red turban with a gold fringe. 

Just what part the presence in the village of a sub-inspector of police 
played in my own safety there, I am not sure I have reason to believe that 
the Thanadar had instructions to look out for me. No doubt he and the estate 
Tahsildar both assumed invisible protection over me. In any case, I felt per- 
fectly safe. I never locked my doors. During the hot season I slept outside 
every night with perfect equanimity, and never once did I have any unpleasant 
personal experience in which I had reason to feel fear. All that was ever stolen 
from the Happy House was a thermometer and some pow^iered paints I was 
using for my elephant wall decoration. The thermometer vanished without a 
trace, but after a day or two we found the thief who had stolen the paints — a 
little girl who sometimes helped to water the lawn. She had eaten them ! 
Asgar produced her with grotesque blue streaks about her mouth and telltale 
stains on her sari. 

Besides the Tahsildar, the local police force consisted of a Mohammedan 
head constable, a clerk and eight constables. The constables were assigned im 
pairs to the four divisions of the police circle, and each of them was required 
to circulate about his territory once a week and report to the thana. There 
were also seventy-one village w^atchmen for the area. These men suggested for 
their posts by the headmen or rent contractors of the main villages, approved 
by the Thanadar and officially appointed at Gonda, very nearly all Pasis^ The 
Basis of Oudh are a low caste of unenviable repute. Formerly they monopolized 
the position of guards to the refractory land barons. On the principle that it is 
best to set a thief to catch a thief, they' were accepted as village watchmen. 
The Pasis I encountered looked like ordinary villagers, and it was difficult to 
imagine them playing the desperate role that local history assigned them. 

Every village watchman carries about with him two books, one for 
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registering births deaths and diseases in epidemic form for his village, the 
other, the Village Chaukidars Crme Book- The little red crime book contains 
rules for guidance, printed in both Urdu and Hindi. In reporting a case, the 
watchman is to note the name and caste of the plaintiff, the location of the 
crime with time and date, the exact nature of the crime, name and caste of ac- 
cused, if known, and the value of stolen property. 

Since the watchman himself is usually illiterate, he makes a verbal report 
of everything to the thana clerk, who fills out his book for him. He also serves 
summonses and helps investigate crimes. The vital statistics appearing in the 
decennial census reports for India arc ultimately based on information collected 
by village watchmen, and the sub-inspector of police depends upon them for 
first news of all crimes committed within the police circle. 

Among factors influencing the general situation around Pachperwa, the 
proximity of the Nepalese border presented special difficulties. The border has 
long been a favourite haunt of bad characters. A man can commit a crime on 
the Indian side and escape into Nepal, and, as the Thanadar put it, at the bor- 
der he and his pursuer stop and look at each other. Once he himself traced a 
man with a bad criminal record to a Nepalese village. He learned that all the 
villagers would welcome his arrest, and he asked permission of his superinten- 
dent quietly to carry it out. The answer came back that an officer of the law 
could scarcely be allowed to break the law. One night in July the Thanadar 
turned up at my house with the news that he had been attending a police con- 
ference in Nepal. He said the Nepalese authorities were just organizing a force 
patterned after the Indian police force, w^ith circles and inspectors, and that in 
future there was to be greater cooperation between Indian and Nepalese police 
officers in apprehending criminals. 

Another problem for the police to cope with is the number of potential 
criminals in Oudh, living in the midst of a generally peaceable and hard-working 
agricultural population. Large stretches of this territory, three fourths the size 
of Ireland, have only recently been brought under cultivation, and much of the 
land is still dense forest. During the rainy season, until the railway made a 
permanent opening, broad rivers and numerous gullies and ravines near the base 
of the mountains effectively isolated vast tracts to the north and east. Northern 
Oudh long remained outside the settled influences of the Ganges valley. Only a 
century ago it was known as the resort of dangerous outlaws and the home of 
certain tribes who traditionally followed criminal practices of one sort or another, 
preying upon luckless travellers, merchants and traders, pilgrims, wedding parties 
and unprotected folk wherever they were encountered. 

The famous secret society of the Thugs was intrenched in, Oudh, 
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though it had ramifications all over India. The Thugs were professional stran- 
glers. They vv^ere recruited from among Mussalmans and Hindus, were duly 
initiated with religious rites and looked upon their victims as predestined to be 
sacrificed. The goddess Kali was their special patroness. Murders were carried 
out by Thugs working in bands ranging from a dozen to two or even three 
hundred members. Every member was assigned his particular role. Some per- 
formed scout duty. Others, disguised as pilgrims or ascetics, gained the confi- 
dence of intended victims, accompanying them on their journeys along the road 
sometimes for several days. When an opportune moment arrived, often at an 
appointed place, the wayfarer was strangled with a scarf, robbed and buried. 

With protection in the form of powerful landlords or chiefs who shared 
the booty, the Thugs had little to fear, though from time to time bands suffered 
extermination. By the early part of the nineteenth century, the Thugs were 
scourging the country on an unpreeddented scale. In 1829 Lord William 
Bentick, Governor General, appointed Captain William Sleeman to carry out a 
rigorous campaign for their suppression. More than three thousand Thugs were 
executed, transported or imprisoned. 

The criminal tribes and castes have offered the authorities an even more 
difficult problem to solve. Scattered over India are certain groups who for 
centuries have had crime as an inherited occupation. Their origin is shrouded 
in mist, but they probably represent primitive groups originally excluded from 
the communities of Aryan settlers. Resisting alike cultural absorption and 
settled agricultural life, they became wanderers or outcast communities, with 
crime as their main, if not always their obvious, means of subsistence. Some see 
a far offshoot of these Indian tribes in the gypsies roving through eastern and 
southern Europe. 

In India, where caste organization has tended to fix occupation and occu- 
pation in turn has given birth to caste, communities of hereditary criminals 
were gradually evolved, associated with fixed brands of crime or criminal prac- 
tices. Unlike the Thugs, recruited from all castes, these criminal tribes or castes 
were quite distinct, considering themselves bound to their recognized method of 
earning a living. One caste, for instance, was permitted by its own rules 
to thieve by day but never by night. If a member was caught stealing by night 
he was promptly put out of caste. House breaking was forbidden to members 
of this group, but thefts at fairs and bathing places were ‘legitimate.’ Another 
caste specialized in cutting pockets out of the long coats and shirts worn by men. 
Another attacked carts on the road. Others acted as professional poisoners, or 
stole grain from fields or committed serious crimes of burglary, in later days 
taking to robbing trains. Still other castes prostituted their women. Sometimes 
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the members of these various criminal tribes or castes carried on honest minor 
occupations along with their major nefarious ones. They cut grass and made 
thatch, caught snakes and lizards, sold herbs, castrated animals, moved about 
helping with the harvesting of crops, made grindstones, performed the opera- 
tion of tattooing. 

Since it was impossible to arrest or eradicate whole established commu- 
nities, a check was placed on their activities by the passage of the Criminal 
'Fribes Act, in 1871. The govcinmcnt enumerated certain tribes and castes for 
which a rigorous system of registration was henceforth to be observed. The 
specified tribes arc now gradually being absorbed back into the general popula- 
tion. Oudh, as might be expected, formerly contributed its share to the 
criminal elements, and in Gonda district five castes arc still classified as crimi- 
nal and their movements restricted. These professional misdoers, though they 
arc no longer the menace they once were, ha\c bequeathed an unsavoury tradi- 
tion of crime to the countryside at large and have generously furnished tlie 
population with potential criminals. 

Though Indian civilization, meeting the prollcm of a heterogeneous 
mixture of peoples with a curious standardization of social and occupational 
positions, has apparently fostered and even perpetuated certain types of crimi- 
nals, a criminal has always been looked upon as a criminal in the eyes of the 
law. The masses, far from sharing the criminal’s mode of life, arc peace-loving 
and socially disciplined to a remarkable degree. Their very peacefulness has 
made them an easy prey to outlaw's and invading armies. 

In old times, as one can gather by studying the ancient codes of law and 
administration, drastic punishment was prescribed for offenders, but Hindu law 
specifically stated that all men were not equally guilty. Guilt was in accord- 
ance with the measure of knowledge. If a man was ignoran t, uneducated, of 
low birth, he was not as guilty in committing a crime as the privileged person. 
“In the case of theft the guilt of a Sudra is eightfold ; that a Vaisya sixteen 
fold ; and that of a Kshatriya thirty-two fold ; that of a Brahmin sixty-four 
fold or even a full hundred,” declares the Manava Dharma-Shastra* The law- 
makers, who were Brahmins, did indeed stipulate that under no circumstances 
was a Brahmin ever to suffer execution or bodily mutilation, but he could be 
banished, and, like everybody, else, he was destined to reap full punishment 
for evil deeds in some future life on earth, if not in the present one, according 
to the universal Hindu belief. 

In Indian police vocabulary the more serious crimes, such as murder, 
dacoity — defined as gang robbery with violence — burglary, theft and riot, are 
classed as cognizable. A sub-inspector of police is required to investigate and 
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report cognizable crijnes to police headquarters, and in these cases he may arrest 
without a warrant from a magistrate. Lesser crimes arc reported at the discre- 
tion of the sub-inspector, and he may not arrest without a warrant. 

Though official reports showed a high percentage of murders in Gonda 
district, none occurred in the Pachperwa circle during my stay. The Thanadar 
said his last murder case had occurred eighteen months before. It had to do 
with a woman. Women, family quarrels, interparty fights, revenge and robbery 
are the most frequent motives for murder. We did have a dacoity, however, 
and it was bad enough. It took place in a small hamlet three miles from Pach- 
perwa on the night of December 30th, just one week before I moved to the 
village. 

A respectable old Brahmin, incidentally a money-lender, an elderly 
sister-in-law and her son were living together. On the night in question they 
had gone to bed early as usual. About midnight tJie Brahmin was suddenly 
roused by a blow on the head. He jumped up, to find himself being struck at 
from all sides by seven or eight men who were swarming into the room. One 
carried a flaring torch. In the wild skirmish he somehow managed to dive 
through the door and rush oft' for help. 

"Phe dacoits turned to the nephew and brother’s wife, whom they beat 
and roughly handled. They wrenched off the woman’s jewelry, a heavy silver 
collar, bracelets, anklets and earrings — worn to bed for safe-keeping in the 
usual village fashion. Then they threatened her with torture unless she told 
where her brother-in-law had buried his wealth. Dacoits sometimes perpet- 
rate fiendish cruelties. The woman was shrewd. To gain time, she assured 
them that if they would dig at a certain spot in the cow shed they would find 
all the household valuables and money. The robbers set about digging and got 
down two or three feet without coming upon any evidence of the pot of rupees 
they were demanding. Suspecting trickery, and in order to force the woman 
to tell the truth, one of them burned her with his torch on her arms and the 
soles of her feet. She bravely stuck to her story, insisting they must dig eight 
or ten feet before they would find anything. While they were still impatiently 
the Brahmin, who was not too popular on account of his money-lend- 
ing, and who had to use a good deal of persuasion to convince the neighbours 
that his case deserved assistance, arrived with a force of villagers. The dacoits 
were not eager for open battle and fled, taking with them the booty already 
picked up, to the value of a hundred and fifty rupees. 

* News of this dacoity reached the Thanadar early next morning, and he 
began immediate investigation. Not one of the three inmates of the house 
was aj)le to identify a single assailant, but the previous evening another villager 
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had seen and recognized some men making their way toward the village. 
Inquiries corroborated the evidence, and the Thanadar decided to search the 
houses of the suspects for stolen property. Luck was with him. In the very first 
house searched he recovered seme of the jewelry. The suspect made a full con- 
fession, giving the names of all his accomplices. One man escaped to Nepal, 
but eventually eight men were arrested and convicted, receiving sentences of 
imprisonment of from five to ten years. 

The gang was oddly assorted. It was made up of two Brahmins, one of 
whom acted as leader, three other Hindus — a Goshatn and two Kurm'u — and 
four Mussalmans, It bore out the testimony of the Thanadar that in Gonda 
crimes of violence were most frequently directed by Brahmins, who tradition- 
ally outrank others in intelligence, and that Mussalmans came second. He said 
Basis occupied third place in the record for violent crime in our region. 

Dacoities usually present great difficulties in the matter of detection. 
The villagers fear them most in the dry season, from November to June. 
When the rivers are flooded, escape is less easy. Since the men are armed or 
else work in bands, watchmen and villagers cannot do much to cope with them. 
They fall upon a lonely village in the dead of night, break into one or two 
houses, collect what they can of money, jewelry and household utensils of brass 
and vanish before dawn. A few hours later the jewelry has been melted down, 
the money divided and the utensils temporarily buried or hidden. They also 
perpetrate road robberies by daylight. 

An able leader is all that is essential for getting up a dacoity. Most fre- 
quently he is found to be a man with a previous jail record. He picks and 
chooses his followers from among the potential criminals in a district. In some 
cases gangs are permanently organized, with headquarters in some remote 
ravine from which marauding expeditions are carried out at intervals. In other 
cases dacoits are brought together under a leader for a particular crime ; then 
they immediately disband and scatter again. 

The combined exploits of the Pachperwa police officer and the police 
officer of the adjoining circle of Tulsipur in tracking down one of these bands 
was recounted by Fakire, my newsmonger, seated cross-legged on the floor of 
my living room. It seemed that three dacoities had been committed in a single 
night, six months before, in a village on the edge of our circle. The robbers, 
with one woman among them, were sighted by several villagers in turn next 
day, moving off across the intervening fields towards the Tulsipur forest. Our 
Thanadar hastily gathered some constables and watchmen and set out in pursuit. 
Among the various witnesses, the most important was a boy who herded buffa- 
loes. While he was tending his buffaloes in the forest as usual, he suddenly 
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came upon a man at the edge of a stream, washing bloodstains from a big 
sword. He had actually stumbled among the robbers as they halted for a brief 
rest. Before he could escape and give warning of their whereabouts, he was 
seized and forced to go along with them for two days. When they had disposed 
of their booty, one of them took him out to the edge of the forest and turned 
him loose. He made his way to the nearest village, half dead with fright, where 
he found himself more than twenty miles from home. He was able to give the 
police valuable information. They rounded up nine men in the forest, and the 
capture of these led to the arrest of seven others. Among the sixteen men c 'n* 
victed, altogether eight different castes were represented. Except for the lea 
a convict just released from jail, not one of the the dacoits was previously kne vn 
to the police. 

Dacoitics arc the most dramatic crime of rural India, but they are actu- 
ally responsible for only a small fraction of the annual losses suffered by the 
people through malefactors. In our district dacoities accounted for one twelfth, 
theft for one tenth and burglary for three quarters of the stolen property. 

\"illagers are heavy sleepers, and they have the habit of wrapping them- 
selves up head and all in a sleeping sheet, as a protection against snakes and 
mosquitoes. The rainy season, which interferes with the movements of dacoits, 
is the one most fivoured by burglars. At this time the noise of wind and rain 
helps to cover up any little sounds the burglar makes, and he finds mud walls 
soft and yielding. He can dig a hole through a wall by which to admit himself 
into a house in a few minutes. Other methods of gaining entrance are by dig- 
ging through the thatch, lifting the thatch where it rests upon the wall, or 
climbing over a courtyard wall with the help of a bamboo pole. Even a door 
presents no real obstacle. It is often badly hung, and a hole dug in the mud 
wall at the side of the frame will permit a hand to be thrust inside and to slip 
back the boll. 

The burglar’s tools are few, a simple piece of iron shaped for digging by 
a blacksmith, being the principal one. Occasionally strange use is made of ihc 
Indian field lizard. One day the Ayah told me how this little creature, which 
is scarcely a foot long, is sometimes made to serve the burglar’s convenience. It 
has a very tenacious grip, and once it gets its claws into something it can be 
dislodged only with much effort. The burglar fastens one end of a strong cord 
around the lizard, tosses it up on a roof where it can attach itself to somethirg, 
and then actually pulls himself up by the help of the cord. The Than> lar 
told me that city house-breakers, scaling walls two or three storeys high, w rc 
much more likely to use lizards than rural house-breakers. 

Once inside a house, the burglar tosses dried peas about to locate mctati 
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vessels or cooking pots in the dark. He cuts into the mud granaries, which are 
a feature of every village house, and extracts the grain. He takes clothes. If he 
knows a woman’s husband is away, he will try to rob her of her jewelry. Of 
course a cache of rupees represents the best haul. All villagers who possess any- 
thing at all in the way of money or jewelry have a secret hiding place, but it 
is not easy to find. When the treasure has been buried, the place is smoothed 
over with a coat of a cow-dung plaster, and no trace remains. 

The burglarizing of house granaries seemed to be an offence well under- 
stood at the police station. One day several women arrived at my house, weep- 
ing. They told a tale of two men in their family who had been arrested on an 
accusation of stealing grain, falsely entered against them by the thekedar of 
their village. The men had refused to do extra work for the thekedar, the 
women said, and so in revenge he had had six bags of rice put inside their 
house when they were all away at the Pachperwa bazar and had then accused 
them of theft. 

I made a point of dropping in at the thana that afternoon and casually 
mentioned having heard of the arrest of the two men for stealing grain. The 
Thanedar told his story. The constable on duty at the bazar had observed 
the men selling rice at a price so far below the ordinary bazar rate that his 
suspicions were aroused. He had brought them to the police station, and the 
Thanedar had betaken himself to their village to inquire if there had been any 
theft of grain. The thekedar said there had not, but no sooner had the Thane- 
dar left than a messenger hurried after him to report that an examination of 
the thekedar’s granaries had revealed a hole cut in the bottom of one, stuffed 
with rags. The granary, sealed and supposedly full, was found to be entirely 
empty. The house of the men under suspicion was thereupon searched, and six 
bags of rice were found hidden in a corner. 

The disappearance of the watch confided to Asgar’s care, of five rupees 
from Din Mohammed’s tin trunk, of the Tahsildar’s trunk, containing a few 
clothes, a silver fountain pen and, what he valued vastly more, the horoscopes 
of his two youngest sons, of some bags of peppers from a Bania’ shop — these 
were typical of ordinary village thefts as they came to my notice. But now and 
then, of course, a serious loss was sustained. After his wife’s death the rich 
thekedar of Baidmao had occasion to draw upon his hoard of ii,ooo rupees 
for funeral expenses. The place where the money was hidden had not been 
opened for five months. When he dug up his cache, he found 6,000 rupees 
missing. Since the hiding place was in an inner court and there had been no 
evidence of open robbery, it was apparent that somebody in his own household 
was guilty. 
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To have their standing crops not only destroyed by marauding animals 
but cut by thieves is a danger all cultivators dread. When the grain is ripe 
they take precaution to guard the fields by night until the harvesting is over. 
At this time the fields are studded with little temporary shelters of thatch, and 
the men can be heard singing and calling to each other all night long. Especi- 
ally when crops are poor and a general shortage is felt is there likelihood of this 
sort of theft. Among people close to starvation the temptation is great. 

Cattle lifting is another catastrophe not infrequently suffered by the poor 
cultivator. Certain men make a practice of moving small herds slowly about 
the country, following the seasonal pasturage and ostensibly buying and selling 
cattle as they pass along through the villages. Where cattle are not usually 
branded for religious reasons, and fences are unknown because they cost too 
much, it becomes a simple matter for the professional cattle thief to pick up 
two or three stray bullocks or buffaloes in each district. The Banjara caste bears 
2i bad reputation for cattle thieving. Banjaras follow a wandering life as carters 
and cattle traders and are looked on askance by the stay-at-home villager. Yet 
he knows well that there is another .and nearer source of danger, namely the 
local thavgdafy a professional receiver of stolen cattle. 

This well known individual is most often some wealthy and powerful 
Tent contractor living in the vicinity. Everybody knows who he is, including 
the police, but he carries on his business without fear of molestation. His 
agents are most active during the dry months after the crops are in, when cattle 
stray about guarded only by children. Somebody in a village, the watchman 
himself, it may be, steals a bullock at night and quickly passes it on ten miles 
to a confederate covering the next area, who in turn passes it on to the next 
-miin, until eventually it is turned into the big herd of the thangdar. 

if the owner calls upon the police to assist in recovering the animal, he 
has to identify it to begin with, which is not easy. The owner of the herd can 
produce twenty witnesses to swear that the disputed cow or bullock or buffalo 
belongs to him. If trouble really threatens, he can get the animal out of the 
way by selling it to a Mohammedan butcher at half price or having it tempo- 
rarily driven across the border. By long experience the villager has learned 
that, if he wants his bullock back, there is only one w ay to proceed. He does 
not go near the police station. He loudly bewails his loss and waits until the 
watchman or the thief, tendering him heartfelt sympathy, confides that he has 
some idea who the culprit is, adding that if the victim will pay the thiePs price 
-of ten or , twelve rupees, no doubt the speedy return of the animal can be 
.arranged. Two days later it is mysteriouly found grazing near the road. 

Incendiarism is another crime in rural India, and this, too, is almost im- 
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possible to detect, because accidental fires are all too frequent. Every year fromt 
March until the monsoon comes, fires break out, first in one village and then 
another. Night after night the horizon is red with them. I have counted as- 
many as four red flares all at once, in different directions. 

At this season thatched roofs are intensely dry, and a hot wind blows 
constantly. A chance spark carried up to the roof of a house from a cooking 
fire reduces a whole village to smoking ruin within an hour. Men and women 
cluster around the nearest well, all trying simultaneously to draw a jar of water 
to pour on the devouring flames. The women half sing, half sob, as they run 
back and forth. An old bearded Mussalman will stand beating his chest in a 
paroxysm of grief. Frightened children add their howls to the general turmoil. 
For a short time the burning roofs send up showers of sparks. Then there are 
only yawning cavities, while the beams blaze on, and the cones of fuel cakes, 
patiently scraped together and laboriously stacked against the approaching rainy 
season, become glowing red furnaces. When at last the fire is over, blackened 
walls of earth remain, a few brass pots and plates, and nothing more. Even 
the grain inside the mud granaries is destroyed by scorch and smoke. 

I watched the forty-five houses of Jagdishpur go one afternoon. Fires on 
three successive days and nights in April destroyed two thirds of Bishenpur,. 
west across the fields. Many times I saw half burned villages. I saw, too, that 
extreme poverty has its ironical advantages. After all, there is not so much to 
lose. Even while the embers of one fire were still smoking, I met people from 
the nearest village trailing accross the fields bearing new rough thatches on their 
heads for temporary shelter. Who knows if it may not be their turn next ? 
The Banias and money-lenders are on hand to tide the villagers over the first 
bad time. The Estate promises them free wood to rebuild their houses. 

Seeing the terrible distress a village fire means, an act of incendiarism is 
all but incredible, yet it is common. The motive is invariably revenge, spring- 
ing out of some quarrel, in most cases involving a woman. This was especially 
true in Oudh, where Mohammedan influence was strong, allowing a freedom* 
in matters of plural marriage, divorce and remarriage, making for rather un- 
certain morals. But Mussalmans were by no means the only culprits. Quarrel- 
ing was common to village life, and the spirit of revenge was always seeking an 
outlet. A jilted lover or the injured party in a lawsuit nurses his grievance until 
the right moment comes. Then on some dark night he goes out and tosses a. 
lighted match on to roof, not caring whether a general conflagration starts,, 
not even caring whether his own house goes, if only he can bring ruin upon 
his enemy. Nobedy sees him actually perform the deed, and though the whole 
village IS sure of his responsibility, there is no way to prove his guilt. 
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The Bishenpur fire was like that. A Mohammedan oil presser suspected 
another of being his wife’s lover and ranged a number of villagers on his side. 
A complaint was carried to the police station, and the man suddenly found 
himself arrested and locked up. When the Sub-Inspector let him out, he 
returned home swearing that he would make every person in the village pay 
forty-one rupees. This was currently said to have been the price for his release. 
A fire broke out, which the villagers managed to extinguish before it did much 
harm. Two more fires followed, in one of which a baby was burned to death, 
and nearly the whole of Bishenpur was finally destroyed. 

Slightly less than half the cases of cognizable crimes investigated in 
Gonda district each year result in convictions. According to the Crime Register 
for Pachpervfa and its hamlets, with a recorded population when 1 was there of 
2,96], just thirty-eight actual convictions for crime had been entered against the 
name of the village in twenty-four years. The convictions covered sixteen cases 
of burglary, sixteen of theft, one murder, two dacoities, two cases of receiving 
stolen property, and the political offence of Devi Prasad, Non-cooperator. Time 
might have hung heavy on the hands of the Thanedar, if it were not for the 
far greater number of assaults, quarrels and woman cases — noncognizable crimes 
—which he dealt with in his role of maintaining the general peace. These 
were zealously examined into, since incidentally they furnish the police force, 
from the village watchmen up, with an important source of graft. Practically 
e/ery complaint brought to the thana, every alleged abuse, real or invented, 
meant annas or rupees flowing into somebody’s pocket. 

This fact was gradually borne in on me as time went on. Support came 
through the testimony of the tahsil officials, themselves well aquainted with the 
various ways and means of extortion. One of the police constables complained 
bitterly one day that the thana privileges were not evenly divided. When I 
inquired what the thana privileges were, I learned that members of the police 
force claimed a right to purchase grain and ghi and similar articles in the 
villages at much below market rate, and that all sorts of supplies were regularly 
brought to the thana as ^presents.’ Carts passing back and forth on the Utraula 
road skirting the police station customarily gave a bundle of wood, a melon or 
two, a double handful of grain. A simple soul who came from a village eight 
miles distant to ask for medicine for his wife’s eyes mentioned thana begar— 
free serv^ice for the thana — as the explanation of his presence on that particular 
occas'on in Pachperwa. 

More aggressive tactics were mentioned by other villagers. The red 
police turban was a symbol of power — power to turn to personal account the 
-elements of stupidity, timidity or rascality within the community. A child 
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rushed up to my door one afternoon, for example, excitedly crying out that a 
watchman was threatening to take all his cattle to the pound unless he paid 
four rupees* The man stood at some distance, obviously ill at ease. The cattle 
had been eating grass by the roadside, which was against the regulations when 
the crops were growing. So it was his duty to take them to the pound, he 
maintained. This did not exactly explain the matter of the four rupees. When 
I asked him to let them go this time, since they had done no real damage, he 
consented affably. Impounded cattle cannot be redeemed except upon payment 
of a rupee a day charged for a buff'alo, twelve annas for a bullock or cow, eight 
annas for a calf. I gathered that the pound, used as a threat, was capable of 
furnishing a good sum to servants of the law. 

The investigation of a fire was another profitable source of income. 
Whenever a fire occurred a constable promptly put in an appearance and began 
taking testimony on any dispute which might have led to incendiarism. Whe- 
ther an accused man was innocent or guilty, whether there was the slightest 
chance that a case against him could be proved or not, it was understood that 
his only safety generally lay in speedy settlement. Wrangles arc all too often 
the breath of village life. It was a simple matter for a constable to accuse 
twenty people of setting the fire. To avoid being taken off to Gonda, each of 
them paid him five rupees to be let off. Bribery itself is a cognizable offence, 
but the person who pays as well as the one who receives is guilty in the eyes 
of law, and who then is to make a complaint ? Though the villager willingly 
resorts to the thana when he is in trouble, or wants to get somebody else in 
trouble, there is no place on earth for which he holds greater aversion at other 
times#’ 
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ON THE FIELD RECORDER’S MAP, PACHPERWA SPRAWL- 
ed like a thousand-legger, the fat body of the village extending down the cen- 
tre, fields radiating from it in long thin strips. To the eye, divisions were 
unnoticcablc. No fences broke the flat expanse. Only tiny ridges, to retain the 
water, partitioned the rice fields into irregular squares. 

Rice is the most important crop of the low-lying Tarai land, but in 
northern India rice is grown only in the rainy season. Our fields produced 
many other things besides rice. In November and December, when the snow- 
covered mountains dominated the horizon and every morning white mist float- 
ed over the fields, masses of mustard flowers flung brilliant yellow scarfs across 
great stretches of the landscape. As the mustard went, the pulses substituted a 
darker yellow. A little later, and the colour scheme shifted to the melting blue 
of flax and the hot scarlet and vermilion of chillies spread out to dry on all the 
bare patches. By the time the chillies had faded to rusty red, the fields were 
tawny with ripening wheat. 

In March, aft-r the wheat was cut, the co. ntry quickly subsided to list- 
less brown, except for trees bursting into flower. Along the railway embankment 
acacias and laburnums put forth delicate yellow sprays, l^he nims bedecked 
themselves with pendent tassels. Mangoes and jamuns turned to white clouds. 
Then the rains came in torrential floods. The parched fields drank and drank. 
And onoe again the world was lush and beautiful with growing rice. 

Upon the regular arrival and adequacy of the southwest monsoon de- 
pends the prosperity, if it may be called that, of the agricultural and pastoral 
millions, 7 3 per cent of India’s population. As the sun moves north each year, 
a great air current originating in the Indian Ocean sweeps up the Arabian Sea 
on the west and the Bay of Bengal on the east. It converges upon the Indian 
peninsula in June and in the next few months deposits nearly all its concentra- 
ted moisture. But the rainfall is very unevenly distributed. It is particularly 
heavy in northeastern India and along the southern slopes of the Himalayas. 
Other areas, because of local conditions, receive scant rain or none at all. In a 
normal year our region averaged about five feet of rain, of which all except two 
nches fell between the middle of June and the end of September. 
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After the rains, the northeast monsoon sets in. This season, delightful 
as it is for tourists, causes much misery to cultivators in the north. Malaria is 
widely prevalent in October and November, and few of the people are ade- 
quately protected against the cold nights of December and January. Between 
day and night the temperature drops at least thirty degrees. I slept under 
many blankets and an eiderdown quilt and took a hot-water bottle to bed with 
me. The villagers of Pachperwa huddled under a single cotton sheet and some- 
times lacked even this. 

Where temperature and rainfall are fairly evenly distributed, as-'in south- 
ern India, car'y and late sowings of the same crop are the rule. In northern 
India, the crops vary according to the different seasons. Rice, millet and maize, 
requiring intense he.it and moi ture, are sown soon after the rains commence 
and are harvested in the autumn They are followed by the cold weather crops, 
wheat, barley, gram, most of the pulses, oilseeds and opium poppy, harvested 
in the early spring. Sugar cane, which is on the ground ten months, is cut 
between the hhar'if and the rah'h the autumn and spring harvests. Jute, confined 
to Bengal, and cotton, for the northern cotton areas, also belong with the 
autumn crops. 

Our village fields produced nearly all the Indian staples, except sugar 
cane, as yet, and cotton, but rice was the principal crop. The cheaper and poorer 
rice was kept for home consumption, and the more valuable variety was ex- 
ported. Under favourable conditions certain 6elds were allowed to lie fiillow, but 
much of the land was double-cropped. Pulses, mustard, linseed and rape I saw 
all growing in the winter in fields that were under rice the following summer. 

Village life in India resolves itself into a perpetual struggle with the 
fields. As against less than half the popu^ati^ n in the United States living in 
rural areas, all but ten per cent of the Indian population is rural. But the 
United States is very nearly twice the size of India, and India, on the other 
hand, has three times the population of the United States. In the typical 
agricultural state of Iowa, the density is only 43 persons to the square mile. 
In the district of Gonda it was 526, and the districts immediately to the east 
were still more crowded. If forest and waste land are eliminated from the calcu- 
lation, the density in Gonda actually rose to 750 persons per cultivated square 
mile. This is greater than in Belgium or in England and Wales, two of nhe 
most highly industrialized areas in the world. The conclusion is obvious. The 
average village goes land hungry and the average villager half starves. 

In Pachperwa, of course, no villager owned land outright. Broadly 
speaking, the tenant system I met with prevails throughout Bengal, Bihar and 
Orissa, the Central Provinces and the United Provinces. In the Punjab, Bom- 
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bay and Madras — north, west and south— the agriculturist more generally has 
permanent rights in the land he cultivates. The greater number of tenant 
cultivators in Oudh now have certain guaranteed rights of occupancy in the 
land, but the uneconomic size of the ‘average holding, combined with the 
perennial uncertainty of rain, fails to allow any margin of profit. 

My nearest neighbour in Pachperwa was the Patwari, Gomti Prasad, 
whose house was close to the dispensary. He was responsible for keeping all 
the intricate details of the village lands. Upon the patwari’s books the 
government depends for annual crop statistics and periodic land surveys. All 
cases of dispute over boundaries, occupancy rights and similar vital themes of 
village life are referred to his records. 

Pachperwa, with its hamlets, not only kept Gomti Prasad exceedingly 
busy but, such was its importance, served as headquarters for a circle inspec- 
tor of forty accountants. This official, an educated Mussalman bearing the 
Persian title of kanungo, meaning one familiar with prevailing regulations, 
coxidicted most of his work in an open shed next to Yasin Khan’s house. 
The work of the kanungos is checked by a government assistant tahsildar. 
The Hindu who occupied that post once spent some days in Pachperwa, go- 
ing over records and hearing land disputes. When he told me that altogether 
1,583 cases of dispute had been presented to him for settlement, and that by 
the end of the third day he had already heard 800, with witnesses, 1 per- 
ceived something of the complexity of land administration in India. It was 
he who casually remarked that not more than two or three patwaris out of a 
hundred could be called honest. ‘‘Not as many as that! Not one!” exclaim- 
ed our own estate Tahsildar, who had much faith in God, but very little in 
his fellow man. 

After finishing elementary school, the candidate for the position of 
village accountant prepares himself for his special work by a year’s training 
at the patwari school at district head -quarters, where he learns how to keep 
records and studies s'mple surveying and map making. Until a few years ago 
hi:, salary was ten rupees a month. Nowadays, he is suppo ed to draw eighteen > 
but Gomti Prasad assured me that he got only eleven. But at harvest time 
the village accountant receives grain presents from practically every cultivator 
listed in his books. The custom hangs over from the day when the accoun- 
tant was a village servant. Suspicion naturally lurks in the mind that records 
and favours tally with presents. Gomti Prasad must have been an exception 
to the rule. I never heard any complaints against him. 

One day, at my request, he brought over his maps and books and 
explained the routine of his work to me. The map of Pachpefwa gave the 
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main features of the topography, such as roads, nalas and mango groves, the* 
position of the village houses, and all the fields carefully drawn to a scale and 
numbered. There were more than 6,000 of these in a compact girdle around 
Pachperwa, with a total area of 745 acres. 

Gomti Prasad’s books were three in number. One was simply an offi- 
cial record of the name of the village and of the landlord, a statement of the 
government revenue demand and the terms of contract of the rent collector. 
Another book gave a complete list of the tenants, with area holding, num- 
bers of fields, time of settlement and exact rentals. The third book presented 
a detailed record of each village field, with area, owner and crops sown. 

Until Lala Babu, superintendent of the Maharaja’s elephants, was 
appointed thekedar for Pachperwa while I Was there, the village had been 
spared a rent contractor. Tenants had paid their rents directly to the tahsil 
treasurer. They were not overjoyed at the change, since the rent collector, 
who receives as payment from a tenth to a quarter of the rents, can exact 
labour and certain other taxes from them. Most unhappy of all, by general 
rumour, was the rich Mohammedan tenant who had to give up half his land 
for the creation of sir land for Pachperwa. Sir land is rent-free land tradi- 
tionally apportioned to the thekedar of a village. The tenant was compensa- 
ted by receiving an appointment as rent contractor for another village, but 
he did not feel that he had benefited by the exchange. From this and other 
sources, a block of a hundred acres was now set apart for Lala Babu. 

In the record of tenants’ holdings, Gomti Prasad noted in a particular 
column whether the land in question had been sublet or whether another 
person than the tenant was in actual possession. This column, it seemed, 
provided leeway for dishonest manipulation of the records, if an accountant 
was so minded. After prearrangement with a friendly patwari, one man could 
take possession of a field overnight and start cutting the crops another had 
sown, protesting that he had sublet the field and producing witnesses to swear 
for him. If the records substantiated his words, the real tenant might find 
difficulty in proving his own claims. Or boundaries of fields, mud walls a few 
inches high, might be tampered with, in actuality and on paper, in spite of 
the precautionary regulation that all records are to be kept in ink. 

Quarrels between tenants were not the result of innate dishonesty but 
of a pitiful need for more land to cultivate in order to subsist. A typical case 
came up before the Peshkar, A timid cultivator whose hands trembled and 
whose eyes kept filling and overflowing with tears was claiming less than an 
acre of land which another man insisted belonged to him. The second man,, 
a stalwart young fellow, stated simply that he had gone to Rangoon, and while 



THE FIELDS 


187 


he was away the other one had moved into his fields. My sympathies were 
all with the first man, but the records, examined and reported upon by an 
assistant delegated to go to the village the next day, proved him in the wrong. 
I can still see the old, hardened, trembling hands of that unhappy man, who 
was asking for nothing but the privilege of being allowed to work. 

The size of holdings in any given locality naturally bears a close rela- 
tion to fertility of soil, pressure of population and rental. In general, the 
Tarai land, a rich alluvial deposit, like the whole Gangetic plain, is well 
suited to rich cultivation. Rice is capable of supporting a larger population on 
a small area than any food crop except potatoes. Consequently the pressure of 
population in this region was great, land proportionately scarce and rentals 
high, considering the uneconomic size of holdings. Villagers of Pachperwa 
averaged an annual rental of nine rupees an acre. 

When I asked Gomti Prasad the average size of a tenant’s holding in 
Pachperwa he did not know. Together we worked it out from his records. 
It came \o a trifle more than six and a half acres. Compared with the 145 
acres of the average farm in the United States, six and a half acres appeared 
microscopic. Compared with agricultural holdings in many parts of India it 
was unusually high. But the figure turned out to be deceptive. If the six 
tenants who cultivated twenty acres or more were left out, 58 of the total 
number of 1 1 2 tenants had less than three acres, and 49 out of these less 
than a single acre apiece. One or two had only two buTfasy twice twenty 
square feet. 

Another aspect of the field problem making for poverty in India, be- 
sides the small size of holdings, is the widely practised subdivision and frag- 
mentation of land. A tenant may have three acres, but it is very unlikely that 
they are in a compact block. Generally a holding is broken up into a great 
many noncontiguous fields of different sizes, and the fields themselves are 
fragmented into tiny plots. The amount of land increasingly taken up in the 
dividing walls, the time wasted by cultivators in going to their scattered fields 
and the lack of incentive under the circumstances to undertake permanent 
improvements, such as the sinking of a well, all represent serious agricultural 
handicaps. 

The subdivision goes back to the precarious conditions under which 
agriculture has always been carried on in India and to the common laws of 
inheritance. Usually there are more and less desirable fields belonging to a 
village. A crop that can be grown in one part may not succeed in another. 
To give everybody the maximum insurance against want, a system of scatter- 
ed fields developed wherever land was not actually communal property. Ac- 
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cording to the Hindu laiy of inheritance^ except in the ca$e of the joint 
family in which the head assumes responsibility for maintaining all the family 
members, inheritance of immovable and inalienable property is divided by 
^ill the heirs in equal shares. Mohammedan law is much the same with a 
more elaborate system of divison. This means in practice that when a man 
dies, his sons not only divide his holding, but carry out the principle of divi- 
sion to the point of each taking an equal share in each fields 

Subdivision and fragmentation have increased rapidly in the past few 
decades, partly as a result of imported Western ideas of individualism and 
private property, before which the joint family and the old communal village, 
with their cooperative rather than competitive ideals, have broken down. 
The cooperative farms of Russia, forcibly organized by the Soviet government 
in the interests of modern efficiency, resemble very strikingly the old organic 
Indian scheme of cultivation. A natural increase in population has also resul- 
ted in a reduction in size of holdings. While in the past fifty years the 
population in the United States has trebled, in India it has actually advanced 
only 20 per cent. Nevertheless, this increase in an already crowded country, 
where industrial development has not kept pace, has meant less land for each 
successive generation of cultivators. 

Where village lands are of fairly uniform quality there is little excuse 
for subdivision, and one of the agricultural reforms most advocated is consoli- 
dation, wherever possible, of individual holdings. In the Balrampur Estate 
only one heir, usually the eldest son, could be named to succeed to a tenant’s 
occupancy rights, but family quarrels continued to precipitate unnecessary 
fragmentation. Educational work on the benefits of consolidation must be 
widely carried out. Following the substantial beginning made in this line in 
the Punjab, other provinces are endeavouring to popularize the idea, and the 
Balrampur Estate, under the Court of Wards administration, also tried to 
.persuade village communities voluntarily to consolidate their holdings. In 
our tahsil the scheme of consolidation had been satisfactorily worked out in 
three or four villages. 

A day came when the sun was a red hole piercing a heavy sky. It 
seemed as if all the dust between Pachperwa and the Bay of Bengal went 
swirling round the Happy House. The wind pushed Din Muhammed at a 
run, as he brought the breakfast dishes, swathed in towels to keep the sand 
out. All day the wind kept blowing. Towards night it died down and the 
stars came out. We sniffed a strange delightful smell— moisture far off. 
Some hours later I was waked by a dull roar. In a few minutes the trees 
were dripping, rivers pouring down the steep slope of the roof. The tempera- 
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ture went tumbling down to unfamiliar coolness. By morning I found myself 
staring with unbelieving eyes at the reflection of mango trees in the moat 
surrounding my hill. The road had been transformed into a lake, and half 
the fields were submerged. The next night frogs were singing persistently 
that though it was only the twenty-ninth of May, two weeks too early, the 
monsoon had definitely broken. 

Time for wrangling over the fields was at an end. All quarrelling stop- 
ped, even that of monkeys and cuckoos. From the verandah I watched the 
humped white bullocks with slanting, coal-black eyes being driven out to 
the fields. Men carried their ploughs, oddly suggestive of anchors, over their 
shoulders. The village had come to life. 

Fields can be prepared for rice planting only when the rain softens the 
hard earth. Since the growing season is short, there was little time to waste. 
First the seed beds were carefully ploughed and reploughed. Then attention 
was turned to those fields where the rice was later to be transplanted. Bufi 
rice fidds are generally hastily cultivated. Two or three ploughings are all 
the time allows for. After the rice is under way, fallow fields for the autumn 
sowing receive six or seven thorough ploughings. 

The behaviour of the rain at this time is very important. • Pachperwa 
looked with misgiving on the early arrival of the monsoon. Ploughing could 
be started sooner than usual, to be sure, but what if an early beginning’ 
meant an early termination of the monsoon ? For two or three weeks the rain 
behaved exactly as it should — falling in sheets for several hours every day or 
two with intervals of good weather between. Then a whole week passed with* 
no rain at all. Deep pessimism settled upon the community. “A third of the 
crop has already been destroyed,” was the gloomy pronouncement heard on 
every side. 

I rode out on one of these blistering days. The sky was almost dead 
white. The fields had split up into great dry cakes. As the elephant plodded 
softly on, from time to time drawing supplies of water from her internal 
reservoir and unexpectedly spraying her leathery flanks, and me as well, I 
exchanged words of sympathy over the bad situation with some men I meU 
Not knowing how else to cheer them, I prophesied rain for the next day. 
The cloudless sky gave no hint of rain, and it seemed unlikely, indeed, that 
it would ever rain again. But the following morning I waked to the welcome 
music of a heavy downpour. It did not stop raining for thiry-six hours-— 
telegraph wires went down, bridges were washed away and roofs blown off— 
but the crops were saved. 

The Tahsildar sent over word that a small river a few miles west of 
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Pachperwa was in flood. Should I like to go by elephant and see it? The 
Mohammedan barber Dukhi offered to escort me. We set off about ten o’clock. 

Much of the road was under water. The flatness of the country was 
more apparent than ever. Miles and miles were flooded. One had the feeling 
the sky had fallen and smashed itself into an infinite number of pieces. 
Surrounded by low mud dikes, every field was a brilliant mirror flashing back 
the sun. 

Work was in full swing. Pairs of bullocks were going round and round 
the fields, each pair followed by a ploughman steadying the wooden handle of 
his plough. Knee deep in the burning water the ploughmen worked, bare 
bodies thickly splashed with mud. Two or four pairs of bullocks tramped 
round, one behind the other. The man with enough land to require several j 
bullocks turned them all into one field at a time, drawing upon relatives or 
hired ploughmen to help out, but ordinary villagers pooled their resources, 
for general convenience, ploughing the fields of each in turn. Where the 
ploughing was finished and the churned mud had already sucked up most of 
the water, the men, two abreast, were standing behind their bullocks on 
boards and driving round the fields like Roman charioteers, pressing the oo2e 
flat with their own weight. Here and there a microscopic atom of humanity 
was darkly silhouetted against a lonely world of water, sky and shining mud. 
Taking strange flamingo steps, it moved slowly forward, scattering seed from 
a basket held against its breast. 

Having had a glimpse of the river, dry a month before, now a respectable 
little Mississippi, we turned back again. This time we met streams of women 
winding along the dikes in single file, bringing food to their husbands and 
sons in the fields. They carried wide-lipped, coloured straw baskets on their 
head®, a flashing brass lota of drinking water miraculously balanced on top. 
Bullocks were unyoked, and for a few brief moments men and beasts rested. 
But at this season work waited not even upon death. The road passed within 
half a mile of Bishenpur, which was just then in the grip of cholera. The 
Bishenpur men were working in their fields like everybody else. 

Three weeks later the rice was nearly two feet high and ready for 
transplanting. This was another period of feverish activity. The rice had 
tiny white roots, fine as hair. The older men and some of the women swept 
it up by handfuls from the seed beds and tied it in bunches with a quick 
twist of one or two long fresh blades. As soon as a stack was ready, qne of 
the women set off for the outer fields with a towering green pile on her head. 

A humble little watchman of another village who came to serve at 
tahsil headquarters for a week, and who incidentally pulled my punkha for 
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extra earnings at odd hours, described the peasant’s hard lot. Once the rice 
is out of the ground it must be transplanted with utmost speed. Each worker 
is supposed to transplant four pounds of rice plants a day, but the day may 
be a very long one. He himself often worked in the fields by lantern light. 
Then he walked a long way home, ate a handful of food and fell asleep, but 
was up again at four. If it was raining he felt chilled. Everything was damp, 
outside and in, including the mud floor on which he slept. His body ached. 
Sometimes he had fever. If the sun shone, then the shallow water in the 
fields burned his legs and hands. In the open fields the cultivator has noth- 
ing but a few rags between himself and the furnace overhead. Inured to 
the sun by centuries though he is, he suffers greatly. 

The last week in July I went out to watch the transplanting. The 
fingers of the women are more deft than those of the men, and women did 
this work. They were strung out in long bending rows, saris tucked well up 
• out of the water. A man on the dike at one corner of the field tossed small 
bundles of rice plants to them. Separating the plants, they thrust two or 
three at a time into the muddy bottom, with quick regular gestures like oar 
strokes, leaving a space between each upright tuft. Under my eyes the field 
took on a quaintly quilted look. 

Laughter and song resounded from every side, for the women sang as 
they laboured. Nonsense, some of the verses wore, but the beat of the song 
timed to the rhythmic gestures was all that mattered : 

Ram, you have a magnificent palace, but I have only a hut to live in I*' 

*‘^WhQ cares for a palace ? 1 like the old hut-'* 

‘‘O Rani, you have rich garments to put on- I have only old rags-** 

**Let the rich garments be burnt! I like the old rags-** 

Or an imaginary barber in his capacity of matchmaker was the theme 
of the merrymaking : 

“0 barber, v?ho has not got a mfe, and is there a man for vshom you are 
seeking one ?** 

^*0 barber, do you belong to my future father-indare* s house ? If so, ml/ 
you give me a drink ?** 

*^The barber says / am untouchable and he cannot serve me vfater-** 

^^Nevertheless, O barber, I like the Raja-** 

So they joked, making up verses in turn, or one taking the lead and 
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the others chiming in on a refrain, not infrequently, from what I gathered, 
indulging in pointed sallies at the expense of somebody present. But it was 
all gay and happy. Overhead downy white clouds tumbled about in the blue 
sky. The purple foothills came down almost to the edge of the village. 
Water birds perched expectantly on the dikes. A pervasive charm, a conta- 
gious hope, hung over the newly planted fields. Life moved, for one after- 
noon at least, in perfect harmony with nature. 

The rain continued to fall in sufficient quantities, and in due course 
the rice ripened and Pachperwa rejoiced in a good harvest. Yet between 
possible drought or flood in the summer months, frequent failure of winter 
rains, frosts, and an overcast, rust-producing January, hail in February and 
insect and animal pests all the year round, the fields give the cultivators 
many a heartache. 

I remember, for instance, how locusts were flying ominiously thick 
when the emerald rice was just up. I first noticed an extraordinary number of 
large reddish insects hotly pursued by a host of small black and white birds 
darting hither and thither over my maidan. The Tahsildar thought they 
might be ‘‘rnoths,^’ but I did not feel qualified to contradict him ! While I 
was having dinner a peon arrived to correct this statement. They were tiddis 
— locusts— after all. Two days later I heard a peculiar metallic drone, which 
might have come from a thousand distant airplanes. A smoky yellow tinge 
spread rapidly over the sky as a swarm of locusts passed, flying high overhead. 
Mercifully they did not light on our fields. A flight of locusts is no mere 
phrase, but a catastrophe comparable with eruptions, landslides, typhoons 
and pestilence. It is looked on as a bad omen. Even the sight of locusts 
means a year of famine, one old white-beard assured me. 

Indian agriculture has been described as “a gamble in rain,’* but even 
games of chance have their probable ratios of success and failure. Agricultural 
records show that the cultivator must expect one bad year out of every five, 
with serious famine conditions prevailing about once a decade, India has 
always had to face periodic famines, first in one part of the country, then in 
another. 

What these famines have cost in the past, bare figures are powerless to 
tell. A complete failure of the seasonal rains may mean that literally not a 
blade of grass will grow over vast tracts of densely populated land. Within 
recent decades there have been famines extending over areas of from two 
hundred thousand to Wif a million square miles and affecting populations of 
from fifty to seventy millions. Before modern transport was developed there 
was nothing for people to do but die, after their reserve stores were exhaus- 
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ted, or emigrate to other parts of India. During the famine of 1 868-70 in 
western India, a million Marwaris out of a population of a million and a half 
left their homes in Marwar and spread throughout the country. Nowadays 
railways can rush supplies to a famine area, but prices naturally go up, and 
since population has increased there is no escaping widespread misery. The 
government has developed a competent system of famine relief which can be 
set in motion as soon as dire scarcity becomes apparent. Out of the perma- 
nent fund maintained for the purpose by every province, able-bodied persons 
arc given employment on public works, while those incapable of supporting 
themselves by such means receive doles. A famine to-day is marked by a 
heavy exodus from rural districts to industrial centres. But though millions 
may not actually starve to death, as they undoubtedly did in pre-railroad 
days, a famine year means appalling suffering among people who have no 
margin of prosperity to draw upon, even under the most favourable natural 
conditions. 

I had plenty of occasion in the village to observe the bad effects of the 
limited diet, limited both in quantity and quality. Experts estimate that the 
average Indian consumes a third as much food as tl^e average American. Be- 
tween thirty and forty millions of the population probably do not have more 
than one meal a day and live on the verge of perpetual starvation. Diet was 
the hopeless feature in any attempt to prescribe for the sick people who 
flocked to my door. ^‘Rice and pulse” or ‘‘bread” was the invariable answer 
whenjever I asked what anybody ate, and I learned that the statement was to 
be taken quite literally. A man’s diet depended on whether his land was 
high or low-lying, whether it produced millet or wheat or maize, out of which 
the coarse village bread is indiscriminately made, or rice. Rice is, of course, 
the great Indian staple. Of the total cultivated area of British India appro- 
ximately a third, eighty million acres, is under rice. India produces well 
over half the world supply of rice. 

The village market offered fresh vegetables and fruits in season, but 
these were considered luxuries, by no means part of the daily menu even for 
a vegetarian people. The Hindu religious ideal stands in the way of meat 
eating for large groups, but in any case the economics of a thickly populated 
country would prevent the wasteful production of grain and fodder-fed cattle 
designed only for the slaughter house. In India pulses supply proteids and 
generally take the place of the 139 pounds of meat which represent the 
annual per capita consumption in the United States. Some goat meat and pork 
are eaten in the villages, but cattle are reserved for werk and for dairying. 
Goats cost less than cows or milch buffaloes to mJiintain, and goats supply 
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most of the milk used in the villages. The milk from the village cattle ordi- 
narily goes into ghi and curds, but these are for the comparatively few who 
can afford them. Poultry raising is confined to Mussalmans, since Hindus 
look on hens as unclean and, generally speaking, will not eat eggs. It becomes 
obvious why India, supporting its great population upon one hundred million 
fewer acres of crop land and but a fraction of the grazing area available in the 
United States, turns to intensive cultivation of food grains and subsists — be- 
cause there is no choice — on meagre, unbalanced and monotonous rations. 

Water supply is naturally the most important factor in the agricultural 
equation. Some fifty million acres, a fifth of the total cultivated area, receive 
artificial irrigation from canals, wells or tanks. All forms of artificial watering 
have been known to India for centuries, and some of the great canal systems 
in present use were constructed hundreds of years ago. Even before improve- 
ment and extension in modern times, they watered areas of many hundreds 
of thousands of acres. Under the British administration, the government 
has undertaken irrigation projects of first rank, and over half the total irri- 
gated area now receives its water from government canals. A feature of recent 
development is the extenft of arable land, particularly in the Punjab and Sind, 
made productive under modern irrigation schemes. Several millions of acres 
of waste land have been brought into cultivation and colonized in the Punjab, 
where the river system has favoured canal expansion. The Sukkur Barrage, 
across the Indus in Sind, is one of the largest irrigation works of its kind in 
the world. It has opened up more than three million acres of waste land and 
has given assured water supply to two million acres more, formerly dependent 
for cultivation on the limited flow of inundation canals. 

Purely as a business enterprise, the government canal development has 
proved itself a most profitable investment. In the Punjab the canals pay 1 7 
per cent on capital outlay, after the deduction of working expenses. For all 
irrigation works in India, the net return on capital amounts to 7.41 percent. 
In addition there is a large increase in government revenue under the heads 
of land tax, railways, stamps and so forth as a result of the increased produc- 
tivity of the land and the prosperity that has characterized the young canal 
colonies. 

One hears much of the important contribution in the agricultural pros- 
perity of India of the government irrigation projects, important none the 
less because they have proved a handsomely paying investment. A little less 
talked of, perhaps, is the record of increasing poverty and distress over wide 
areas of Bengal, once known as the garden spot of India, through the unin- 
telligent destruction here of the indigenous canal and drainage system of pre- 
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British days. Sir William Willcocks, the distinguished hydraulic engineer 
associated with gigantic irrigation enterprises in Egypt and Mesopotamia, was 
invited to make an investigation of conditions in Bengal. He discovered that 
the innumerable small destructive rivers of the delta region, constantly chang- 
ing their courses, were originally canals which, under the English regime, 
were allowed to escape from their proper channels and run wild. Formerly 
these canals distributed the flood waters of the Ganges and provided for 
proper drainage of the land, undoubtedly accounting for that prosperity of 
Bengal which lured the rapacious East India merchants thither in the early 
days of the eighteenth century. In his opinion, silting up occurred during the 
protracted struggles and disorder of the immediately preceding period of Mo- 
hammedan conquest. At any rate, the Company ofHcials completely failed 
to recognize the remarkable irrigation scheme planned and constructed under 
one of the early Hindu kings of Bengal. Not only was nothing done to 
utilize and improve the original canal system, but railway embankments were 
subsequently thrown up, entirely destroying it. Some areas, cut off from their 
supply of loam-bearing Ganges flood water, have gradually become sterile and 
non-productive ; others, improperly drained, show an advanced degree of 
waterlogging, with the inevitable accompaniment of malaria. Nor has any 
attempt been’ made to construct proper embankments for the Ganges in its 
lower course, to prevent the enormous erosion by which villages and groves 
and cultivated fields are swallowed up each year. 

Sir William Willcocks severely criticized the modern administrators 
and officials, who, with every opportunity to call in expert technical assistance, 
have hitherto done nothing to remedy the disastrous situation, growing worse 
from decade to decade. What is the use of talking about the wonderful work 
iiccomplished in the Punjab, where empty regions have been made fertile and 
opened to colonization for the first time, he asked, when in Bengal, the most 
densely populated province in India and actually the seat of the capital until 
1911, almost an equal area of land has been ruined for agricultural purposes 
and millions have been reduced from prosperity to dire want ? 

In the United Provinces wells, responsible for 50 per cent of the total* 
irrigated area of India, play the chief part in artificial irrigation. Around 
Pachperwa water was everywhere to be struck at fifteen or twenty feet below 
the surface, and there were no rocks or stones to offer any obstruction to 
boring. Yet lifting water by hand or bullock power ends by being an expen- 
sive operation, and the tenant system is likely to interfere with much invest- 
ment of capital in the form of wells or any other permanent improvements. 
A good* masonry well costs close to five hundred rupees, a poor one, sixty 
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rupees. As tor the modern tube wells with pumping machinery, they arc con- 
fined to the model farms. At a cost of several thousand rupees, what humble 
agriculturist could dream of having one for his handful of acres, even though 
the provincial government magnanimously offers to pay half the cost of the 
installation I 

Every year the Balrampur Estate devotes some ten thousand rupees to 
building and repairing wells. With his share of this amount, our Tahsildar 
could put in working order ten wells, but these wells, as far as I learned, were 
village wells and did not serve the fields at all. Irrigation to supplement the 
winter rains was restricted to seepage water collecting in holes dug in the 
corner of a field, lifted by the bucketful with the help of a sweep made from 
a tree trunk balanced by a large lump of mud. Slow, back breaking work, 
scarcely calculated to yield the necessary eight or nine inches of irrigation, 
for instance, required for spring wheat. And in times of drought, shallow 
wells unfortunately have a way of going dry. 

The cultivator, particularly the small tenant cultivator, digs a rough 
channel to catch the overflow from some neighbouring stream, resorts to the 
open pits beside the railway embankment which become reservoirs during the 
rainy season, to be tapped in later months, or sinks holes in such of his scat- 
tered fields as promise to reward the hard labour of lifting irrigation water 
by hand. Anything more must be provided by God, the government or a 
paternalistic landlord. 

Bullocks are the backbone of Indian agriculture, and without them 
Indian rural life would be at a standstill. The man whose holding is too 
microscopic to warrant his keeping a pair of work animals must resort to the 
laborious task of hand spading or make some cooperative arrangement with 
others in a similar position. It is not easy to rent the use of plough bullocks, 
since the time when they are needed is exactly the time of greatest pressure 
of work all round. A pair of bullocks of the type common to our village cost 
forty -five or fifty rupees. They were small and weak, and one pair of bullocks 
was required to cultivate every six acres of land under rabi crops o: ten to 
twelve acres of rice land. The amount invested in his cattle is the cultivator’s 
heaviest outlay, one that unfortunately he may be called upon to repeat. In 
recounting misfortunes that may have overtaken him, a villager never omits 
to mention the loss of a work animal as a serious disaster. 

Outside his bullocks, the whole of the ordinary cultivators’ equipment 
is not worth thirty rupees. He has a light yoke and a plough made of a stick 
of mango wood tipped with iron, a short handled spade something like a hoe, 
a clod crasher, a small sickje, a re^dl winnowing scoop, a rope— -all, w;ith the 
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possible exception of the rope, locally made, after patterns that have not 
changed since the days when the Aryan settlers first took up agriculture. 

The Indian plough does not turn a furrow but merely makes a V- 
shaped scratch on the surface of the soil. The scratch is so narrow that in 
order to stir up all the earth a ploughman has to go over the ground at least 
three times. Dr. Sam Higginbottom, of the Naini Agricultural Institute fame, 
has made a calculation that in order to plough one acre the ploughman walks 
fifty tniles. With a plough of one of the improved makes to be had nowadays 
he could reduce the walking distance for himself and his bullocks by two 
thirds and at the same time cultivate his land more effectively. 

But many things stand in the way of the wholesale adoption in India 
of new agricultural machinery. The cost of a plough is about eighteen rupees, 
a comparatively high figure, but this is little compared to the fifty-four rupees 
at which the Raja sells, one of the most satisfactory of the improved types. 
Weight is another important item. I used to watch our villagers going out to 
their fields and returning at night, carrying not only a plough but often a 
bullock yoke as well over their shoulders. I persuaded one old man to weigh 
his load on the station scales. The plough weighed sixteen pounds, the yoke 
fifteen. Since the Indian fields offer no provision for storing equipment it is 
very essential that tools carried back and forth many miles every day should be 
as light as possible. The weight of the machine-made plough with its heavier 
share is against it, from the standpoint of the villager. He is also convinced, 
rightly or wrongly, that his undersized bullocks cannot possibly draw a heavier 
plough. This objection does not hold in western India, where a large breed 
of cattle is common. Still another difficulty comes up in the matter of mend- 
ing a broken plough. The local product is easily repaired by the village 
carpenter or blacksmith, but they have had no experience in tinkering with 
factory-made goods. 

Nevertheless, in spite of all plausible drawbacks, modern machinery 
suitable to Indian conditions is beginning to make slow headway. The con- 
servative cultivator will be watching the results with shrewd appraisal. A 
few progressive landowners have invested in harrows and drills, reaping and 
threshing machines. Village cane crushing mills operated by little oil engines 
are not uncommon. But until a Henry Ford is able to supply India with 
cheap agricultural implements, and the lowly village blacksmith takes to stock- 
ing spare parts and learns to adjust them as needed, progress in this line must 
necessarily be retarded. Cooperative ownership of modern agricultural machi- 
nery is obviously the best solution of the cultivating problem. 

Increasing the fertility of the soil and using selected seeds are devices 
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for making a limited area produce more and better crops. It is generally con- 
ceded that the maximum degree of soil deterioration in India has long since 
been reached, and that under existing conditions of Indian agriculture, low 
but stable fertility now obtains. Rice tracts, which are well irrigated, have 
proved that they can be cultivated indefinitely, though both the land and the 
output show a deficiency in phosphates. For other land, the Indian cultivator 
follows the traditional practices of his ancestors. He rotates his crops, sows 
mixed crops or lets his fields lie fallow. Pulses and leguminous crops arc par- 
ticularly valuable in this respect. They not only supply proteids, otherwise 
lacking in the diet of the people, but their root tubercles fix nitrogen, which 
is taken out of the soil in large quantities by grains. Tobacco and green 
manures are likewise beneficial to the soil. But the rice yield per acre in 
India is less than half that of Japan, cotton only a third of the average pro- 
duction in the United States. India, as a whole, according to the League of 
Nations rating, stands twenty-second in agricultural efficiency among the 
countries of the world. 

The possible increase in yield through the use of fertilizers is well 
known, but poverty and religious scruples act as deterrents. India docs not, 
for example, commonly employ human waste in the fiehls, like China and 
Japan. Most of the dung dropped by India’s 187 million cattle is consumed 
as fuel. Oil cake is used to some extent, but 18 per cent of the total oil-seed 
production in normal conditions is exported, and much of the remainder is 
fed to cattle. As a by-product of coal, India now manufactures annually seve- 
ral thousand tons of sulphate of ammonia, but the greater proportion of the 
product is normally exported abroad, since at 140 rupees a ton the ordinary 
cultivator does not invest. Expensive artificial fertilizers can be used only for 
highly paying crops such as sugar cane or garden produce. Bonemeal, an im- 
portant source of phosphate and combined nitrogen, is also lost to India 
through export. Finally green crops are rarely sowed and ploughed in as 
fertilizer because of the pressure on the land for food crops. 

But the evidence of increasing appreciation of fertilizing agencies of one 
sort or another to promote better cirops is apparent in the growing figures of 
consumption, small as they are. If the economic position of the agriculturist 
can be raised so that he can afford to buy proper fertilizers, there is little 
doubt that he will take full advantage of this means of improving production. 

Pusa and other experimental and research institutions have developed 
belter varieties of the various crops, and already millions of acres in British 
India are under improved seed. The greatest success has been obtained with 
cotton. A quarter or more of cotton acreage is now, sown with improved 
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varieties, of American or Cambodian strain. More than a tenth of the wheat 
area is under improved seed, and the benefit to the cultivator is obvious with 
his extra profit of several rupees an acre. Experimental work of this sort is 
going forward with all staple crops. 

The practical problem is one of distribution. The small cultivator sets 
aside a portion of his crop as seed for the following season or obtains seed on 
loan from his thekedar or the bazar dealer who has bought up his surplus 
grain at harvest time. Big seed merchants in the sense that they are known 
in the West do not exist. Some of the provincial agricultural departments and 
cooperative societies obtain improved seed from model farms and sell it on 
easy terms. Illiteracy is the great stumbling block. There is no simple way 
of demonstrating to the vast rural population the advantages of any change in 
their fixed habits. The higher market price of the improved crops will per- 
haps prove the best incentive to the adoption of new agricultural customs. 

Hampered by poverty, sickness and lack of education, the Indian culti- 
vators struggle on as best they can. Without capital to invest in fencing, 
buildings, fertilizers or machinery, and with holdings far below the minimum 
size considered as an economic agricultural unit in any Western country, they 
try to produce the food required for themselves, their families and their cattle, - 
and a surplus to dispose of in the market in order to pay their rent or land 
tax and to buy clothes and all other necessaries as well. It is a task beyond 
human power. 

Economic progress in the main is not so much the result of individual 
initiative and originality as of national policies of protection, encouragement 
and education. Alleviation of India’s economic ills can come only through an 
enlightened, self-interested policy of internal development, such as all West- 
ern nations follow and such as Japan adopted for herself some decades ago. 
Unfortunately, as a subject nation, India has had neither the incentive nor 
the opportunity for normal development. The national life has suffered in- 
evitable restraint under foreign domination. During the era when science has 
made its most important contributions to human welfare, when by means of 
new technical knowledge agriculturists have been able materially to increase 
their output, Indian agriculture has made no such corresponding advance. 

It is only within thb twentieth century that the government has shown 
concern to see that India’s wretched and starving millions should in some 
measure share the benefits of modern agricultural knowledge* With a gift of 
£30,000 to be devoted to some work of public utility, made in 1903 hy an 
American gentleman, Mr* Henry Phipps of Pittsburgh, Lord Cufzon opened 
a government laboratory for agricvfltural research at Pusa in ]Bihar. Two yearjs , 
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later provincial departments of agriculture first came into being. A Royal 
Commission on Agriculture in India headed by Marquis Linlithgow — the 
first of its kind to be appointed — conducted an extensive survey of Indian 
agricultural conditions and rural economy in the winters of 1927-1928. 
Tremendous irrigation enterprises now assure a permanent water supply to a 
vast area of several million acres. Improved types of seed have been develop- 
ed on experimental farms. Soil conditions and fertilizers are under investiga- 
tion by experts. Better implements are now on the market, to replace in- 
effective primitive tools. Every province has its model farms, its agricultural 
school and colleges, its staff of trained officials. Village cooperative societies 
have been organized to provide agricultural capital and, to a lesser extent, 
market produce. Yet unfortunately most of the new knowledge is still con- 
fined to official reports and research institutions. How to get it out to those 
who actually work on the land is a problem still to be solved. At present the 
man who follows the plough in the field is not inclined to listen to the Brit- 
ish chief or his high-caste Indian subordinate, a university graduate who 
has never had a day’s practical experience in the fields. 

I watched three harvests come and go for the villagers of Pachperwa : 
two autumn harvests, one spring harvest. Certainly very little of modern 
knowledge had penetrated to our community. Beyond the casual droppings 
of the plough cattle, the land received no visible manuring. One field had a 
little pile of a dark gray powdery substance scattered through it — wood ash, 
mixed with the ash of cow-dung cooking fires, the ploughman explained. For 
water the villagers depended on the monsoon and kutcha wells. But half a 
million acres in Oudh have now been brought under improved wheat stocks, 
and wheat, oil seeds, and the finest of the many varieties of rice produced in 
the region, fetch good prices in the export market, largely controlled by the 
Marwaris. 

Harvest time was naturally the happiest time in the life of the village. 
The countryside was astir with little bands of wandering tribes, camping in 
temporary thatched huts set up by the roadside. Whole communities moved 
about, helping to cut the grain in return for a few handfuls a day. The brown 
monkeys boldly invaded the fields, managing to get something for themselves 
before they were driven off with shouts and pellets of dry mud shot from 
bows. The cattle were rewarded for months of ceaseless labour with plenty 
of straw and chaff, and they even drew rations of grain. 

After the rice fields had been stripped and left brown and bare and all 
the paddy transported to the threshing floors, I watched an old beggar 
woman going carefully step by step over every inch of a field on the outskirts 
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of the village. Back bent in two, she picked up single grains from among the 
stubble, dropping them ope by one into a cloth gathered in her hand. She 
was the poorest of the poor, a widow whose children were dead. At other 
times she begged her food from door to door, but at this brief season of plenty, 
judged by village standards, even she looked forward to a few meals beyond 
the day’s most urgent need. 

If there are lean days and months to come, no one remembers them at 
this happy time. The whole village turns gay. Weddings are in vogue. The 
women acquire a new sari or a set of glass bangles, six for each wrist, or a 
silver ornament or two. Singing echoes from the road as the cartmen come 
in from distant hamlets and villages, bringing grain to the bazar. 

On the threshing floors, great cleared spaces on the edge of every vil- 
lage, the white bullocks go round and round, six or eight abreast, trampling 
out the grain. Afterward it is stacked in mounds : tall mounds, medium-sized 
mounds, tiny mounds. This is the time when the hired labourer draws his 
wages of one fifth of the crop. The money-lender, who has advanced grain 
for food, pounces upon what is owed him and docs not forget to take his 
interest of so many extra seers for every maund lent. The blacksmith, the 
carpenter, the barber, the washerman, the field watchman, the Brahmin who 
performs household ceremonies for Hindus, draw their fixed allotments. They 
arc usually paid for their services according to the number of ploughs in the 
village, the plough being a common term of measurement. Literally it is not 
the plough but the number of pairs of bullocks that counts. By way of indi- 
cating its size, a village is said to be a village of so many ploughs. Pachperwa, 
for instance, was a village of sixty-four ploughs. Village servants do not all 
receive equal amounts. In Pachperwa the blacksmith drew twenty-one fatjse- 
ries for every plough, the others twelve. The standard panseri is five seers, or 
ten pounds, but our current measures were all kutcha — that is, considerably 
under the standard rate. Then the herdsmen who may have grazed cattle 
belonging to some of the individual cultivators with his own herd, is entitled 
to something from each of them. And finally there are the customary presents 
to make to the Patwari, to the maulvi, if the cultivator is Mussalman, the 
temple priest if he is Hindu, and to any helpless person of the community 
who has to subsist wholly on village charity. 

Is it possible that any thing can be left, one wonders, after all the debts 
and the traditional little presents have been paid ? 
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I NEVER HAD TO ASK IF IT WAS WEDNESDAY IN OUR 
village. This was the day of the weekly bazar, when the usually quiet road 
in front of the Happy House changed into a congested thoroughfare. Then, 
too, on bazar day the Do:tor and I were visited by three times as many 
people as on ordinary days. 

So that they might spread out their displays in good time, a few early 
birds started arriving Tuesday night. Others, from Utraula, spent the whole 
night on the road, reaching the village as the sun came up. Still others sent 
their things on by train and had them transported from the station by local 
cartmen. Most of the village shopkeepers also moved the contents of their 
shops out into the mango grove in which the weekly market was held. 

As the bullock carts moved past the house in a steady stream, each sur- 
rounded by its own little private dust cloud, I grew aware that however much 
one’s bones may protest against this springless mode of travel, the archaic sim- 
plicity of the Indian bullock cart is an unceasing delight to the eye. The two 
ponderous creaking wheels possess that beauty of form perfectly adapted to 
purpose, the dignity of fulfilment. The white or the pearl-gray bullocks obey 
the trilling call of the driver, perched behind their tails, and the cart moves 
forward ignorant of the speed mania which has taken possession of men. 
But motor lorries have invaded India, and in the name of efficiency modern 
methods of transport are destined to drive out the ancient bullock cart. 

Along with the Wednesday carts of the traders, throngs from the 
thickly scattered hamlets for miles about came trailing on foot, carrying 
woven trays or large flat baskets, a few pounds of grain tied up in a cloth, 
whatever they had to barter for salt or sugar or spices or cloth from the 
world outside the margin of their village. For every fifty barefoot villagers 
only two or three had shoes. Now and then came one who sat with legs, out 
sideways over the fat saddlebags of a low-caste donkey, or who proudly held 
aloft a white or black sun umbrella, as he bestrode a little country pony. A 
deep-toned bell, tolling solemnly, announced a passing elephant. 

All the morning the crowds flowed toward the bazar, attaining their 
greatest density about noon. At this time the noise from the mango grove 
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reached me as a confused roar. During the middle of the afternoon the tide 
turned and began flowing in the opposite direction again. At sunset, bearing 
odd shaped burdens on their heads, figures silhouetted through thin white 
draperies took on the unreality of a shadow show. The little ponies acquired 
silver halos. Hours later, stragglers were still going by, some of them evi- 
dently having paid a long call at the wineshop. Lanterns traced erratic pat- 
terns across the dark, and songs with sliding minor intervals echoed from 
nowhere in particular. The next day all was quiet orderliness once more. 

The first time I went to our Wednesday bazar, escaping the Ayah’s 
vigilant eye, I set out, as I thought, alone. Afterward I learned that the 
Tahsildar, seeing me from a distance, had ordered one of his men to follow 
at a discreet distance and render help in case I got into trouble. Just what 
sort of trouble he imagined possible I do not know. The only result of the 
adventure was the disappointing discovery, which held good for all subsquent 
visits, that aside from vegetables the village market contained absolutely no- 
thing worth buying, from my point of view. Most of the stalls dealt in raw 
food, cloth or small, cheap importations. 

The Mohammedan Station Master was always offering his service to 
elucidate anything and everything about Indian life and customs for me. One 
day, between trains, we made a thorough tour of the market. The usual haze 
of dust from milling animals and men had spread through the mango grove 
and along the edge of the village. Empty carts stood around, tilted backward, 
and unyoked bullocks wandered about or lay placidly un^er the trees. The 
ponies were tied to trees or had their front legs hobbled. One was wearing 
a peacock feather braided into its forelock, and necklaces of blue beads or tiny 
brass bells decorated some of the bullocks. Plenty of donkeys, hobbled like 
the horses, strayed at random, taking astute nibbles from the vegetable booths 
when the attention of the dealers was engaged with a prospective customer 
trying to get a large purple eggplant for two pice instead of an anna. To add 
to the general confusion, a local herdsman took it into his head to drive his 
whole buffalo herd from one side of the grove to the other at this moment of 
greatest congestion, but it never occurred to anyone to complain over the 
matter of a little extra dust or unnecessary crowding. 

The dealers were grouped according to trade, in the traditional fashion 
of the East. In the large cities, as in the villages of India, you still generally 
find the cloth merchants gathered conveniently in one place, the shoemakers 
in another, the brass workers or goldsmiths in another, just as you do in China 
o;*, to a lesser degree, in Japan, Group organization in India has gone even 
farther. There are casual references in the Buddhist Jataka to villages 
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of carpenters, villages of blacksmiths, villages of potters, to which the popu- 
lace of neighbouring cities and districts was accustomed to resort when in 
need of their particular products. Villages of outcastes and of primitive tribes 
and Brahmin villages are still not uncommon, though for the sake of practical 
economy isolated communities of craftsmen have generally given way to the 
ordinary communal type of village, like Pachperwa. 

At our bazar the fruit sellers lined both sides of the road along the part 
of the grove nearest to the village, and just beyond them, extending almost 
to the house of the dwarf potter, was the place of the vegetable sellers. Both 
piled their wares on the bare ground, indifferent to the dust of scuffing feet. 
The great lumpy green jackfruit, familiar in cold weather, the oranges, guavas, 
custard apples and papayas, had now disappeared. Mangoes had not yet come. 
The fruit dealers all sat behind monotonous mountains of small round water- 
melons. As for the vegetable sellers, they had little to offer at this season but 
onions and potatoes. 

On the far side of the ditch dividing the road from the open fields on 
the west were the basket weavers, selling round baskets two and a half feet in 
diameter and a foot high, suitable for Bania stalls or bullock feeding. They 
also had basket scoops shaped like dustpans, flat trays and winnowing fans. 
All these goods were of the simplest and coarsest make. 

Scattered about in the vicinity of the fruit and basket dealers were tra- 
ders in oil. Bottles standing on the ground indicated their stock in trade, but 
bottles cost money, 'and the thrifty village folk usually brought their own. 
The Telis dealt in all kinds of oil, mustard oil for lighting, cooking and rub- 
bing the body, castor oil for burning, scented rape-seed oil for the hair, kero- 
sene oil for lanterns, nim oil for medicine, linseed oil for greasing cart wheels. 
The only imported oil to be had in the Pachperwa market was the BOC — 
Burma Oil Company — product, used for lanterns. The Telis bought seeds, 
giving oil in exchange. One woman was weighing off a basket of bullet-like 
rape seeds against stones of various sizes placed in the other side of the balance, 
while another woman squatted in front, carefully watching the operation. 
Stones, bricks, half bricks, silver rupees, baskets, gunnysacks of standard size 
and oil tins all serve as rural weights and measures in India. 

The four gallon oil tin originally designed for kerosene has won an im- 
portant place for itself in Indian village economy. Ahlrs make use of empty 
tins for ghi and anybody and everybody uses them as water carriers. Fitted 
with covers by the local iron and tin smiths, they furnish the Bania with 
tatproof food containers. The Ayah stored her clothes in one. My own 
Watering can Was a transformed kerosene tin. 
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A variety of dry articles such as salt, sugar, grain, spices, dyes, cosme- 
tics and matches were displayed at the stalls of the many traders, spreading 
along the front of the village. Two merch.ints dealt in salt. Under their 
little awnings they squatted beside mounds of coarse salt piled on pieces of 
gunny cloth. Three or four grades were to be distinguished. One consisted , 
of rough lumps the size of marbles, gray with dirt. Another kind was broken 
into rocks a foot or more in diameter and the colour w.as that of beautiful 
translucent pink jade. The two other kinds resembled the first, but were 
cleaner and finer. But the less clean and less fine salt cost more, because as 
one of the Banias explained, the percentage of salt in it was higher. Refined 
salt, like refined sugar, was entirely unknown in the vilLage. Sugar came in 
the form of brown baseballs— crude cane-juice boiled down and pressed into 
shape by hand. 

To my untrained eye most of the Banias’ sacks with tops neatly rolled 
down displayed only an indistinguishable and uninteresting collection of 
brown roots, powders and dried leaves, but these were the spices without 
which Indian cooking would be flat and tasteless. A lumpy little thing as long 
as my finger, brown outside and bright yellow within, was the ubiquitious 
hal 4 i, or turmeric, base of all curry preparations. It is also used in religious 
ceremonials and is the source of a yellow dye. Saffron, much prized as a fla- 
vouring for rice, also was to be had from the Banias, but its costliness put it 
beyond the reach of most villagers. Other bags contained unhusked grain, 
areca nuts, sunken-cheeked coconuts stripped of their shells, indigo, snlphar, 
red lead, antimony, dried fruits, bits of sand.ilwood and camphor chips— all 
necessary, useful or delectable from the village standpoint. 

Perhaps the oddest article for sale was money, in the form of unminted 
chunks of copper and tiny white shells. The Gorakhpur! pice, as they are 
called, are small, roughly squared bits of copper, worth a quarter of an anna, 
still current in Oudh along with the minted copper coins of government issue. 
Cowries are also aecepted as a money token, but their value depends on the 
rate at which the Bania sells them. Now that the railways have cheapened 
importation and the cash-rent system has fostered the use of standard metal 
currency, shells are little used except for keeping tally. Haweli Singh, owner 
of the Pachperwa brick factory, purchased them for his foreman, who counted 
out two cowries for every brick carried across the yards by the child workers 
of his factory. Translated at their current exchange back into money, 384 
cowries equalled one anna. E.ach child haeJ to carry one hundred and ninety- 
two bricks to earn that anna. 

Included with the food vendors were four other groups of traders, the 



2o6 


VOICELESS INDIA 


sellers of sweets, pan, tobacco and meat. Meat was not sold actually in the 
bazar, where its presence would have been considered contaminating by vege- 
tarian Hindus, but way off at one side. Mohammedan cartmen from Utraula 
were in the habit of bringing supplies of mutton with them, cither to sell to 
Mohammedan butchers in Pachperwa or to dispose of privately. It was ru- 
moured that sometimes they smuggled in beef to well-paying Mohammedan 
customers. 

Tobacco was also a Mohammedan monopoly of trade, but the tobacco 
stalls were scattered thickly in among the Bania shops and were patronized by 
Hindus and Mussalmans alike. Ever since its introduction into India by the 
Portuguese at the beginning of the seventeenth century, tobacco has been 
popular with all classes except the Sikhs and orthodox Brahmins, who are 
supposed to abstain from smoking. Nowadays cigarettes are coming into 
vogue, but the Indian smoker’s favourite apparatus is still the water pipe. 
Tobacco for this and for the small clay chillairi', also very popular, was grown 
locally in our district and prepared with pungent spices. The tobacco sellers’ 
booths were adorned with huge balls of tobacco paste variously spiced, the 
cheapest quality selling for three pice a pound. They also offered snuff and 
smoking eq^uipment. 

A strange feature of the bazar was the almost complete absence of ver- 
dors of prepared food, such as swaim about Chinese fairs and market places. 
Hindu custom, I discovered, docs not sanction promiscuous eating. But pai- 
ched grain is excepted, and many people brought along a little gram or corn 
and dropped in around noon at one of the numerous grain parchers’ shops 
in the village, giving a portion of the raw grain to the shopkeeper in return 
for having the rest parched in hot sand. Curds were also sold by Ahir women 
and sweets by the Hahals, one of whom specialized in sherbet. A number 
of pan sellers, cross-legged on low benches, carried on a brisk business at their 
little stands. They were preparing the pan as fast as their fingers could work. 
First they spread lime on half the astringent pan leaf and then catechu in a 
thin brown wash on the other half. Next some chopped areca nut was 
sprinkled on top, and usually a pinch of tobacco or camphor was added. The 
leaf was finally folded into a little triangle, called a btra, perhaps fastened 
with a clove, and handed to the customer. Pan chewing is an Indian equiva- 
lent for the American gum, and the use is so universal that the cost of any 
small triflie is frequently estimated^n ‘^biras.” 

The bazar boasted several dealers in metal. The iron dealers sold cha- 
pati irons, water jars and buckets, tongs, nails, hinges, raw iron and corruga- 
ted sheet iron. Another group dealt in brass and aluminium cooking vessels 
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and drinking receptacles, another in anklets and bracelets of German silver or 
white metal. A few silversmiths were also on hand. At the market, their 
chief stock in trade consisted of all sorts of small charms, in the form of gold 
and silver plaques or cylinders to be worn around the neck or on arm bands, 
A Mussalman ordered a verse of the Koran, a Hindu some favourite health- 
protecting mantra, which was written on a bit of paper, rolled up and sealed 
inside the charm. Everybody wore a charm of some sort. Charms not only 
avert the Evil Eye, sickness and dire calamities, but they are supposed to 
bring success in cherished enterprises. 

The thread dealers made the necklaces on which the charms and orna- 
ments were strung. They sat in a long double row under the mango trees, 
all out of proportion in number, it seemed to me, to the other traders. There 
must have been fifty of them. They sold thread of all kinds, including loosely 
twisted skeins of cotton from which Brahmins make the sacred thread worn 
by the Hwice-born’ castes among Hindus. Coloured woollen balls for dressing 
the hair of little girls, buttons, small mirrors and bead necklaces completed 
the list of their wares. Glass bangles, earrings and forehead spangles belonged 
to another section of market vendors. 

Cloth merchants were many, spreading over a large part of the grove 
and carrying on heavy trade, both in piece goods and ready-made clothes. 
String fences were put up for displaying kurta and kurtu the shirts worn by 
men and women respectively. These were generally of white shirting with 
narrow stripes, similar to the ordinary shirtings sold in London or New York. 
There were also short sleeveless jackets for women, put on over the head. 
They were invariably red, with a bold applique design of black cloth. The 
trend of the times manifested itself in the cheap machine lace, stitched in 
rows, which some of them displayed. Full gathered skirts of dark striped 
material, with bands of contrasting colours around the bottom, were also to 
be purchased ready made. Such skirts are worn by country women, though 
the graceful sari is more universal. All the ready-made clothes are cut and 
sewed by Mohammedan tailors. 

A great many Banias sold cloth by the yard and white piece-goods in 
the form of saris, dhotis and scarfs. In among the cloth Banias of the bazar 
were also a few country weavers, selling coarse dhotis of hand-woven un- 
bleached cotton. 

The last important group of traders dealt in manufactured articles be- 
longing to the class of small luxuries. Nearly every country in the world, 
with the exception of the United States, contributed to the bazar trade of 
our little Indian village. Outside of England, of course, which dominated 
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the cloth trade, Germany was easily in the lead in manufactured articles as 
represented in the Pachpenva market, I noted German trade marks on safety 
pins, erasers, buttons, lanterns, knives, mouth organs, packets of needles, 
locks, torchlights, toy pistols, penholders and, by far the most important, 
aluminium pots and bowls and tall cups. Next in order came Japan, with tin 
combs, tin flutes, knitted undershirts, coloured sreks, pencils, buttons, black 
cotton umbrellas and crochet cotton. China sent socks and some gaudily em- 
broidered silks and satins, occasionally used for men’s coats and for wedding 
regalia. Belgium offered us ‘^Great Mogul Playing Cards.” England also sent 
a single glass bottle of fruit drops, more playing cards, buttons and laundry 
soap, manufactured according to expectation by “Soap Makers to H. M. the 
King.” From Paris I came upon a card of steel key rings. Italy contributed 
the most varied assortment of buttons — bone, pearl and tin — but Italiaa and 
Japanese artificial silk, beginning to make serious inroads upon the silk trade 
in India, had apparently not yet penetrated into our rural life. Most of the 
storm lanterns came from Austria. Czecho-Slovakia completely controlled the 
field of brass finger rings set with paste jewels, glass-and-brass shirt studs, 
brass cuff links and stamped tin boxes with tiny keys. 

When I jokingly told the Station Master that my national pride was 
hurt at finding nothing from the United States in the bazar, he leminded 
me that two tailors of Pachperwa used Singer sewing machines. A night or 
two later he made a special call to inform me that he had been thinking the 
matter over and that, having in any case long contemplated the purchase of 
a phonograph, he had now decided to order one from Lucknow, of American 
make. He hoped thus to make up, on behalf of the village, for the noticeable 
lack of American products. 

Bazars arc held on regular days in different towns and villages all over 
rural India, and many traders from neighbouring cities make a point of send- 
ing representatives who spend their whole time travelling about from one 
market to another. The people of the countryside flock in for their week’s 
supplies, bartering anything they may have to dispose of in exchange or bring- 
ing along a carefully hoarded rupee or two, out of which they may recklessly 
squander a few annas on some treasured trifle. Even those who have nothing 
to spend turn up for the general excitement, the gossip, the occasional chance 
to witness at somebody elsc’s expense the tricks of an itinerant magician, a 
stray snake charmer’s performance, an acrobat or a poor, irritable dancing bear, 
put through his paces by a wandering showman. Though each person spends 
very little, and scarcely an article in the bazar costs more than three rupees, 
in aggregatejho bazar trade mounts up to a considerable The records of 
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the ZUidari the official who collected bazar rents and taxes for the Balrampur 
Estate at Pachperwa showed that on the particular day of my investigation 
480 shopkeepers in all transacted a volume of business amounting to 5,580 
jupees. On bazar days preceding important festivals, such as Moharram, the 
amount of business doubles that of ordinary Wednesdays. 

The estate levied customary charges of ground rent for stalls, a tax on 
the volume of the business itself, and a cart toll. Rent for stall space in the 
mango grove was charged at the rate of a quarter of an anna a day, but in 
order to save the trouble of collecting this sum every week a contract for bazar 
rents was auctioned off by the Tahsildar once a year — at the last auction it 
had brought 205 rupees — and the contractor assumed responsibility for the 
weekly collections, naturally being entitled to take the surplus for himself. 
Then, every cart coming to the village or bazar paid two pice, but this toll 
collection was also farmed out. The temple priest of the New Bazar had con- 
tracted for the right to the cart tax, for 525 rupees. Everything over and 
above was supposed to go to the upkeep of the temple. Finally, the regular 
trade tax levied on all outside dealers who took space at the bazar was one 
pice for every three rupees of business. The Zilidar or his assistant was al- 
ways on hand on bazar day, circulating around the market and keeping a 
watchful eye on every transaction involving possible estate dues. 

The same general business tax was applied by the estate to the Mar- 
wari tradesmen of the permanent bazar, who paid shop rent to the estate at 
the rate of six rupees a month. All paid a pice on every three rupees’ worth 
of goods sold. Every night they reported the total of the day’s trade register- 
ed in their books to the Zilidar, and he in turn kept a record and collected 
the dues at stated intervals. The Marwaris paid still another tax to the estate, 
on grain bought from the cultivating tenants. Every grain cart coming to the 
New Bazar with the standard load of six bags of grain, equal to eighty-two 
pounds each, had to give up the financial equivalent of six pounds, four for 
the estate and two for the weighmen. The Zilidar worked with a staff of one 
assistant, two peons and eight weighmen, checking the records of his men 
with the daily freight exports of the different traders at the station. 

Wednesday market brought home to me the dependence of the village 
on the outside world for nearly all its principal necessities and trifling luxur- 
ies, aside from the barest of bare food. Of thet otal bazar sales, a third at 
the lowest estimate stood for articles of non-Indian origin. In a new country 
like the United States, which has never known the craftsman tradition, this 
would have been expected. In India it meant a serious change in the whole 
economic life of the country, a dislocation between the past and the present. 
14 
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Even in a rural community where the people raised their own food 
staples, more than one third of all they spent in cash, eliminating land rent 
and payments on debts, also went for food, something less than a third for 
clothing, and the remainder for household necessities like cooking utensils, 
little indulgences like tobacco and glass bangles, investment in the form of 
ornaments. All authoritative surveys based on actual wage incomes for India 
reach the conclusion that well over half the family budget of the poor classes 
goes for food. By the time the cost of clothing and other compulsory expen- 
diture is deducted little or nothing remains for amusements, medical care, 
education or anything commonly associated with well being. 

Before the expansion of railways facilitated the easy movement of food- 
stuffs and the flooding of the country with foreign manufactures, the Indian 
village lived simply, storing its surplus grain, producing for itself out of ne- 
cessity nearly everything essential to its existence. Nowadays village life has 
acquired a different basis. The villagers find themselves with less food and 
more currency, underemployment and more importations. 

The moststriking index of changed conditions was the amount of import- 
ed cloth to be seen in the Pachperwa bazar, with the corresponding prosperity 
of the cloth Banias contrasted with the general destitution of the weavers. 

Weavers are mentioned in the ancient Rig Vedk hymns, showing that 
India had its weavers from the most remote times. We had in Pachperwa 
eighteen Mohammedan families divided into six families of Dhuniyasy or cotton 
carders, and twelve families of Julahasy or weavers, still following their here- 
ditary callings. The Julahas are thought to have been originally Hindu 
weavers perhaps converted wholesale to Islam in the early days of the 
Mohammedan invasions, but according to their own legend they are direct 
descendants of Adam. When Satan first made Adam conscious of his naked- 
ness, he promptly invented the art of weaving and taught it to his sons. 

Two of the village weavers, Habibullah and Jahangir, made a fairly 
good living. The rest were having a hard struggle to survive. But the carders 
were even worse off. With the increasing use by hand weavers of mill-made 
yarn in place of the uneven handspun thread, the carders have lost the spin- 
ning market. Preparing cotton for razaisy or quilts, and for padded jackets 
scarcely keeps them occupied. Fourteen Hindu Kon-Chamar families lived in 
Pachperwa. Their hybridized caste name indicated that they were in a tran- 
sitional stage, sinking from the weaving caste to that of the untouchable leather 
workers. 

One day I asked a Kori-Chamar boy of the village if he knew how to 


weave, 
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he said. “My father could weave, but I never learned.’’ Ajudya 
skinned dead cattle instead. 

The product of the country looms is coarse and plain. Nowadays taste 
favours the finer and less durable fabric of the mills. None of our local ofR- 
cials or shopkeepers was ever to be seen wearing any thing but a machine- 
made dhoti, most often a shirt of imported cloth. The cultivator, on the other 
hand, knows that the Julaha’s dhoti at one rupee and four annas wears twice 
as long as the Bania’s at two rupees, and he still generally buys from a local 
weaver. But the women have almost all adopted mill-made saris. 

A weaver at the bazar told me that both men and women in his family 
worked on his two looms. Weaving was easiest, he explained, in cold weather. 
In the rainy season the thread became damp and sticky. He could make two 
dhotis a day in good weather. With the material for one dhoti costing one 
rupee, his earnings at best came to eight annas a day. 

Gandhi’s campaign to revive the hand-spinning-and-weaving industry 
in India is not, as is often represented, a sentimental revolt against machin- 
ery, but a desperate effort to offer some slight immediate relief to the half- 
starved rural population of India. Without a subsidiary industry, agriculture 
alone cannot lift the burden of poverty from the backs of the masses. Form- 
erly weaving offered this subsidiary industry. Scarcely a house was without 
its spinning wheel, and India manufactured not only all the textiles required 
for home consumption but exported silk and cotton fabrics in large quantity 
to the Western world as well. Indian muslins were a chief article of trade 
with Rome in the early centuries of the Christian era. When the first Euro- 
peans made their way overland to India in the sixteenth century they found 
Indian weavers producing muslins sheer as cobwebs, exquisite gold-brocaded 
silks, woven materials of infinite variety and beauty, never surpassed in any 
country. The tradition still survives. In Benares and many other localities 
weavers still turn out exquisite work. 

Why, asks Gandhi, should India import textiles and yarn from foreign 
countries to the value of many crores a year ? Let the Indian mills go on ex- 
panding slowly, as they should and must, but for immediate relief stop the 
annual export of two million bales of raw cotton. Let the people of the 
villages, whose work is distinctly seasonal in character, leaving them with 
nothing remunerative to do for from two to four months out of the year, at 
least spin and weave enough cotton to clothe each household. Let the village 
looms again begin to hum. As conditions are now, the people can have both 
food and raiment only if they produce their own cloth. If each family annu- 
ally saved only five rupees by this simple scheme, it would be an appreciable 
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amount where the budget is as low as it is in rural India. Gandhi’s critics 
have so far suggested nothing better to alleviate the immediate hunger of 
millions. 

The economic policy of the British government in India, starting with 
the days of the East India Company, has always been compass-true to British 
interests. First, the Indian weaving industry was encouraged because of the 
enormous profits at which Indian goods could be disposed of in the English 
market. Pepper, saltpetre for gunpowder, indigo and drugs also contributed 
to the great fortunes built up from the India trade, but textiles represented 
by far the most significant item. Since England produced little that India 
wanted, bullion was exported to pay for the goods purchased in India. At the 
beginning of the eighteenth century the export of bullion amounted to a 
million pounds sterling a year, and India’s hand-loom calicoes, chintzes, mus- 
lins and silks were threatening to destroy England’s woollen industry. The 
trade was killed by an enactment prohibiting the further use or sale in Eng- 
land of Indian silks and calicoes. 

Then came the industrial revolution in the nineteenth century, but 
when India, too, built mills and began to compete on a modern basis with 
foreign manufacture, the principle of free trade was applied to India. All 
customs dues w'ere wiped out in 1882. This step brought about a financial 
stringency for the government of India requiring a reimposition of tariff. In 
1 896 a duty of 3 J per cent was placed on imported woven goods, but to pre- 
vent this duty from acting in any sense as a protective measure, an excise tax 
of per cent was simultaneously imposed on the Indian mill product. Im- 
ported cotton yarns and twists remained on the duty-free list. In 1917 govern- 
ment revised its customs schedules and raised the general ad valorem tariff 
from 5 to 7J per cent, but retained cotton goods at the old rate until the 
following year, when for the first time they were placed on a par with other 
imports. Five years later the general duties were again subjected to revision, 
and the duty on cotton piece goods was fixed at 1 1 per cent. Then it became 
15 per cent. Not until 1926, however, was the excise duty on Indian mill 
goods finally abolished. 

Along with the unpopular tariff policy, forcing products of European 
manufacture upon the Indian market and holding back industrial development 
within the country, the government monopoly of salt has attracted particularly 
bitter opposition. The salt tax, which existed in the form of octroi duties in 
pre-British days, falls on a primary necessity and is paid by the poor. Through 
its own agencies or a licensing system, government control is now exercised 
over the salt production for the whole of India. On rock salt mined in the 
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Punjab, on brine salt obtained from Sambhar Lake in Rajputana or from the 
Rann of Cutch on the Gujarat coast, on sun-evaporated sea salt from Bombay 
and Madras, a uniform duty is imposed, fixed at two pice a pound in 1888, 
lately reduced to one pice. This duty and other salt levies yield an annual 
revenue of about nine crores. But in terms of village life the salt tax becomes 
a severe hardship. Villagers live almost entirely on grain food. They require 
salt for their cattle as well as themselves. In spite of the fact that per capita 
income in India is perhaps not even seventy-five rupees a year, villagers of 
Pachperwa paid about an anna a pound for rough, dirty, unrefined salt — very 
little less than one pays for refined salt in New York City. According to 
official figures the incidence of taxation is 3i- annas per head a year — which 
may not at first seem excessive. Relative to income, however, it remains a 
heavy burden. 

On March 12, 1930, Mahatma Gandhi, accompanied by a little band 
of seventy followers from his ashram at Sabarmati, started to march to the 
coast two hundred miles away to manufacture salt in defiance of the govern- 
ment monopoly. That may one day be recorded in history as more portentous 
than the Boston Tea Party. Thousands and hundreds of thousands of sup- 
porters fearlessly took to making illicit salt. The police, aided by the mili- 
tary, were utterly unable to cope with Gandhi’s Salt Army. Gandhi himself 
was arrested on May 5 th, and all the important leaders of the Nationalist 
campaign soon followed him to jail. But the movement launched could not 
be arrested. Starting with popular resistance to the salt tax, it spread to the 
boycott of foreign imports, particularly cloth, and to the non-payment of land 
taxes. The strength of the movement lay in its nonviolence. Gandhi’s spirit, 
permeating his followers, was more than capable of absorbing all the lathi 
blows that disgracefully rained down on heads and backs of unarmed men and 
women in this painful aspect of India’s struggle to be free. 

The steady rise in agricultural prices over past decades is frequently 
cited as proof that the Indian cultivator is better off to-day than formerly. A 
hundred years ago rice and wheat sold in Oudh at 200 pounds to the rupee. 
I found the rupee buying less than 15 pounds of wheat and ii pounds of 
rice. The exchange value of the rupee a century ago was double its present 
stabilized rate of is. 6d., but its purchasing power was obviously many times 
greater. 

Theoretically the tremendous enhancement in the value of agricultural 
produce ought to benefit the cultivator, but outside specially favoured areas 
like the canal colonies in the Punjab, village conditions in India do not indi- 
cate' prosperity. Middlemen and large exporters reap the lion’s share of thje 
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profit, as they do everywhere. As land values have jumped, the tenant culti- 
vator has been pressed for higher rent. The small proprietor, on the other 
hand, has been tempted to mortgage his hand. Recent legislation has stopped 
the further alienation of land to non-agricultural classes, but large areas have 
already passed from their hereditary owners to money-lenders, as formerly 
they passed to the rent collectors in Bengal, Former cultivators have thus 
been forced down into the ranks of tenants or landless labourers. With the 
general shrinking in the size of the individual holding, a smaller surplus crop 
remains to sell at higher prices. To pay rent or the interest on debts, or to 
marry a daughter, the cultivator of three acres, in the flush of harvest opti- 
mism, often sells more than he can spare. When he runs short later in the 
year he is obliged to buy back his own grain from the market dealers, dearer 
than he sold it. If prices have gone up, from the selling point of view, costs 
have also gone up more, from the living point of view. 

Meanwhile the village artisans, thrown into direct competition with 
machine-made production, are being pressed to the wall, while the village 
life sufters that general stagnation which inevitably follows the closing of free 
channels of development. Census figures show that only about lo per cent of 
the population of British India is supported by industry. Except for about 
two million persons employed in factories, this lo per cent is made up of 
those who supply personal and household necessaries and simple implements 
of work, the village artisan class. The government census reports give indu- 
bitable proof of India’s retrogression in indigenous industry. Each decade 
shows that agriculturists have increased in proportion to the total population. 
“Industries have substantially decreased, and of the principal forms of in- 
dustry the textile workers have dropped considerably, as also have potters and 
workers in wood and metal,” says the 1928 Indian Year Book* Hand technique 
does not survive anywhere in competition with the machinery of the modern 
world, but in other countries the transition from one stage of production to 
another, though not achieved painlessly, has at least been made as smooth as 
possible by the support and encouragement given to the young industries by 
the governments concerned. Industrialism has absorbed the handicrafts^ and 
the factories have taken care of the former artisan class and at the same time 
provided occupation for the natural increase in population. 

It is not hard to understand why India resents the economic policy of 
her foreign rulers which has effectually transformed her frpm a manufacturing 
to a consuming country as far as wprld trade is concerned. The reiteration 
that the consumer benefits from the generally cheaper price of imported 
articles falls on the deaf ears of Indian economists. They see Indian industry 
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seriously paralyzed and the Indian people among the poorest in the world, 
as a result of British policy, and they quite agree with Sir Austen Chamberlain, 
one-time Secretary of State for India, who as far back as 1917 expressed the 
view that ‘‘India will not remain content to be a hewer of wood and a draw- 
er of water for the rest of the Empire.” Yet it is significant that in spite of 
a backward economic state, India, exceeded only by China in population, has 
been ranked by economists actually as the sixth industrial country in the 
world. This is explained by the vast internal consumption of goods produced. 

Coming back to my own little village, typical artisans were there, still 
plying their ancient trades in the ancient manner, but the unsettling influ- 
ences of the times was upon them. Except for the goldsmiths, and the black- 
smith family and the five families of carpenters who made the village tools 
and were supported in turn by dues of grain, the artisan class rested on a 
precarious footing. And even the more fortunate suffered from foreign com- 
petition. 

For example, the blacksmith bought his iron in the bazar, ten pounds 
to the rupee, also tin and galvanized sheets. The chances were, nowadays, 
that his iron at least came from the Tata Iron and Steel Mills at Jamshedpur, 
in Bihar, but the market supply of hooks, nails, hinges, locks, and other 
small articles, which he formerly provided, were all imported from abroad* 
He must have been aware that many minor tasks were slipping from him. 
Iron was a commonplace commodity in ancient India. A marvel of the metal* 
lurgical skill of Indian ironworkers fifteen hundred years ago is the famous 
wrought-iron pillar at Delhi, weighing six tons, bearing a Sanskrit inscription 
of the early Gupta period. Countless primitive smelters were worked all over 
India until modern processes of production, cheap sea freights and the deve- 
lopment of railways helped the foreign manufacturer to stamp out the native 
industry. Only in the present century have Indian iron and steel works, 
almost a lone example of government bounty, protected by a tariff under a 
new national policy, been able to recapture part of the market. Metals and 
their manufactures still rank second, however, in the list of Indian imports, 
coming next to cotton manufactures. 

Another destructive invasion has occurred in the Indian dyeing indus- 
try. Rajab, the dyer of Pachperwa, was busy during the winter months block* 
printing cotton cloth for quilts, and just before the Mohammedan mourning 
procession in the month of Ramazan he worked feverishly, stamping pat- 
terns on pieces of paper for the decorative coffins which would be carried in 
the procession. But there was Jumai, also a dyer by caste, who knew nothing 
of his trade. The collapse of the old hand-loom industry mortally injured 
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the dyer’s profession, but the more recent invention of artificial dyes ruined 
his art. I bought forty yards of white material in the bazar one day and took 
it to Rajab to stamp and dye, before having the tailor make it into curtains 
for the Happy House, A few days after the curtains were up I noticed the 
colours were already beginning to fade. Rajab explained that none of his 
colours, except black and red, were pukka* He had supposed I knew. He did 
not even have a fast blue, though indigo was grown in the province. Practi- 
cally all his dyes were cheap importations from Germany. 

The lacquer bracelet maker, a Mussalman, still made a few bracelets, 
but he survived mainly by selling glass bangles, which he himself bought 
elsewhere. Indian glass was known in Rome two thousand years ago, and the 
bangle industry was a flourishing one in the sixteenth century. Lacquer, too, 
early developed into a fine art. Then Germany entered the field with glass 
and celluloid, and Japan soon followed suit. The bracelet maker of Pach- 
perwa eked out his existence by manufacturing fireworks, for which he held 
a required government license. Hindus greatly enjoy the display of fireworks 
at weddings and other celebrations. The bracelet maker, after first showing 
me how he heated his stick lacquer and rolled his bracelets, oflered to make 
some fireworks for my special benefit. He led me to a small isolated shack 
perched on top of the slope beside the more distant of the two village tanks. 
Here he kept a store of saltpetre, sulpher, charcoal and powdered iron. Using 
some old account sheets for paper to wrap his powder balls, he made a ‘‘bomb,” 
which went of with a loud bang. Then he made a “flower pot” with g®ld 
and silver stars, mixing German and Indian varieties of iron. He could also 
make simple Roman candles and coloured flares. But the business was not 
important, he said sadly. He could not make more than twenty rupees a year 
out of it. 

Germany again, with hardware, has affected the prosperity of potters, 
brass workers and coppersmiths. Aluminium pots cost less than brass ones, if 
wearing quality is not taken into consideration. In the Wednesday bazar 
were many stacks of ugly things made of “alimoonia,” as the village folk call- 
ed it, only one or two of shining substantial brass. Pachperwa did not boast 
either brass or coppersmiths, but the humble potters, twirling their flat wheels 
and calling clay pots and bowls into existence beneath deft fingers, kept a 
place in the village economy only because their pots were cheapest of all. 

The one group of skilled and prosperous craftsmen remaining in Pach- 
perwa appeared to be the goldsmiths. With charcoal fires^ bamboo blowpipes 
and delicate tweezers they produced all sorts of ornaments of gold and silver 
earrings, nose rings, toe rings, ankletes, bracelets, collars, girdles, head 
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ornaments — in traditional patterns, often displaying exquisite workmanship. 
The gold of Indian ornaments has always been kept exceptionally pure, much 
purer than the 14-karat standard of the West, and the silver, too, has been 
of line grade, because ornaments have represented the conventional dowry of 
women and a means of permanent investment of savings where no other ade- 
quate savings-bank system has been developed. The use of debased metals is 
increasing, unfortunately, and in place of the solid ornaments formerly worn, 
much shoddy stuff is now beginning to make its appearance. Along with 
Japanese tin flutes and Belgian playing cards, the Pachperwa bazar offered a 
large assortment of Czecho-Slovakian imitation jewelry. 

The few remaining articles produced in the village were the handiwork 
of low castes, for the most part unskilled workers. One Mochi made shoes. A 
little encampment of gypsy stone cutters in the grove beyond Bargadwa cut 
rough grindstones. Baskets and mats of various sorts were manufactured, in- 
cluding reed awnings for carts and bazar stalls. Leaves were gathered in the 
jungle and sewed with their own stems into plates and saucers. The school- 
boys used reed pens carved with designs by the Kurmis, our principal culti- 
vating caste. Some wood turners manufactured hookahs and legs for cots. 
The carpenters turned out wooden sandals. Apparently every household was 
familiar with the art of making thatches upon a foundation of pliable arhar 
stalks and of twisting grass rope. But such articles answered only the most 
elementary of needs. They afforded no margin of profit by which the village 
as a whole could raise its standard of living. 

We did, however, boast a real industrial enterprise in Haweli Singh's 
brick kiln. During the suniny winter months and until the rains, at just the 
time when agricultural work was slack, Haweli Singh was able to give em- 
ployment to sixty or seventy people, brick moulders, firers, carriers. His brick 
moulders, drawn from the earth-working caste, were paid at the rate of one 
rupee for every thousand bricks, and a thousand bricks could be made in one 
day of hard work with the co-operation of the man’s whole family. One 
person dug the clay out of the bottom of the pit, another trampled it to the 
proper consistency, the wife rolled it out with sand and tossed the roll to her 
husband, seated on a flat space of ground above her. He pressed it into a 
wooden mould, ran a string over the top, shook the mould slightly, and turned 
out one brick, ready to be sun-dried or fired. The ant-like chain of unskilled 
labourers, mostly women and children, who transported the bricks to and 
from the furnaces on their heads, filed past the checker and received their 
two cowries per brick. The women earned about three annas a day, the 
children half as much. But that three annas stood for something above the 
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average allowance for food for one day for one person, and in the case of 
many families, particularly those of the wretched hired ploughmen, it meant 
the saving margin against starvation. 

Everywhere in India to-day the necessity of relieving the pressure upon 
the land and of creating subsidiary means of earning for agriculturists is 
keenly felt. Nearly every province now possesses a department of industries, 
and some provinces have passed financial measures making funds available on 
loan for industrial development. Technical schools for teaching modern 
methods of work are maintained out of provincial revenues. India is at the 
beginning of a new age. 

The villages no longer offer even bare subsistence. The cotton mills of 
Bombay, the jute mills of Bengal, big railway repair shops, coal mines and 
iron and steel works, dock-yards and irrigation projects are drawing enter- 
prising individuals away from the overcrowded land. But they cannot solve 
the problem of employment in a country with a vast population like that of 
India. The hope of the future would seem to rest mainly in the development 
of small industries in the rural areas, such as flour mills, sugar refineries, 
paper mills, match factories, glass factories, and the thousand and one small 
enterprises which, taken together, make up the vital industrial life of the 
modern nation. 

Machinery is of the age, and twentieth-centuiy India cannot possibly 
do without it, save at the cost of exploitation from without and starvation 
within. Yet the inevitable is not always an unmixed blessing. One fears for 
the creative tradition and the instinctive love of the beautiful, which have 
enriched Indian life through countless centuries. The blight of modern in- 
dustrialism has already left its mark on the countries of the East. In the 
wake of this dragon, grass withers, trees are scorched and the spirit loses 
much of its sensitiveness and its joy in creative work. 
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MY FIRST PERSONAL CONTACT WITH THE WORLD OF 
money-lenders came through Mahabali Singh, He was not at all the sort of 
person I expected a Hindu money-lender to be. Mahabali Singh was fat and 
jolly, very clean and pious, and always to be singled out on the village street 
by the broad-brimmed, gray felt Stetson hat he wore. 

The hat, an astonishing article of apparel in Pachperwa, was explained 
when Mahabali Singh came to pay a friendly call two weeks after my arrival. 
He began talking a queer jargon of Hindustani and English. I could scarcely 
believe my ears as I took in that I was being addressed in an unmistakable 
Negro dialect. It seemed that Mahabali and his wife had lived for twenty- 
eight years in Trinidad, where he owned a grain shop. It was there he had 
acquired his accent, the hat, and a contempt for Indian village life. 

‘^Dis here place no good ! Dat place fine he summed up. 

Anyway, he was in Pachperwa, dealing in grain in a small way and 
carrying on a money-lending business. He wanted it made clear that as a 
money-lender he was not to be compared with those “mean Punjabi fellows,” 
who charged “plenty much interest.” He himself commonly took only 37 J 
per cent, a half-anna per rupee per month. At the time, I was not impressed 
with Mahabali Singh’s leniency. As I came to know more of village money- 
lenders, I perceived he had some reason to feel virtuous. 

We had no bank of any sort in Pachperwa. Even Balrampur, a town 
of seventeen thousand inhabitants, could not cash a foreign draft. Village 
financing was entirely in the hands of the money-lenders. Grain, spices and 
cloth were as often taken on credit at a fixed rate of interest as cash. A charge 
account simply meant an interest-bearing debt. The Marwaris of the New 
Bazar, the more important cloth Banias, the village grocers, all who had 
money to spare, were in the habit of lending, at interest. 

It was not for many months that I somewhat tentatively began a speci- 
fic study of the village money-lending problem. One day I sent Mewa Lai, 
a chaprasi of the tahsil, off to the New Bazar and Fakire in the other direc-» 
tion to the Old Bazar, with instruction to gather a complete list of all the 
money-lenders in the village and their rates. Between them, they brought 
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back a record of forty-nine money-lenders, though they acknowledged a few 
had probably been overlooked. This meant at least one to every sixty persons 
in Pachpcrwa, including its hamlets. In British India three times as many 
money-lenders, in proportion to population, reside in the Punjab as in any 
other province, and in the Punjab they officially number one to every five 
hundred inhabitants. Pachperwa appeared to be vastly more prolific in the 
matter of money-lenders. 

Ours belonged to a variety of castes, but nearly half were Banias, the 
traditional money-lending caste of India. Mahabali Singh was a KhatrU re- 
presenting a respectable mercantile caste of the Punjab. Khatris claim the 
distinction of having supplied Akbar with his famous finance minister, Todar 
Mai. The founder of the Sikh religion, Guru Nanak, was also a Khatri. Two 
Sikhs, Haweli Singh and his brother Daula, and the four Punjabi wood con- 
tractors in Pachperwa were very much to the fore on the list of the money- 
lenders. So were all the Marvvari traders. There were also a blacksmith, a 
grain parcher, three pan dealers, the members of the wine caste and two 
Balkans — a local name for Brahmins. Trading and money-lending Brahmins 
are looked down upon. They are debarred from performing priestly offices 
or receiving religious gifts. Some Brahmins will not eat with them, calling 
them false Brahmins. Legend has it that in ancient times a certain King of 
Magadha, wishing to have a sacrificial feast, ordered his prime minister to 
summon a lakh of Brahmins to the palace. Unable to find so many, the minis- 
ter, concerned for his head, distributed sacred threads to a lot of low-caste 
people, and thus created the required number of Brahmins overnight. After- 
wards this group followed its own practices. In spite of the fact that taking 
interest on money is forbidden by the Koran, we had four Mohammedan 
money-lenders, who were dealers in leather or tobacco. In addition to these 
people of the village and bazar, practically every rent contractor in the 
tahsil — nearly all of them were Mohammedan— carried on a grain-lending 
business, too easily converted into money-lending. 

Fulfilling a very essential service in a country where irregularity of agri- 
cultural conditions is always to be reckoned with, money-lenders were not 
only tolerated but approved by ancient Hindu lawmakers. Manu made exact 
rules regarding the rates of interest. On cash loans interest was not to exceed 
double the sum lent ; on goods in kind, five times the value. Later 50 per 
cent on cash and 100 per cent on grain came to be accepted as the proper 
limit of interest. 

High as these rates appear, the village money-lender* of to-day pro- 
bably has more chance to practise extortion than he did in< the organized 
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society of two thousand years ago. Many causes have tended to increase rather 
than to diminish his power, the two chief ones being the decay of village life, 
which no longer exercises a restraining influence upon members of the com- 
munity, and the shift from a personal to a legal basis of jurisprudence. 

Sir Malcolm Darling, formerly commissioner of income tax for the 
Punjab, devotes an interesting chapter to money-lenders in 7 "Ae Punjab Peasant 
in Prosperity and Debt- He shows what happened after suits for debts, originally 
settled before the village executive or council, who considered the simple 
fairness of a case, were turned over in 1874 to the newly created civil courts 
to be tried by professional judges generally drawn from the city or town 
population. These judges looked at the technical aspect of a case and rendered 
a decision according to the written document. The amount of interest was 
according to individual agreement and might be compounded indefinitely. 
One blacksmith, who mortgaged a small plot of land in 1896 for 26 rupees 
at 37^ per cent, ten years later found himself with an accumulated debt of 
500 rupees. In 1918 a decree was given for the amount in full! It has been 
reckoned that a debt of one pound compounded at 60 per cent will become 
100 pounds in eight years, if permitted to accumulate. 

Another development, growing out of the increase in land values result- 
ing from the spread of railways and the general security of property under 
British rule, was the incentive the money-lender now had to acquire land 
for real-estate speculation. Formerly the money-lender was content if the 
owner or cultivator of the land remained in his debt. Joint family ownership 
made the mortgage of land all but impossible. With the new emphasis on 
private property all this changed. The money-lender offered better rates on 
secured as against unsecured loans, and the small peasant proprietor became 
as wax in his hands. 

Expropriation was advancing so rapidly by the close of the past century, 
particularly in the Punjab, that drastic measures were necessary to save the 
small cultivators from widespread dispossession. The Punjab Land Alienation 
Act of 1900 forbade the sale of land to any nonagriculturist and also forbade 
the holding of a mortgage by such a person for more than twenty years. The 
transfer of land to the trading money-lenders is now being increasingly 
checked by legislative acts, but unfortunately this legislation has fostered a 
new type of agricultural money-lender — equally rapacious and with even 
greater interest in securing a personal lien on land. 

The Usurious Loans Act, passed in 1918, was also designed to im- 
prove the legal position of the cultivator. He cannot now be arrested for debt 
nor evicted from his holding. His bullocks, implements and seed cannot be 
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attached. If he is sued, the courts have power to examine the merits of the 
case and decide what is fair interest, regardless of the agreement. But the 
Usurious Loans Act is generally acknowledged a dead letter. The money- 
lender still has the advantage, since he can dictate his own terms to those 
who have to depend on him. He can always refuse to lend anything, thus 
forcing the villager to any agreement he cares to exact. Since the money- 
lender is in most cases the person who buys the villager’s grain, sells him his 
daily necessities, or employs him in the capacity of a field labourer, his victim 
has no alternative but to get on with him as best he can. I knew one man 
who had turned over his plough bullocks on demand to cancel a debt to his 
thekedar. He had never heard of any law making the confiscation of work 
animals illegal. 

Mortgage rights did not crop up in Pachpcrwa where nobody owned 
land except the Maharaja, and even he, by rules of inheritance, could not 
alienate any part of his estate. Loans were generally unsecured, rates high. 
Manu’s stipulation that interest should be charged according to caste, no 
longer applied literally, was a custom in practice. The lower a man ranked 
in the social and economic scale, the poorer he was and the fewer his visible 
assets, the higher his interest. 

The village money-lenders were divided into a sort of hierarchy. The 
Marwaris, with Jokhi Lai at their head, were aristocrats. They refused to 
have dealings on a small scale with little people. Ordinarily they served the 
village thekedars, the richer tenants and persons of consequence. To those in 
good standing, with an assured income from land, especially favourable terms 
of 25 per cent were quoted. Lesser traders served the poorer element of the 
countryside. The Punjabis and the Sikhs bore an unsavoury reputation of 
trading on dire necessity, charging extreme rates of 150 per cent, and Yasin 
Khan certainly ran them a close second. 

The commonest rate in Pachperwa on an unsecured loan was 75 per 
cent, the interest always to be paid in advance each month. On clothes it 
was from 75 to 100 per cent. On grain it was one eighth of the amount lent, 
to be repaid at the next harvest. This worked out at 25 per cent for the 
year. Generally loans were for six months. If not repaid at the expiration of 
the period, the debt was renewed, at the same or more severe terms, depend- 
ing on the humour of the money-lender. 

The smkar^s willingness to lend without security has rested in the past 
on the static character of Indian village life. One or two sons may leave 
home. Daughters marry and go off to their husbands’ villages. But the an- 
cestral fields and the family house remain intact from generation to genera- 
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tion. A pivotal gray-haired member of the family is always present to sub- 
stantiate ownership. When the money-lender meets his debtor half a dozen 
times a day and is familiar with every detail of his income and expenditure, 
he knows the right moment to press his claims. The villager, for his part, 
does not always look on the money-lender as his enemy, but rather as a friend 
who helps him out of immediate difficulty. He is a neighbour and a human 
being. Extend credit another month or so ? Certainly. Why not ? Only, of 
course, pay the extra interest. 

The money-lender is also safeguarded by the traditional sense of honour 
which binds the sons or even the grandsons to repay a loan if the father dies 
without having settled a claim against him. Refusal to pay would be an act 
of disrespect to the dead. Paper contracts and outside compulsion of alien 
law courts are lessening this sense of moral responsibility in India, but simple, 
illiterate villagers still generally accept unwritten obligations as a matter of 
course. 

A stocky little man from the village of Manpur used to turn up for 
medicine now and then. His country speech was not easy to understand, but 
bit by bit I gleaned his story. For performing odds and ends of village service 
he was credited with forty or fifty local maunds of grain each harvest. To 
make the allowance stretch farther for a family of four, he took, instead of 
rice or wheat, a larger supply of a certain cheap pulse, aksah, often used as 
cattle food. In terms of selling value his grain allotment represented an in- 
come of about ninety rupees a year, a fraction over four annas a day. A 
seventh of the grain went to a cloth Bania to buy the four garments he had 
to have in a year — two dhotis and two little cotton jackets — and the saris of 
the mother and wife. Ghi and milk were unknown luxuries in his household. 
He laughed when I asked if they had sugar. If the harvest was good and he 
had any grain to spare, they bought spices and salt; otherwise not. Nor was 
anything spent even for an oil lamp such as villagers use. The only light 
was the cooking fire, and they all went to bed when it grew dark. But he 
had invested not long since in two eight-anna baby pigs, which his wife now 
tended. Later, when the pigs produced a litter, he would sell the young ones 
to other low-caste Hindus and realize three or four rupees on his investment. 
Oh, yes, one other item in the account. He tried to give his wife two rupees 
eight annas a year for ornaments ! 

This man was one of those unfortunates who had fallen heir to a 
father^s debt. A village servant like himself, the father had died owing eighty 
maunds of grain to the thekedar. Somehow, over a number of years, the son 
had managed to pay off this heavy load of debt through work, <<Now I am 
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free” he repeated many times. It was true he owed five rupees to a money-, 
lender on his own account, but at the coming harvest, if all went well, that 
debt, too, would be cancelled. 

More usually the poor villager gets so hopelessly entangled that he can 
never extricate himself. The hired ploughman near the bottom of the eco- 
nomic scale cannot support a family in bad years on his only wage — one fifth 
of the crop from the six to ten acres he cultivates. Enticed into service with 
.an initial cash loan and then forced to borrow merely to subsist, he is unable 
to accumulate anything and spends his life virtually as a bond slave. One 
master may buy him from another by paying off his debt, but he remains in 
the same position of slavery. Slavery is truly the universal state of field 
labourers in Oudh. 

Now and then one hears of villagers turning upon a money-lender and 
beating him mercilessly, burning his house or even murdering him. And 
there are cases in which a simple-minded money-lender is exploited by 
shrewd if illiterate borrowers. 'I'he widow of a money-lender often finds it 
difficult to collect her dead husband’s .accounts. Kunji Bania, a wizened little 
old money-lender of Pachperwa, haunted the tahsil all winter. He used to 
carry a mountainous pile of account books in a cloth on his back. His plaint 
was that, unable to recover hundreds of rupees he had lent, he was now 
penniless. Most of his accounts were old, and since legally no claims for re- 
covery are now valid unless made within three years of the time a loan ex- 
pires, his case was hopeless. In a neighbouring district a man told me a sad 
story of lending seventy rupees, the savings of a lifetime, to a fellow villager 
in return for a mortgage on his fields. He himself was a cowherd, ignorant 
of the fact that a tenant has no right to mortgage his land. The debtor had 
defaulted and disappeared from the village. When the cowherd attempted to 
take possession of the fields he was confronted by the real owner, and the 
court, to which he took his trouble, found his claim worthless. The poor man 
was still trying to fight for his lost fortune. When I met him he was again 
on his way to the big world of magistrates of Gorakhpur, 

Nearer home, my own servant Jumai showed me that the money- 
lenders occasionally have something on their side. Jumai owed ten rupees to 
various traders in the village, and though the ten annas of monthly interest 
he was expected to pay taxed his resources, they taxed his disinclination to 
hand them over even more. Jumai evaded creditors by spending everything 
he earned at once and then displaying empty hands. One afternoon he burst 
into an eloquent tirade, as usual forgetting to pull the punka while he in- 
veighed against lifers injustices. He had gone to Hira Bania, seller of general 
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supplies, at noon, asking for the loan of one rupee for only four days, and 
Hira Bania had actually refused because Jumai could not produce the anna 
of interest in advance. Knowing Jumai as well as I did, I could not help 
feeling that Hira Bania had displayed uncommon good sense. 

India’s total rural indebtedness, placed at not far short of half a billion 
pounds sterling, is much less than that of the United States and proportion- 
ately below that of Italy. But it is an intolerable burden in comparison with 
the capacity of the people to pay, and only a fraction of it represents produc- 
tive investment. 

Attempts have often been made to estimate the per capita income in 
India through survey of given areas. Recent investigations officially carried 
out give 100 rupees as the average income for the whole population of 
Madras, 100 rupees for urban localities and 75 rupees for rural areas, in 
Bombay. If seventy-five rupees is accepted as somewhere near the true figure, 
it is obvious that, with incomes of wealthy landlords included in the esti- 
mate, a large proportion of agricultural families subsist on vastly less, perhaps 
only twenty-five or thirty rupees per head a year. 

Another long-distance view of the general poverty is obtained from the 
income tax returns for India. Every individual, every unregistered firm and 
every undivided Hindu family with an income equal to two thousand rupees, 
derived from any source other than agriculture, pays a graduated government 
tax, beginning at a minimum rate of 2J per cent. Likewise every company 
and registered firm, whatever its total income, has to pay a tax of slightly 
more than 9 percent. Yet I learned that the total number of income tax 
returns for British India was under a quarter of a million. Compared with 
the normal tax income of two billion dollars in the United States, the 
expected revenue from this source in India, with nearly three times the 
population, is about eighteen crores, sixty million dollars. Exactly ten persons 
in Pachperwa were subject to a tax on their incomes, according to the Brah- 
min collector who arrived one day to inspect account books. All of them lent 
money. One out of every four persons paying an income tax in the Punjab 
is a money-lender, and this proportion probably holds good for India at large. 

Without reference to price scales, income estimates for India can 
scarcely convey any adequate idea of the condition of the rural masses, but 
the very fact that millions can somehow sustain life on two or three annas a 
day shows that the standard of living is desperately low. In his annual report 
for Parliament, the Director of Public Information on behalf of the govern- 
ment of India not long ago stated, ^‘There is a vast amount of what can only 
be termed dangerous poverty in the Indian villages — poverty, that is, of 
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such a kind that those subject to it live on the very margin of subsistence*” 

There was plenty of “dangerous poverty” even in a ‘rich’ village like 
Pachperwa. Household servants received their food, a garment or two a year 
and wages of two rupees a month. The wage of casual labour was three 
annas a day. In the average family of five, certainly not more than two per- 
sons contributed anything to the family budget. The husband might be at 
work in the fields while his wife tended a parching oven or shop. The child- 
ren collected leaves for oven fuel, dung for household fuel, grass for cattle. 
As the sons grew up to be earning members of the family, more children 
arrived, and the old people had to be taken care of. But the fields did not 
expand ; the shop yielded only the same small return. Any man who attain- 
ed a fair degree of prosperity, from the village standard, found a host of 
poorer relatives crowding in upon him, Dukhi was tenant of twenty acres, but 
he supported a household of eighteen— his wife, a widowed daughter and her 
children, a widowed sister, two hired ploughmen, two servants, and several 
nephews. Tej Khan, rent contractor for Bargadwa, maintained a household 
of forty-five persons. 

The ordinary village house gives an idea of the rural standard of living. 

I have been in countless village houses. They seldom boast more than two 
or three small rooms, with a protected corner apart for cooking and a tiny 
court. Goats or a cow are likely to share the family living quarters in cold 
weather. The walls of the house are of mud, the roof of thatch. The dirt 
floor is quite bare. Not a picture nor an ornament is to be seen— unless an 
image of Ganesh or Lakshmi reposes on a little shelf. There are neither 
tables nor chairs, books nor papers, nothing in the way of furniture except 
possibly a square wooden bench or a low board seat. There may be one cot. 
Most of the family sleep on the floor, rolled up in sleeping sheets. The stove 
is a clay horseshoe six inches high, or two bricks overlaid with a thin iron 
sheet. A flat -topped clay granary the size of an ice box may be seen at one 
side of the room. A few clay pots, an iron kettle or two, one brass drinking 
vessel, a grinding stone, a wooden husking mortar and pestle, complete the 
furnishing of the house. The house itself is worth perhaps fifty rupees. All 
its contents, including tools and implements of work, are worth may be thirty 
rupees. Nobody is likely to have more than one change of clothes. Three 
outfits stand for luxury. The same clothes are worn day and night by the 
poor. A thin cotton quilt for cold weather or a woollen shawl is reserved only 
for those upon whom Lakshmi smiles. “Luxuries indicating a rising standard 
of living,” of which one hears a good deal nowadays, are likely to consist of 
an umbrella costing a rupee and half, a lantern of equal value. Such is the 



MONEY-LENDING 


227 


average village house as I savi^ it. Its stark nudity explains why the money- 
lender prospers in India. 

The Kanungo of Pachperwa, the official supposed to know most inti- 
mately the economic condition of the people, estimated that 75 per cent of 
the community were indebted to their thekedars or to money-lenders. His 
statement agrees with figures given by other authorities. Sir Malcolm Darling 
found that 80 per cent of proprietors and tenants were in debt in the Punjab. 
I sometimes asked villagers who came and went about the tahsil if they owed 
anything to a sowkar, how much they owed, when and why they borrowed. 
They never seemed to mind my questions. They appeared flattered to have 
me show an interest in their affairs. I found that nearly everybody owed 
something, even if it was only four or five rupees. Usually a man’s debt in- 
creased with his standing. This was due not to extravagance but to increasing 
pressure put upon him, more poor relatives to look out for, bigger dowries 
demanded for his daughters. The man with nothing did not find it easy to 
borrow, but the one who cultivated ten acres had no difficulty in raising a 
loan. Except when money was borrowed to buy cattle or when seed grain was 
taken on loan, nearly all the debt incurred was to meet living expenses. Al- 
most nothing stood for productive investment. Food and clothes, weddings 
and land rent, these were the main causes of debt, and they went on repeat- 
ing themselves from year to year. One of our grain parchers, with twelve 
acres and a household of sixteen persons to support owed 100 rupees — cattle, 
rent, a wedding. He had owed this sum for five years and had already paid 
back 125 rupees in interest. T-he people are economically crippled. With no 
reserve, debt is inevitable, and high rates of interest make it permanent. The 
situation is hopeless. 

The failure of the government up to the present time to develop a 
modern banking system in India to finance the principal industry of the 
country and to meet the requirements of three quarters of the population is a 
serious indictment of its financial management and outlook. The Imperial 
Bank of India was created in 1921 by amalgamation of the three Presidency 
Banks of Bengal, Bombay and Madras as the government bank. It receives 
deposits and advances money upon proper security, and incidentally pays a 
16 per cent dividend, but it can make no loan for a period longer than six 
months. Short-term credit obviously, is of little use to the agriculturist. 
(The Reserve Bank, established in 1935, controls currency and note issue, 
and does not make loans to individuals a^ all.) The exchange banks, branch 
agencies of foreign banks with their head offices abroad, monopolize the ex- 
port finance of India and to some extent lend support to internal business. 
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Joint stock banks, of recent origin, primarily serve the interest of the small 
percentage of the population engaged in trade or industrial enterprise. None 
of these agencies of credit reaches out into the rural areas. 

Until 1904, when the first Cooperative Credit Societies Act was passed, 
agriculturists languished for any organized system of cheap credit. Lord 
Curzon’s government undertook the organization of cooperative agricultural 
credit societies, and a year or two later the idea was expanded to encourage 
the formation of noncredit societies of a cooperative character. The success 
which has marked the cooperative movement in India during its short history 
is one proof of the great need for organized banking facilities in rural areas, 
and it points the way to the only feasible solution of India’s credit problem 
—the credit of the Indian people. “If cooperation fails, there will fail the 
best hope of rural India.” This, at least, is the conclusion that was reached 
by the Royal Agricultural Commission headed by the Marquis of Linlithgow, 
after two years of intensive study of Indian agricultural conditions. 

In spite of the immense labour of teaching cooperative principles 
and organizing societies among illiterate villagers, 67,000 primary village 
societies are already functioning in British India, with a membership of 
some two and a quarter millions and a working capital of more than twenty- 
five crores. In addition, 11,000 more societies are registered in the Indian 
States. Although all but a handful, comparatively speaking, are purely credit 
societies, the noncredit organizations have initiated important work in fields 
where cooperative enterprise can bear fruitful results. Thrift societies, 
societies for compulsory education, for the supply of agricultural implements 
and improved machinery, for the promotion of consolidated holdings, for 
cattle breeding and insurance, have all come into being. Cooperative sales 
shops have also been started. In Bombay Presidency weavers have organized 
societies of their own, with cooperative buying of raw materials and sale of 
finished products. Irrigation and milk societies arc another expansion of the 
idea, and in Bengal anti-malarial societies have begun to tackle the problem 
of rural health. The movement to supply rural credit at reasonable rates of 
interest is well launched, and if it is properly fostered the money-lender is 
doomed. 

Yet the fact remains that the vast majority of the people are still groan- 
ing under the money-lenders. To one village provided with a cooperative 
society, nine have none. The development has gone forward in some pro- 
vinces and lagged behind in others. The movement is said to be strongest 
in the Punjab and Bombay, among the nine major provinces, with Madras 
next in order. In the Punjab 10 per cent of all rural families are repre- 
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sented in the membership of cooperative societies. In the United Provinces, 
the families represented number less than 2 per cent. This means that from 
go to 98 per cent of the rural population of India are dependent on 
money-lenders, are still forced to pay from 25 to 150 per cent interest on 
loans, still stagger under • indebtedness that eats up all the surplus of favour- 
able times and keeps living down to the lowest standard known in any great 
country in the world. 

It happened that before I left Pachperwa I had an opportunity to see a 
cooperative society formed in my own village. The suggestion originally came 
from William Massey, the Indian Christian school teacher who came back to 
the village for his short vacation. I immediately wrote Kanwar Jasbir Singh, 
who gave us his blessings and made the practical suggestion that wc get in 
touch with Pundit Ganesh Dutt, head of the Central Cooperative Bank of 
Balrampur. The pundit suggested that I ask the Tahsildar to call a meet- 
ing of tenants from some four or five villages, also inviting the attendance of 
thekedars and all influential persons who might be expected to sympathize 
with the movement. He and his staff would then come and address the 
meeting. 

Meanwhile I began to sound out some of the thekedars and others of 
the community. The Station Master was familiar with the cooperative idea 
and thoroughly approved of our plan, but not being an agriculturist his in- 
fluence scarcely counted. The Peshkar did not know what it all meant, but 
since his family was heavily in debt, he had an antipathy to money-lenders 
and was eager for any scheme to loosen their hold. The faithful Dukhi said 
he would support anything I told him to. When I spoke with Tej Khan, the 
thekedar of Bargadwa, he asked many intelligent questions and in the end 
promised to lend his whole-hearted support to the movement. 

One day several rent contractors from surrounding villages chanced to 
be sitting in front of the Peshkar’s quarters. All of them acknowledged that 
they buried their spare money. One was investing his surplus, when he had 
any, in land in Nepal. Another explained that his family practised charities; 
this year they were sinking a well. Still another said he was engaged in build- 
ing a small temple. They listened politely while the Peshkar outlined the 
cooperative plan as best he could, and they agreed to come to our meeting, 
but one of them, Nagesher Singh, expressed grave doubt about the advantage 
of a village bank. It was convenient to keep your money just where you could 
lay hands on it when you wanted it. Personally, he would not care to trust 
his to other people’s handling. A few weeks later Nagesher Singh would have 
spok^HL less confidently. He was the thekedar who was robbed of several thou- 
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sand rupees, which proved that a hole in the ground was not a safe hiding 
place after all. 

The time of the meeting was finally fixed for an afternoon in late July. 
Tenants of ten villages had been summoned, and in the space in front of 
tahsil headquarters at least three hundred villagers, including a dozen rent 
contractors, assembled. It appeared not all had come, voluntarily. One man, 
at the close of the meeting, complained that when he told the peon who 
summoned him that he would like to go on with his ploughing until the 
others had assembled, the peon beat him. He produced in evidence a bruised 
arm, a torn shirt and two pieces of a broken stick. I could not help wonder- 
ing at the futility of expecting violence to induce the cooperative spirit in 
anybody. 

Chairs were placed near the big tree, and here, facing the curious 
audience squatting on the ground. Pundit Ganesh Dutt, two assistants who 
had come with him from Balrampur, the Tahsildar, the Peshkar and I sat in 
a solemn row. The chief assistant presently arose to make the first address. 
He did not begin with technicalities. He told them instead how poor they 
were-»I wondered if they needed to be told that— and how they had to give 
up a large portion of all they could produce to the money-lenders. There 
were but two ways to improve this deplorable state of affairs : lower rates of 
interest on the one hand ; on the other, higher profits obtained through 
good seed, better implements, more efficient methods of cultivation. ‘^We 
have come to bind you, village by village, to a central point, from which 
forces will be radiating to look after you and your children. We are willing 
to advance you loans at a very cheap rate of interest, payable in easy 
instalments at the proper time and season. If you will unite and form a 
society in your village, according to the plan that will now be explained to 
you, the time will soon come when you will no longer have to depend on 
outside help. All working together, you will help yourselves.” Thus he be* 
gan his speech. 

Then the working basis of a cooperative society was laid before the 
villagers. Each village must have its own separate organization. A minimum 
of sixteen persons must apply for membership. No one could become a mem- 
ber except by the purchase of one or more shares, but none could hold more 
than twenty shares. Shares were to cost 20 rupees, and payment might be 
spread over ten years, in half-yearly instalments of one rupee. As soon as. a 
man paid his first rupee, he would be entitled to full membership with thi 
privilege of borrowing. 

When a village should signify its desire to form a cooperative society 
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the Pundit explained, someone would be sent from the nearest central bank, 
with which the primary society would henceforth be affiliated, to examine 
the status of the village and the proposed membership. A list of members 
with a tabulation of property, income and debt would be prepared. On the 
basis of the total assets the bank would figure out the maximum advance it 
would be willing to make the society in one year, generally one half. A most 
significant proposal made by the Balrampur Central Bank representatives, it 
seemed to me, was an offer to liquidate all debts to money-lenders owed by 
members of the village cooperatives under its jurisdiction. Immediately upon 
registration in a cooperative society, members could draw funds to pay off 
their indebtedness, and the debts would be transferred to the books of the 
society, at its own cheap rate of interest. 

After the completion of the banic survey, Pundit Ganesh Dutt w^ent on 
to explain, the members would elect their own panchayat to manage the 
affairs of the society, choosing those they might consider Ae most trustworthy, 
intelligent and influential. New members would be admitted by a vote of 
three fourths of the society at a general meeting. The panchayat would de- 
cide the maximum credit to be allowed each member. Since all members 
would become jointly responsible to the extent of their whole property for 
debts incurred by the society, the governing body in no case would permit 
an individual member to borrow in excess of assets. When an application for 
a loan was to be made, the applicant would state the purpose for which he 
wished to borrow, and it would be at the discretion of the panchayat to grant 
the loan or not. Money could be borrowed for any purpose, such as the 
purchase of bullocks and seed, or even for weddings and personal expenses,*^ 
but it was expected that primarily a loan would be devoted to agricultural 
purposes. 

At the beginning, a central bank supplies the funds out of which a 
society lends to its individual members. The rate at which the Balrampur 
Central Bank offered to lend to a primary society was 12 percent. A primary 
society lends to its own members at 1 5 per cent, entering the difference to its 
own credit. A society in good running order soon becomes independent of 
the central bank and lends to members out of its own paid up shares, interest 
and money invested by members. Those who invest with the society are 
entitled to draw interest at 6 per cent, and they may receive dividends not 
exceeding 10 per cent on shares fully paid up. 

While the bank officials were outlining the cooperative scheme in detail 
I watched the faces before me— -pleasant, childlike faces. At first I could see 
little evidence of interest. Probably very few in the audieiice had ever heard 
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of a bank. When the speaker directed his remarks to a particular group that 
group listened politely. The moment he faced in another quarter, roving eyes 
indicated attentioii was no longer fixed on what he was saying. But gradually 
some conception of the purpose of the meeting began to percolate through 
the cloudy consciousness. Here and there someone asked a question. Little 
knots entered into animated discussion among themselves. What would 
happen if a member defaulted ? How could the society make him pay his 
obligation when it fell due I Would the treasurer keep the funds, or would 
they, be deposited in the central bank for safe keeping ? 

Finally Pundit Ganesh Dutt stood up and asked how many villages 
would like to consider forming a cooperative society. Seven out of the ten 
represented, including Pachperwa, signified a wish to have one. When I saw 
my money-lending friend Mahabali Singh in the background I felt a twinge 
of conscience, but he was one of forty-nine, while the village folk numbered 
hundreds. Some welSks later, when the rice was transplanted, one of the Bal- 
rampur officials returned to carry out the necessary preliminaries. By this 
time the number of villages wanting societies had dwindled to four, but I 
was more than satisfied. Once a society proved its usefulness in one village, 
neighbouring villages would be sure to take up the idea. 

It is beyond the ordinary layman’s province, and certainly beyond 
mine, to discuss in detail the vexed question of Indian currency and mone- 
tary policy. Since 1893 one finance commission after another has been dis- 
cussing it and making recommendations. But even the authorities do not 
seem able to agree among themselves, and Indian national opinion always 
has an ingrained suspicion that British recommendations will necessarily be 
in the interest of Britain, not India. So the tug-of-war continues, a fruitful 
source of disagreement and discontent. In the Legislative Assembly at Delhi 
questions are constantly being asked about banking and currency policies, the 
stabilization of the rupee at the fixed rate of one shilling six pence, the dis- 
posal of India’s reserves, the interest on debt, cost of supplies purchased 
abroad, salaries, pensions and so forth, all payable in sterling by the govern- 
ment of India in London. Nor do suave answers generally succeed in turning 
away wrath ! Originally, the policy of keeping large funds in London was to 
guard against a drop in rupee exchange as a result of a fluctuating silver 
market. But nine years out of ten the balance of trade is in favour of India, 
and India has bitterly resented a policy w^hich has permitted and encouraged 
the withdrawal abroad of large sums from the national exchequer. 

Another long-standing quarrel centres in the privileged position that 
the Foreign Exchange Banks have acquired* There are some eighteen of these, 
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all under foreign register, and even the government of India cannot exercise 
an effective control over them, according to the terms of their charter. They 
have their head offices and many branches outside India, in England, the 
United States, Hongkong, Holland, Japan, etc. Since they are under no com- 
pulsion to reveal what proportion of their deposits are kept in India, they 
may even, if they wish, transfer abroad money belonging to Indian depositors, 
for instance, to meet an emergency in China. They have practically a mono- 
poly in financing India’s foreign trade, with their net-work of branches all 
over the world. It is easy to understand that Indians may well find it diffi- 
cult if not impossible to compete with foreign nationals resident in India, 
who will naturally be given preference by the banking institutions of their 
respective countries. Closely associated with this foreign monopoly in finance 
are shipping, marine insurance and warehousing interests, all of which operate 
to the disadvantage of Indians wishing to do business abroad. Some foreign- 
owned banks have opened branches in the interior cities as well, encroaching 
upon this field of financial enterprise also, with respect to the movement 
of crops from the interior to the ports, or from one part of the country to 
another. The entrenched position of the foreign banks in India has thus very 
seriously interfered with the development of a sound modern banking system 
for India under the control of Indians, 

One unofficial critic, Sir Daniel Hamilton, long ago stoutly proclaimed 
that no banking and credit system for India can ever be sound unless it rests 
on the sound financial condition of the people. Sir Daniel Hamilton, repre- 
sentative on the Viceroy’s Council under Lord Curzon, helped to frame the 
Cooperative Credit Societies Act. Twenty-five years of experience as a land- 
owner in India in direct touch with the agricultural population gave him a 
practical grasp of rural problems and the needs of the people of India. His 
own scheme was designed to fit those needs. In a small book, The Rayat and 
the Statutory Commhmny he indignantly pointed out that so far the government 
has made no provision in any of its bank proposals to finance agriculture, the 
one great industry of the country, and the millions dependent on it. He 
challenged the contention of Sir Basil Blackett, former finance member of the 
government, that the financial position of India is the envy of other nations : 

Sir Basil mistakes the government of India for India. Govern- 
ment may borrow at 4.69 per cent, but the people’s rate is 46.9 and 
oftener more than less. This is the wrong which only a banking system 
suited to the people’s needs can put right ; and until it is put right, 
nothing will be right, whatever the paper constitution may be* 
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It is the old Scottish credit system, applied cooperatively — credit extended 
not on the basis of deposits but of goods to be created— that he has proposed. 
Government outlay on irrigation works has shown the manner in which pro- 
. duction can be multiplied. A' water supply guaranteed the small cultivator 
outside government irrigated tracts, through wells and tanks and small works, 
proper drainage, afforestation to prevent erosion, good seed, and better imple- 
ments and fertilizer, all require capital. But where is the man whose sole 
assets are ‘‘an acre or two of impoverished land, a pair of lean cattle, an eight- 
anna plough, a dry cow, a two-rupee goat” to find any capital ? 

The cooperative movement has already shown a way out, but it needs 
the whole weight of the government to develop it into the people’s bank 
India sorely needs. Sir Daniel Hamilton calls any policy of building up a 
large central gold reserve antiquated, more appropriate to the past century 
than the future. He has proposed an All India Bank to be linked with pro- 
vincial cooperative banks into a concern to finance India, apart from the 
mercantile community. Resources are immediately available in the currency 
reserves, which, up to now drawn off to England, could sensibly be used as 
backing for paper credit money, ^‘the note being the people’s cheque.” 
With a cooperative society organized for every village, the people could be 
dealt with in groups rather than as individuals, and the group would see that 
credit went only to those of its members who could be trusted to repay. Be- 
sides making large supplies of credit money quickly available, a paper cur- 
rency would develop the deposit habit now conspicuously absent in India. 
Silver rupees can be buried, but paper does not keep well and is much safer 
in a bank than in a hole in the ground. 

So long as India maintains her favourable trade balance, gold and silver 
will tend to accumulate in the country. One currency expert estimated some 
decades ago that the stock of gold bullion useless for commercial purposes then 
lying idle in India was equal to two and a half times all the gold money in 
circulation in the United Kingdom. India normally absorbs every year as- 
tonishingly large quantities of gold which are imported from abroad. Yet 
important as this potential reserve is, its presence in India does not contradict 
the general poverty of the masses. Evenly distributed among the total popu- 
lation, all of the so-called hoardings would mean about twenty rupees a head. 
Whatever small share finds its way down to the people is put into ornaments, 
which serve as an emergency capital, since they can be sold or pawned. 
India’s annual gold absorption is less than the yearly bill for perfumery, cos- 
metics and toilet preparations in the United States, and is juSt twice the 
chewing gum bill ! 
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Once India develops a modern banking system, plenty of this Mead 
capital* will undoubtedly come to light. The people will develop habits of 
thrift when they begin to see a return on their investments, and the govern- 
ment will then reap its harvest in taxes. Money will be available for nation- 
building services which are now starved for lack of funds. ‘‘From the base to 
the apex the financial system will belong to the people. The people, federa- 
ted, will own the village societies ; the village societies, federated, will own 
the Central Banks ; the Central Banks, federated, will own the Provincial 
Banks ; the Provincial Banks, federated, will own the All India Bank.” 

It is clearly the duty of the government of India to provide the Indian 
people with the right sort of banking system to stimulate prosperity, if they 
provide the productive labour. “The rayat is a small man, but multiply him 
by 300 millions, organize his credit and his labour, provide him with a 
banking system, and he becomes a giant, able to move the world,** says Sir 
Daniel. 
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CHAPTER XIII 


(Taste 

PACHPERWA BOASTED SOME THIRTY WELLS, MOST OF 
them kutcha, that is holes fifteen or twenty feet deep, with boarded or bulg- 
ing brick sides in which bushes or even young trees sometimes grew. Water 
is a crucial test of caste, and my first lessons in village caste ideas were learned 
at the tahsil well from which my own water was drawn. 

One day I noticed my Dom sweeper filling his red clay jars at the well, 
I felt glad that in my locality the harsh restrictions in force in southern 
India, where “untouchables” arc widely forbidden the use of public wells, 
were not observed. The next morning I enthusiastically expressed approval 
to the Tahsildar. 

“But he should not have taken water from that well,” was the sharp 
answer. “I think nobody was looking when he did so. Many people here 
would object. He should go to the other well back of the tahsil.” Though 
nothing more was said in my presence, I knew that the sweeper was told not 
to repeat his offense. 

A little later I was watching the gardener manipulating the \vell- 
sweep. Along came the sweeper. He squatted down silently in front of the 
well, and silently he waited. Presently the gardener drew up two extra 
bucketfuls and emptied them into the jars held out. No words were ex- 
changed between the two men, and, as the sweeper walked off, he did not 
even say thank you. To me it seemed rather absurd that a man should be 
forbidden to draw water at the well because of his low caste and yet that a 
man of higher caste was willing to draw the water for him. I puzzled over 
this until I got an explanation. There have never been any restrictions a- 
mong Hindus in regard to gratuitous service. A high -caste man who serves 
another, whatever his caste, is only fulfilling a recognized ideal of service. 
On the other hand, without knowing anything of germs, the ancient Hindus 
were vaguely aware that food and water were sources of contamination, and 
the fear that someone who followed an unclean occupation might pollute 
what one ate or drank was largely responsible for the early ideas of dietary 
exclusiveness, later crystallized into caste rules. 

Arriving in India, one expects to pigeonhole every Hindu itt one o( 
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four traditional groups: the Brahmin is the thinker and priest; the Kshatriya, 
better known to-day as Rajput, is the ruler or fighter; the Vaisya is the trader 
or producer; and the Sudra is the servant. It came as a surprise to me to find 
that though the Brahmin and the Rajput arc recognized castes, the other two 
groups arc scarcely ever mentioned by name to-day. Ask any villager his 
caste and he will tell you simply that he is a bracelet maker, a herdsman, a 
goldsmith. Whether he belongs to the V^aisya or Sudra group is often difficult 
to ascertain. But to the descendants of the ancient Aryans alone, the three 
higher groups, belongs the appellation of <twice-born.’ They were the only 
ones formerly permitted to hear or to study the sacred scriptures, this spiritual 
teaching being considered to give them their second birth. The sacred 
thread, worn by male members of the ‘twice-born’ castes, is the symbol of 
spiritual initiation. 

In Vedic days the social division was a twofold one, to begin with, 
between the light-skinned Aryan conquerors and the primitive, dark-skinned 
original inhabitants of the Indian peninsula. The psychology of the conquer- 
ors was much like that of the white invaders of North America, or of the 
British in India to-day, who^still generally refuse to admit Indians into their 
clubs. They despised those whom they had conquered and ostracized them 
socially* 

The Brahmins were largely responsible for the gradual stratification of 
Hindu society into castes as the term is understood to-day — marriage restrict- 
ed within a group, interdining forbidden, occupation determined by birth. 
The high-born pioneering Aryans were particularly concerned that their wo- 
men should not be lost to the group by marriage with the dasyus> the ‘slaves’ 
or ‘enemies,’ as the aborigines were called. But caste never was, nor is it 
now, as inviolable as one might suppose. At the time when Buddhism began 
to flourish, marriages between Brahmins and Kshatriyas were not unusual. 
Manu’s Code allotted four wives to a Brahmin, one from his own caste and 
one each from the three lower grades. A Rajput could have three wives, one 
from his own and two from the lower castes. A Vaisya was limited to his 
own and the Sudra group for his two wives, and a Sudra was restricted to one 
wife from his own group. The law permitted a man to marry down, a woman 
to marry up. But the children of mixed parentage did not enjoy the same 
status as those born of two parents of equal rank. 

All the innumerable castes into which Hindu society is now split up 
-f-the census lists 2,300 of them, and subcastes are legion^represent the 
kaleidoscopic shifting of social relations. Castes have gradually evolved from 
number of different causes. Some represent descent from a common 
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ancestor, others have regional origin, still others are purely occupational in 
character. Vastness of territory, maclc vaster by primitive modes of transport 
and communication, permitted small groups to crystallize without disturbance 
from outside. As new occupations came into existence, new castes sprang up. 
The process of caste formation is going on even to-day. Every new census 
brings forth some new groupings. 

It took me weeks of assiduous work to learn that Pachperwa boasted 
sixty-one different castes. After hearing me vainly ask some of the local ofh- 
cials about the village castes, Hassan Kuli, chaukidar for twenty-five years in 
the New Bazar, acted as my private census enumerator, in return for a pack- 
age of permanganate crystals. 

‘‘What is your caste was a question many times on my tongue. It 
was always a suitable way of opening conversation with a stranger. Gradually 
I came to associate the various caste names with the traditional occupations, 
but often a stray visitor would name a caste quite outside the known cate- 
gories. The four ponderous volumes of William Crooke’s Tribes and Castes of 
Northern India were an invaluable textbook. There was, for instance, a leper 
whose eight-anna quarrel with Jumai I was called upon to arbitrate. He was 
a Khair<t whose caste work was collecting catechu in the jungle. Another man, 
who said he was a Bhandy once came to my door. Bhands are professional 
jesters. Like Bhatsy or bards, their traditional employment is to entertain 
rajas or rich men. One of their specialities is parodying Europeans for the 
private amusement of Indians. But they have fallen on evil days and now 
make a precarious living doing anything they can. 

A stout man going along the road in front of the Happy House one 
morning was pointed out as a Makabrahtnin who lived in a village eight miles 
to the cast. Sheobalak enlightened me on the subject of Mahabrahmins, a 
subcaste of Brahmins very much looked down on by the others. It is they 
who perform the official purification ceremony after a death in Hindu fami- 
lies. On the tenth day after the cremation the Mahabrahmin is feasted ; on 
the eleventh day the relatives formally take food in the house of the deceased. 
After this, except for certain personal observances of mourning, the death 
pollution is removed. Every Hindu family in Pachperwa and the surround- 
ing villages on the occasion of a death had to send a present to this Maha- 
brahmin. Such men grow very rich, in defiance of the ancient rule that a 
Brahmin is not to concern himself with this world’s goods. Balrampur boast- 
ed ten official Mahabrahmins. According to custom they divided the month 
so that three consecutive days fell to each, and the Mahabrahmins in turn 
had the right to receive the mourning perquisites from all deaths occuring in 
16* 
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those days. When the Junior Maharani, mother of the Maharaja of Balram- 
pur, died, the fortunate Mahabrahmin of that day received clothes, furniture 
and jewels, to the value of ten thousand rupees. 

Every one is struck by the obvious differences in physiognomy to be 
encountered in India. Generally speaking, the Indians of the plains, both 
Hindu and Mussalman, are small in stature, but Sikhs, Punjabis and Pathans 
from the northwest — all of these were represented in Pachperwa — possess 
magnificent physiques. The pure Brahmin type is marked by thin lips, a 
high-bridged prominent nose and deep-set, penetrating eyes. Just as the 
outcastes show the devastating and benumbing effect of centuries of social 
ostracism, so the Brahmins unconsciously manifest an unmistakable superiority, 
often accompanied by haughty intolerance, born of their long caste monopoly 
of the intellectual inheritance of India. The Rajputs still hold a reputation 
for being among the finest fighters of the world. Our Rajputs, most of them 
landlords or rent collectors, were men of usually fine build, tall, strong, light 
skinned, and handsome. The Tharus, with their high cheek bones and eyes 
set flat in the face, bore a first cousin resemblance to Nepalese, Tibetans and 
Mongolians. 

Brahmins and Rajputs together number some twenty-five millions, 
about one tenth of the total Hindu population. They may be considered as 
the more or less pure survivals of the ancient Aryans. The forty to fifty 
millions of ‘untouchables,’ roughly one fifth of the Hindu community, in- 
clude the descendants of the aboriginal Dravidians and all those whose occu- 
pations have been classed as unclean. Between these two extremes lies the 
bulk of the population, Hindus of mixed origin who follow the numerous 
trades, professions, crafts and agricultural callings. Apart from the Hindus 
are the Mussalmans, roughly a fourth of the population, five or six million 
Christians — mostly in southern India — and the small communities of Parsis, 
Sikhs, Jains and Buddhists. Practically all the Buddhists now live beyond 
the Indian peninsula, in Ceylon and Burma. 

The castes themselves offer great complexity and variety. Some castes 
predominate in certain parts of India and are entirely unknown in others. 
Some number millions, others may be represented by a few thousands or even 
hundreds. Only six castes have above five millions. In round numbers Brah- 
mins lead with fifteen millions ; the caste next in order of size is that of the 
Chamars, with twelve millions ; the Rajputs follow with ten millions : the 
Ahirs number nine millions. The two other leading castes of India are the 
JatSf a fine cultivating caste of seven millions centering in the Punjab, and the 
Marathas, distinguished for their military prowess before they were defeated 
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by the British in the wars of the eighteenth century. There are fifty-four 
other castes in India with more than a million members each. 

A caste exists, as a matter of fact, for every conceivable occupation or 
possible division of labour. The divisions are sometimes incredibly fine. 
Blacksmiths, for example, are subdivided into separate castes including the 
producers of ore, those who sell iron, the makers of sharp-edged tools such as 
razors and knives, sharpeners, horseshoers and the ordinary village blacksmith 
responsible for making and repairing agricultural implements. Likewise there 
are coppersmiths who deal in raw metal, those who make moulds for vessels 
of various sorts, who caste the vessels, who engrave them and who sell them. 

The sixty-one castes of our village could well be grouped under half a 
dozen main types of occupation. First of all there were the cultivating castes, 
of whom the Kurmis were the most numerous and industrious. Special gar- 
dening castes also came under this category. Among the labourers consider- 
ably lower in rank were Koris — cx-wcavers — Chamars and earth workers, 
originally of the salt-producing caste before the government monopoly largely 
destroyed their trade. The herdsmen were divided into Ahirs who tended 
cattle and sold milk and ghi and Gadariyas who acted as goatherds. Fisher- 
men, collectors of jungle produce, bird catchers, leaf gatherers and plate 
makers, sawyers, basket and mat makers, were all represented by separate castes. 

The group of traditional village servants included those families essen- 
tial to the community life — carpenters, blacksmiths, barbers and washermen. 
Another caste was that of the palanquin bearers, who also acted as private 
servants. Chamars following their original occupation of leather workers and 
also skinning dead animals and removing carcasses, and scavengers, further 
contributed their despised but necessary services to the village. 

The craftsmen were an integral part of the community. Weavers and 
potters did not command much respect, but the village dyer and the bracelet 
makers were in somewhat better standing. The shoemaker suffered obloquy 
for working in leather, though the shoes he made raised the social status of 
those who wore them. The goldsmiths, though not a popular fraternity, had 
prestige because their art still called for skill and their ornaments were still 
in great demand. 

The various tradesmen constituted another large and important group. 
One might also make a separate classification of the professional and religious 
castes. The village accountant, the head teacher and the clerical staff of the 
administration were Kayasths. To the Brahmins was reserved the priestly 
service at the village temple and shrines, the prerogative of officiating at all 
ceremonies in Hindu households and the profession of astrology. 
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Out of the sixty-one castes in Pachperwa, twenty were Mohammedan. 
These Mohammedan castes were to all intents and purposes exactly like 
Hindu castes. The bulk of the Indian Mussalmans, most of whom are des- 
cended from low caste Hindu converts, have retained much of Hindu social 
structure. Although more flexible than Hindus in regard to rules of eating, 
the Mussalmans of the village did not marry outside their particular group. 
So we had both our Hindu and Mohammedan potters, carpenters, oil pressers, 
confectioners, barbers, bracelet makers and bird catchers. The Mohammedan 
Halwais did not sell sweets, however, but specialized in tobacco. 

Other callings fell exclusively to the Mussalmans. Because of the Hindu 
abhorrence of taking life, even though plenty of Hindus eat meat to-day, the 
butchers in India are invariably Mohammedan. By the same logic, since 
Islam forbids spirituous liquor, the wine dealers are drawn from the Hindu 
fold. Although a Hindu will buy tobacco, uncooked vegetables, fruit and 
grain from a Mussalman, he will not buy pan, which has a certain ceremo- 
nial significance in Hindu life. Mussalmans monopolize the shoemaking and 
tailoring trades, and they arc the carders of cotton and the weavers — at least, 
in the part of India with which I became most intimately acquainted. 

Besides these groups with distinct caste affiliations, the Mussalmans also 
divide themselves into sectarian and regional groups. Shias and Sunnis repre- 
sent the two chief religious divisions of Islam, Most of the Indian Mussal- 
mans are Sunnis. In Oudh, the last reigning family was Shia, and Lucknow 
has remained the Shia centre of India, and Mohammedan officials of the 
reigon are likely to be Shias, The Shias generally consider themselves superi- 
or to the Sunnis, 

Pathans, supposed to be descendants of the Afghan invaders of India, 
and Mohammedan Punjabis were other distinct groups. The Maulvi of Pach- 
perwa claimed descent from the Prophet through his daughter Fatima — 
forming one of that group of progeny calling themselves saiyids^ now scattered 
throughout Asia and even more numerous than the descendants of William 
the Conqueror. Mussalmans not falling into one of the special classes al- 
ready mentioned might be Sheikhs or Fakirs* The Sheikhs claim that 
their community contributes very nearly one half the total Mohammedan 
population of India. In village parlance these two names carried the sugges- 
tion neither of Bedouin chiefs nor of ‘holy men’ on beds of spikes. The 
Sheikhs do not follow a caste occupation, but in rural districts they are com- 
monly cultivators. Fakirs follow begging as a profession, but since there is so 
much competition in begging in India, sometimes they work. Among my 
servants the Ayah and Din Mohammed were Sheikhs, Asgar AH and Fakire 
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were Fakirs, and Jumai belonged to the occupational dyer caste but had never 
practised the art. 

In an ancient country like India, where tradition plays such an im- 
portant part in the life of people, every caste has invented a mythology to 
gild its origin. Since the preoccupation of the Indian mind has always befen 
with religion, even the lowest castes have come to boast that they are des- 
cended from some god or saintly rtshU The imagination of a primitive folk is 
not always poetic or refined. Parvati, Shiva’s consort, while picking flowers, 
pierces her finger with a thorn. Shiva washes away the blood with a drop of 
sweat, and out of this sweat the first Mali, or gardener, is created. An at- 
tendant in Shiva’s court is called upon to sweep the stairs to the Throne of 
Heaven. His descendants become sweepers. Blacksmiths trace their ancestry 
to Vishvakarma, architect and master craftsman of Indra’s heaven. Many 
castes of later origin have a semi -historical background. The Bhats, or bards, 
are supposed to have come into existence during the time of Timur. The 
Emperor spent seven years mourning the death of his son. At last a court 
retainer composed a long, amusing poem to distract his patron. In spite of 
himself the Emperor laughed when he heard it and declared that henceforth 
this man and his descendants were to be entertainers to make men forget 
their sorrows and responsibilities. 

Caste rank is outwardly determind by whether or not one of the ‘twice- 
born’ will take water or pakki — food cooked with ghi, butter, oil or milk, but 
not boiled in water — from a member of a particular caste or touch him. 
Generally speaking, our so-called ‘respectable’ castes of the village, apart 
from the ‘twic«-born,’ included carpenters, pan sellers, milkmen, the Kurmi 
agriculturists, blacksmiths, gardeners, barbers, confectioners and goldsmiths. 
Certain other castes were on the border line. Some of the ‘twice-born’ would 
accept water from them and some not. These included fishermen, shepherds, 
grain parchers, potters and tailors. 

Below these came a group from whom the ‘twice-born’ would not take 
water, but who were not considered literally untouchable, such as carters, 
wine dealers, oil pressers, earth workers, and a few tribal groups like the 
Tharus. Still lower were castes regarded as untouchable, but not wholly de- 
graded, since they did not eat beef — washermen, bamboo workers and a 
number of others of questionable occupation. 

At the very bottom came the ‘untouchables’ who ate beef, vermin and 
animals which had died from natural causes, the scavenger Dorns and the 
Chamars. Anyone who will sink so low as to commit the unforgivable sin of 
eating beef is an outcaste in the true sense of the word, from the Hindu 
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point of view. This abhorrence explains why orthodox Hindus also refuse to 
accept water or food from Mussalmans and Christians, ‘‘May you eat beef!” 
is the most potent curse flung by one angry Hindu at another. For such as 
these no Brahmin household priest will officiate. 

The popular proverbs of the countryside, with their shrewcd appraisal 
of character, have spared the foibles of no caste. The Brahmin, the Bania 
and the Kayasth are all held up to scorn for their greediness, selfishness and 
deceitfulness, ascetics for their hypocrisy, the barber for his inquisitiveness 
and talkativeness, the goldsmith and the tailor for their dishonesty, the car- 
penter and the shoemaker for their procrastination, the weaver for his dull- 
ness, the lowly grain parchers and oil pressers for the airs they put on when 
they attain a little prosperity. 

A number of India’s familiar sayings have been collected by Sir Her- 
bert Risley, and some of these I found current around Pachperwa. Tlie 
peasant attacks religious hypocrisy in such proverbs as : “When a man cannot 
get a wife, he turns ascetic !” — “When his crop has been burned, the Jat 
becomes a fakir.” The Bania, to whom the peasant is always in debt, gets 
little shrift ; “A friendly Bania, a chaste courtesan !” — “The dogs starve at 
a Bania’s feast.” Other proverbs speak for themselves : “The carpenters face 
is the equivalent of unpunctuality.” — “The tailor’s ‘this evening’ and the 
shoemaker’s ‘tomorrow morning’ never come.” — “The oil presser’s daughter 
puts on airs and wonders what oil cakes can be.” — “The goldsmith will even 
filch gold from his mother’s nose ring.” Other proverbs have an ironic 
thrust : “The Dhobi knows who is poor in the village.” — “The potter can 
sleep sound, no one will steal his clay.” 

It is easy to understand why certain occupations are looked down upon, 
but the obloquy attached to others is often derived from obscure emotional 
or religious antipathies. The work of scavengers is obviously filthy, and the 
Dorns have added to their occupation of scavengering the unpleasant mono- 
poly of tending the burning ghats of Benares. They are also executioners in 
jails. Washermen, like sweepers, are degraded because of the nature of their 
-occupation, ince everything associated with death is contaminating, the 
great leather-working caste is also beyond the pale. Even professional drum- 
mers are polluted as a class because of the skin coverings of their drums. 
Incidentally, catgut strings on musical instruments are taboo for high-caste 
Hindus. The vina, esraj and sitar all have strings of silver and other metals. 

The mucous discharges of the body are looked on askance, perhaps 
because in some obscure way Hindus have long be6n aware that these are a 
dangerous source of infection. Only the lowest caste people will ordinarily 
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play wind instruments, though the flute — Krishna^s instrument — is an ex- 
ception. Licking the flap of an envelope or a stamp is against all rules of 
Hindu etiquette — an insult to one’s correspondent. This feeling also explains 
the metal dishes used in India. They can be scoured more effectively than 
the ordinary unglazed earthenware of the village. Leaf plates solve the pro- 
blem of dishes at feasts. 

In northern India the attitude toward outcastes has never been as ex- 
treme as the attitude in southern India, where 93 per cent of the population 
is Sudra and 4 per cent Brahmin. Travelling along the west coast near Cali- 
cut, I once heard a man on the road utter a doglike yelp and then repeat 
his peculiar cry a moment later. This was a case of ^unapproachability.’ He 
was warning high-caste Hindus of his polluting presence. The exact mathe- 
matical distance at which a pariah causes pollution to a caste Hindu, forcing 
upon him the inconvenient necessity of bathing and washing his clothes, 
has been fixed by custom. The non-Brahmins of southern India are now 
demanding and obtaining simple human rights formerly denied them. They 
have many champions of their heart-breaking cause, among Hindu reformers 
as well as missionaries and government officials. Mahatma Gandhi as usual 
has expressed his attitude very practically by adopting into his own family 
and cherishing as a daughter of his own a little outcaste girl. 

But it must be remembered that ordinary interchange of hospitality as 
practised in the West plays no part in Indian life. No castes intermarry or 
cat freely with one another. Since a raja does not eat with a Brahmin any 
more than a gardener eats with a goldsmith, the ‘untouchable’ sweeper 
scarcely experiences a special feeling of ostracism because he too is barred 
from eating with any save his caste fellows. The potentialities of this atti- 
tude were brought home to me when my own sweeper refused point-blank 
to accept food from me. 

In Pachperwa the Chamars and Dorns, though they lived in a quarter 
by themselves, had their work .and place in the village life and walked around 
with their heads up. The sweeper’s shadow disturbed no one, though it was 
true that he was not expected to use certain wells. He came and went freely. 
His daughter-in-law, as stout as he was thin, and generously tattooed and 
braceleted, used to stand and gossip with the crowd of village folk who spent 
much of their time near my house. At the dispensary the Doctor, a Rajput, 
and the compounder, a Brahmin, never dreamed of questioning a patient 
about his social status. 

Where people are largely dependent on well water, the matter of ob- 
taining water presents complications which scarcely arise under more modern 
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conditions. The ordinary well of the Indian countryside does not have even 
a sweep, and a man who wants water must fetch his own rope and jar or 
depend on another’s. The idea of purity has come to be associated with the 
person who offers the water, rather than with the quality of the water itself. 

I once made a journey with a Brahmin— the pundit from Nautanwa 
— to the ruins of a city identified with Kapilavastu, the city of the Buddha’s 
youth, only twenty-five miles from Pachperwa. From the nearest station on 
the railway line, it took ten hours to go and come by elephant. A high wind 
was driving the dust in clouds about our heads as we sat cross-legged in a 
red flounced howdah, listening to tales told by the white-bearded mahout. 
In the middle of the afternoon the dust suddenly swirled down upon us in 
such choking fury that we had to take refuge in a grove and wrap our heads 
in thick scarves. We were on the edge of a tiny cluster of huts. By this time 
we were both terribly thirsty, having had nothing to drink since early morn- 
ing. There was a well a hundred feet in front of us, but my Western ideas 
of sanitation made it impossible for me to drink unboiled water from an open 
well in an Indian village. 

‘*If you cannot drink, I must not drink either,” the pundit remarked. 

‘‘Why not ?” I asked in astonishment. 

“It would not be polite, I think,” was the gracious answer. 

I assured him that I should feel much better to have the thirst of one 
of us quenched, and finally he consented to climb down from the elephant 
and go m search of a man of the right caste to give him water. The village 
turned out to be composed entirely of low-caste people, but a boy volun- 
teered to run to a small settlement near by and bring back one whose brass 
lota and service the pundit could accept. 

The caste rules in regard to food I soon discovered were incomprehen- 
sibly intricate. Food is generally classed as pukka and kutcha, literally good 
and bad, according to caste prohibitions. ‘Good’ food is food that castes of 
allied social status will eat together or in public — J>uns9 vegetables cooked in 
ghi, curds, parched grain, spices, fruits, sweets, milk and pan. Such food may 
be accepted as a present even from one of lower caste, provided his caste is in 
reputable standing. ‘Bad’ food, on the other hand, is all food prepared with 
water, particularly grain food, which forms the staple of the Indian diet. If 
a man accepts this from any save a caste fellow, or one of higher caste than 
his own, he is liable to outcasting. The hookah is also taken as a symbol of 
caste intimacy, and Hindus are debarred from borrowing a smoke from any 
outside their caste. When a man has been put out of caste he is said to be 
deprived of pani-hfuikahy water and the water pipe. Children are wisely freed 
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from observing caste rules about food until at the age of seven or so they are 
considered old enough to conform. 

The Shastras. give three regulations to be observed in regard to food. 
First, food must be by its nature pure. Onions and garlic are taboo because 
they are considered exciting. In the second place, food, to be pure, must be 
prepared und^er special conditions. The place where it is cooked, the dishes 
used, the person cooking it and the circumstances under which it is eaten, all 
enter into consideration. Behind all the elaborate taboo of to-day undoubt- 
edly lies a sound concept of sanitation. Because of this sanctity of the Hindu 
kitchen, caste Hindus were forbidden to travel abroad without paying the 
penalty of being outcasted, until within the past few decades. Even to-day 
any high-caste Hindu who has been living abroad is required to perform a 
purification ceremony on his return before he can be accepted back into the 
fold of an orthodox family. Thirdly, the food should be free from dust, flies 
and other sources of contamination. Indian villagers have not been trained 
in modern ideas of sanitary cleanliness, and pay little attention to this condi- 
tion. Water from insanitary wells and fly-ridden sweets from the bazar do not 
trouble the Indian mind. 

Hindu exclusiveness in regard to food has given a very special stamp 
to daily life as one sees it in India. It explains why, except for sellers of 
sherbet, milk and curds, and purveyors of swxets, you see few or no food 
vendors in the streets of India, and why Hindu hotels and inns are uncom- 
mon. At the dharmasalasi or rest houses, every Hindu provides and cooks his 
own meal. 

Although caste complicates hospitality for Hindus it simplifies it for 
the foreigner. There was practically no question of my entertaining anybody 
in the village. In all the time I was in Pachperwa I gave two formal dinner 
parties — that is, I paid for them. One was my house-warming feast, the 
other a dinner for the nineteen members of the tahsil staff who bought 
tickets for my cow, when the Tahsildat arranged to raffle her and her calf 
before my departure. This last dinner was held on the verandah, the guests 
squatting on a large white cloth on the floor. Halwais came from the bazar 
and prepared the food under the Peshkar’s supervision. Leaf plates were fur- 
nished by a man of the proper caste, and none of my Mohammedan servants 
had anything to do with the feast or its preparation. The raffle party was in 
a gay mood and for a moment I forgot the caste rules. I half started to sit 
down with my guests, though not of course intending to eat with them. The 
Peshkar rose in horror just in time. <‘If you sit down here none of them can 
eat anything,’’ he exclaimed. 
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There was also the very special occasion when the Sub-Inspector of 
Police came to call with his wife and four of his children. The Thanadar’s 
wife, a tall gaunt woman suffering from tuberculosis, was pathetically depen- 
dent on my occasional little visits to bring variety into her secluded existence. 
One day she remarked reproachfully that though I had asked her to come to 
see me, I had never made definite arrangements. So the party was promptly 
arranged for nine o’clock the following evening. 

1 knew that sweets without grain, fruit and pan were all the hospita- 
lity I could offer. Sheobalak, my Halwai friend, prepared the sweets, trim- 
med with silver leaf. The Station Master put in an order with the conductor 
of the night train to fetch some melons from Gorakhpur, and bananas were 
ordered from Balrampur. This time the Peshkar, who was of the same caste 
as the Thanadar, lent me his guest serving dishes, consisting of many small 
brass bowls and brass plates of graduated sizes, and he also sent a brass jar 
of drinking water. Ram Lakhan, my small Hindu servant, was to be on hand 
to pass the refreshments. 

About half-past nine an advance guard in the shape of the head cons- 
table arrived to say that the others would soon be leaving the thana. At last 
I saw a lantern staggering along on the far side of invisible fields. It came 
jerkily on, and in due course the constable, two servants, the children, the 
Thanadar and his wife arrived at my door. For the first and only time I saw 
the Sub-Inspector’s wife arrayed in all her glory. She was wearing a thin 
white sari embroidered with black flowers. Her arms were weighted with 
gold bracelets nearly to the elbows. She wore several gold collars, a head 
ornament, large dangling earrings and three slender nose rings, the largest a 
thin circlet at least a foot in diameter. I could see that the Thanadar was a 
devoted and generous husband. 

When Ram Lakhan passed the laden tray^s, the I'hanadar stuttered 
effusive apologies for all the trouble he was causing, but evidently he had 
come prepared. His able news scouts had already reported the arrival of the 
melons and the loan of the Peshkar’s dishes. His servant now produced a 
lota of water that had been brought along, so the essential mouth rinsing 
could be performed before and after eating. Although they were orthodox 
Hindus, the Thanadar confersed that times were certainly changing. His 
own father and mother would never have dreamed of eating anything, even 
pan, sitting on the same cotton rug with me. They would have taken noth- 
ing in my presente unless we were seated on the ground, which absorbs all 
impurities. 

The Thanadar’s wife did not miss anything on this rare opportunity 
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for escaping from her own prison walls of brow'n mud. My clothes closets, 
as usual, received extravagant admiration. We even went on a tour of the 
servant’s house — after they had been warned to make themselves invisible 
— and the kitchen. Hindu women keep their brass kitchen utensils brightly 
scoured and their kitchen immaculate. From the Hindu point of view West- 
ern food habits are revolting. For one thing the average Westerner openly 
relishes beef, pork and chicken. 1'his explains why no one but a very low- 
caste Hindu will ever cook for a Westerner in India. Cooks in foreign house- 
holds are either Mussalmans or Christians. I was glad to sec, when the door 
was unpadlocked, that Din Mohammed had left everything in excellent order. 
The keen black eyes of the wife of the Sub-Inspector took in appreciatively 
the screened food boxes and the waist-height brick stove, so much more con- 
venient than her own little horseshoe-shaped chnla of clay, scarcely six inches 
high. 

The Mussalmans are comparatively tree in the matter of food, though 
Shias and Sunnis will not cat together, I was told. More than once the Sta- 
tion Master dropped in for a cup of cocoa, and once I persuaded the Perian 
Sanitary Inspector to share a late breakfast when he arrived unexpectedly in 
cholera season. But all Pachperwa stood aghast when Dr. Saxena, a Hindu 
of good caste, took tea with me. This historic event occurred during the 
fourth month of my residence in the village, and it was the first and only 
time a Hindu actually ‘‘broke bread” at my table. Dr. Saxena scorned the 
rules that had no direct bearing on hygiene and sanit.ation, but his own con- 
servative household in Gonda, he said, observed all the orthodox traditions. 
His wife permitted herself no laxity, but realizing the difficulties for a man 
constantly travelling without a servant in the rural areas, she accepted an- 
other standard in these matters for him. 

All matters pertaining to a particular caste have been crystallized by 
convention, but organization varies greatly from caste to caste. The Brahmins 
and the Rajputs have no central governing body. Rules for their life conduct 
were codified by Manu, and these rules they still observe in principle. The 
craftsmen, following their hereditary occupations like the craftsmen of the 
Middle Ages, in former times submitted themselves to a body of elders in- 
vested with governing authority. The more flexible trading groups also found 
it advantageous, as commerce expanded, to enter into closer association and 
in course of time formed well-knit economic units with all the aspects of 
caste. The agricultural, pastoral and hunting groups, because of the nature 
of their occupations, remained but loosely organised. 

Brahmin exclusiveness, Kshatriya expediency — expediency still die- 
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tates royal alliances m modern Europe in exactly the same way it has govern- 
ed such alliances in India — craftsmen traditions, the advantages of economic 
union, tribal affiliations, the tendency of lower social groups to imitate the 
example of the higher ones and, finally, the bullock-cart transportation 
systems which gave communities greater stability than they possess to-day, 
lie behind the slow stratification of Hindu society into castes. The castes in 
one respect resemble fraternal orders. All the members are on equal footing 
and express their views and vote in a very democratic manner. Caste fellows 
contribute to marriage expenses of poor members ; they take charge of fune- 
rals for individuals who have no families. No caste can interfere in the internal 
affairs of another. Even a Brahmin has no right to dictate what rules a Cha- 
mar is to observe within his own sphere. The poise of the lowliest Hindu 
springs, I imagine, from the consciousness that in performing his own caste 
duties and in obeying his own caste laws he is fulfill ng all that can be asked 
of him. In India one almost never encounters social maladjustment — a pain- 
ful effort on the part of someone to fill a position in society for which back- 
ground and training are inherently lacking. 

With the exception of the Brahmin and Rajput ca;>tes, most Hindu 
castes are governed by panchayats, consisting of the male members. Local 
panchayats control caste affairs within certain areas. An elected sarpanch or 
chaudkari serves as the headman for a given term. Caste meetings are held on 
occasions of funeral feasts and weddings or when caste members naturally 
come together, and from time to time general conferences are held to discuss 
current caste problems. When our Kayaslhs held a panchayat meeting at the 
schoolhouse after the wedding of Devi Prasad’s sister, they invited me to 
attend. The main question discussed was the marriage age, and Kayasths 
were urged not to permit marriages for girls of their own caste under eighteen 
or for men under twenty-four. I also once attended a general Marwari coun- 
cil at Gaya, quite by accident. In this case the meeting had under considera- 
tion the all-important matter whether the caste would modify its laws to 
allow widow remaitriage. The proposal was ovcr-whelmingly defeated by the 
conservative element. 

The pancha’yat exercises final authority in all matters of dispute. It 
also has the power to consider offenses against caste and to punish by fines or 
outcasting. If a member is convicted of having flagrantly broken caste rules in 
regard to marriage or food, he is generally forbidden to take part in any caste 
ceregionies until certain conditions have been fulfilled. Outcasting is not 
final in the case of minor offenses. For these it is customary to exact a mone- 
tary fine, which may range from two to five rupees, and a dinner to be given 
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to the brethren by the offending member before he is reinstated in the caste. 
My milkman told me that a caste brother of his in a neighbouring village 
had married a Chamar woman. He was put out of caste — that is debarred 
from pani-hookah privileges*— until he sent her away. 

Whenever I began to study some particular phase of village life, strange 
facts came to light. It was Asgar who confided that the sweeper had origin- 
ally belonged to the Kurmi caste but, having married a Domi, he had been 
degraded to the level of a Dorn. Stranger s^till, in a village two miles away 
lived a one-time Brahmin, now married to a Dom woman. He had been 
outcasted, of course, and was actually doing scavenger’s work in his village, 

Dukhi was head of the Mohammedan barber’s caste of Pachperwa, 
Dukhi was a whole panchayat in himself. He described at length a dramatic 
crisis of the year before. The thekedar of a certain village near by had in- 
sisted that the village barber should shave him twice a week instead of the 
customary once. Since he was not offered even an extra anna, the price of a 
shave for non-agriculturists not paying grain dues, he saw no reason why the 
fastidious thekedar should be humoured. A feud developed, ending with the 
barber’s ultimate insult — he walked off, leaving the thekedar only half 
shaved. A grand meeting of the barber brotherhood was called and the aff'air 
discussed from beginning to end. The rebellious barber was upheld in his 
position, but a compromise had to be effected. He and another barber ex- 
changed hereditary villages. This was the first time, according to Dukhi, 
that such a radical innovation had been introduced into barber customs. 

When a man or woman is outcasted for some offense too serious to be 
expiated, the unfortunate individual is completely ostracized from the group. 
The outcasted man’s own family can no longer eat with him. He has no 
choice left but to become a convert to another religion, to go to a distant 
.place and hope that the caste community there will not learn the truth, to 
take the risky course of pretending to belong to a different caste, to join some 
lower caste or to live outside the Hindu social order altogether. In private 
many rules ar« brokep, particularly those in regard to food, but an out-of-caste 
marriage focuses public attention and can scarcely be ignored. Association 
with a prostitute counts as a moral offense, but not as an offense against caste. 
Prostitutes are a caste by themselves. In our region some of the low-caste 
vagrant tribes, like the Beriya, prostituted their women, and Mohammedan 
prostitutes — most of them nautch girls from Gonda — visited the countryside 
singly from time to time, when they were employed for tamashas of one sort or 
another. When caste marriage rules are flagrantly disregarded, which is not 
often, in the circumstances, the higher caste person sinks to the rank of the 
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lower, if he can gain admittance to it, or he becomes an outcaste. A great 
many groups, particularly the vagrant gypsies, are constantly recruiting 
members from the higher strata of Hindu society. 

The caste system troubles the Western mind because it is a negation 
of Western ideas of democracy and freedom. Caste is certainly responsible 
for the social and economic disfranchisement of more than forty million peo- 
ple, between a seventh and an eighth of the total population of India. It 
entrenches the Brahmin aristocracy in a position of advantage, restricts in- 
dividual intiative, prevents competition, automatically limits marriage to caste 
unions, and surrounds such innocent necessities as food and water with arti- 
ficial prohibitions. To the Western mind a division of society into fixed 
compartments and the unchangeable determination by birth of each indivi- 
dual’s position are looked upon as wholly irrational and unjust. The astonish- 
ing submissivencss of the Hindus to the self-imposed limitations of caste are 
beyond comprehension. 

Indian reformers recognize that serious abuses have grown up around 
the caste system, but they do not believe that reforms are to be efFcctcd only 
by destroying the Indian social structure and substituting for it some alien 
Western scheme of organization, especially since no two Western countries 
have yet agreed on a ‘^best scheme.” The Hindu solution is far too deeply 
rooted in Indian tradition and religious thought to be applicable to another 
country, but it has given India the most highly evolved plan of social coopera- 
tion, through specialization, that any society has ever evolved for itself. 

It is everywhere the natural tendency of people to break up into groups. 
In the West we call the groups 'classes,’ and the basic difference is an eco- 
nomic one. If a man can change his economic status he can change his class. 
Economic competition, though it permits individuals to rise, precipitates an 
endless struggle for supremacy in which most are inevitably doomed to failure. 

Obviously,' ancient Aryan society must very early have developed that 
specialization of labour which is a feature of the modern caste system. Before 
the age of industrialism a son almost universally followed in his father’s foot- 
steps. Observing his father hammering out metal vessels, weaving, turning a 
potter’s wheel or making beautiful ornaments of gold, he acquired a natural 
aptitude and a sensitive understanding for all the tricks of the craft. These 
were supplemented at the proper age by initiation into the little secrets which 
gave his father and his father’s father their skill. Modern industrial schools 
with their mechanized efficiency try to give much the same sort of training. 

The Brahmin lawgivers, perceiving that people were unlike in qualities 
and capacities and so had different contributions to make to the social body, 
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set about codifying caste as they found it existing in more or less fluid states 
in ancient India. They recognized three qualities or tendencies innate in 
humanity. There are those in whom the sativa quality, of truth and illumi- 
nation, predominates, those in whom r^jas^ or the active quality, predomi- 
nates, and those characterized by tamasy or inertia. In theory caste was based 
on a profound reality. In practice when caste was made hereditary, it began 
to develop inevitable injustices. 

The lawmakers, in assigning fixed duties to different groups, made a 
theoretical adjustment between duties and capacities and laid down rules of 
conduct appropriate to the supposed state of spiritual evolution. Likewise 
there was an attempt to make the conditions of the environment conform to 
the needs of the particular group. The Brahmin, for example, who was to 
study, teach and perform religious ceremonies, was to be supported by society, 
just as modern Western society endows educational institutions and lavishly 
bestows scholarships and fellowships in acknowledgment of the fact that stu- 
dents cannot do their best work if they have to divert part of their energies 
to the problem of earning a living while they arc studying. At the same 
time, the Brahmin was subjected to rules of self-discipline and asceticism far 
more austere than those decreed for any other social group. Spiritual know- 
ledge was not to be passed out to anyone, but only to those whose disciplined 
lives fitted them to receive it. 

Under the impact of modern life many changes are at work in the 
social structure of India. Casle in its economic phase met the needs of a 
simple society, such as that of the village, but it is not adapted to the age of 
machinery. To begin with, the mastery of a machine process is of an 
inferior order. It does not ordinarily require the skill involved in hand pro- 
duction. Machinery irons out the differences between capacities more quickly 
than anything else. India is entering the inevitable stage of industrialism, 
and already factory hands arc recruited from many diflerent castes. 

The growing population of India is another fictor. Traditional caste 
work no longer offers adequate support to millions. A community of fifteen 
million Brahmins is more than large enough to supply India’s need of priests, 
and the opportunity to be a king or warrior is increasingly restricted. Nowa- 
days Brahmin tax collectors, Rajput policemen, Kayasth doctors and Vaisya 
deputy collectors are found working side by side. In village life a general 
loosening and overlapping of occupation is noticeable. It came as something 
of a shock to me to find Brahmins performing all sorts of menial tasks. In 
Pachperwa the Brahmin Tahsildar’s cook was a Brahmin. The station water 
boy who used to bring my three pounds of ice from the morning train in 
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a box of sawdust on his head was a Brahmin. The mail carrier, the com^ 
pounder at the hospital, one of the constables, and several of the tahsil mess- 
engers were Brahmins. More astonishing, I heard of a Brahmin in Calcutta 
who owns a big shoefactory. 

The modern industrial age, which has coincided with British rule in 
India, has dealt blow after blow to the caste idea. Railways attack the caste 
system at the root. Third-class carriages do not discriminate between the 
Brahmin and the Chamar. Both sit side by side on the wwden benches. 
Schools, hospitals, casteless government service, the example and influence of 
the dominant European community, all are factors influencing the present 
situation. That many of the minute regulations in regard to caste practices 
have long outlived their original significance is acknowledged by increasing 
numbers of Indians on every side. Many exceptions to caste rules are now 
almost universally taken for granted. Ice sold at railway stations is not water. 
Bottled water and piped water are accepted as pure by all but the most ortho- 
dox. Imported food in tin boxes is not food in the Indian sense. Biscuits of 
all sorts are acceptable on railway journeys. 

Gandhi and many other reformers are carrying on an agitation to abo- 
lish ‘untouchability.’ Under the stimulus of new ideas of nationalism and a 
fresh religious emphasis, outcastes and Brahmins have actually eaten together 
on more than one occasion in recent years. The Benares Hindu University 
will not admit any student who objects to the presence of an outcaste. The 
Brahmo-Samajists, in Bengal, do not recognize caste. Referring to the de- 
pressed classes, the Simon Report noted : “Never has education among the 
classes falling within this category received such encouragement as it has 
since the transfer of education in the provinces to the charge of [Indian] 
Ministers.” It is significant that lately the enrollment of pupils from this 
element of the population has increased by leaps and bounds. 

I discovered that I myself was having a revolutionary influence on the 
Peshkar in these matters. With intense interest, he would inquire of Din 
Mohammed, the cook, just how he prepared everything I ate for my dinner. 
Then he would give instructions to his own cook to prepare his food in the 
same way. Boiled vegetables fried in ghi seemed utterly insipid to him, yet 
he ate them heroically in the belief that they might be better for him. 
When he visited his family they told him I was making a European out of 
him. Instead of sweets for breakfast, he now demanded fruit. 

In spite of his expressed annoyance with the elaborate Hindu food 
ritual, his own kitchen arrangements illustrated the preposterous lengths to 
which caste conventions are sometimes carried. He could not afford, on his 
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salary of thirty’rupees, the high-caste cook he should have had. So of neces- 
sity a compromise was worked out. The cook did not touch his food after the 
fire was lighted, nor approach the fire ! I could not conceive how the poor 
man could prepare a meal in such circumstances. To satisfy my curiosity, the 
Peshkar invited me to come as far as his kitchen door. The cook was carrying 
out caste regulations to the letter. The fire needed replenishing, and he 
flung a stick with dexterous aim half across the room. He tossed the peeled 
potatoes into the pot of boiling water. When the rice needed more water, 
he used a long handled dipper, not venturing within three feet of the fire. 
Only when the fire had been extinguished^ could he touch the cooking pots. 

you really think he observes all these rules if you are not watch- 
ing r” I asked. * 

‘*Oh, yes,” said the Peshkar confidently. “It would trouble him to 
have me break the rules of fooding.” I was not so sure. 

Escape from at least the economic restrictions of caste are possible 
through many doors. For those who succeed in acquiring an education there 
is government service. For the masses there are the mills and factories. 
Christianity and Islam, which free their adherents from the stigma of ^un- 
touchability’ as well as limitations of work, have both drawn their converts, 
and there is always an open door for the avowed renouncer, willing to give 
up society and the world together for the sake of finding God, No one asks 
the caste of a sadhu. He has none, and he is bound by no caste rules. 

The Hindu believes fervently in transmigration. He is convinced that 
he travels from birth to birth, gaining experience through a beginningless 
round of birth and death, until' ultimately he reaches perfection and becomes 
free. Transmigration is neither to be proved nor disproved. It is a working 
hypothesis of the scheme of things, like heaven, or any other attempt to satis- 
fy the deep-seated belief in a continuance of life in some form beyond the 
postern gate of death, and to rationalize the facts of this life as they are ex- 
perienced. To the Hindu mind we are working out our own destinies, slowly 
uncovering the divinity within our own natures. The conditions of one life 
are too limited to learn all that life has to teach, and so the Hindu postulates 
many lives, millions of them, it may be. The deathless soul puts on one body 
after another, selecting the environment that will give the particular experi- 
ence it needs to help it in the process of unfoldment. Out of the infinite 
range of experience the soul draws to itself the necessary experiences through 
which its gradual awakening takes place. 

If one tries to imagine one’s self an outcaste of the Hindu social order, 
it is apparent that the concept of many lives before and ahead, all logically 
J? 
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related, would at least give a very different attitude toward existence than^the 
conviction that this fraction of immediate perception is the whole. The 
Hindu believes that by living this life well, to the best of his capacity and 
understanding, he will have better fortune in the next. It is like breaking a 
railway journey you know will be continued, by alighting for a few hours 
at a wayside station. But the law of cause and effect works both ways. A 
fortunate Brahmin, in spite of the previous progress he must have made to be 
born a Brahmin, will find himself degraded or handicapped in a subsequent 
life if he fails in his duties as a Brahmin. This attitude explains why Hindus 
accept their caste with as little question or resistance as other people accept 
their sex or race. 

% 

The evils of the Hindu caste system are all too obvious, but it is only 
fair to recognize that caste has contributed important benefits to India. It has 
furnished stability to the social fabric for at least three thousand years. No 
country except China can show an equal continuity of civilization. Is it possi- 
ble to deny that caste has had much to do with the preservation of India ? 
Caste has at least provided everybody with some recognized occupation and 
the necessary training to pursue it. It has kept alive high standards of crafts- 
manship and artistic skill. It has emphasized the ethical obligation of the 
individual to subordinate himself to the society in which he lives. It has 
deliberately thwarted competition and prevented energy from being dissipated 
in the endless struggle for material or social supremacy. Out of the stern 
prohibitions in regard to intermarriage and interdining, a barrier has arisen 
around the Hindu home, protecting the vital life of the people from the 
complete disruption that must otherwise have come as a result of countless 
foreign invasions and a thousand years of alien rule. These are no small ser- 
vices, though they are commonly ignored by those who find in caste only a 
dividing and oppressive influence. 
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A THUDDING OF DRUMS BROKE THE QUIET OF A 
February afternoon. A little procession was passing along the cart road at the 
at the end of the tahsil path. Four men carried a boy in a red palanquin. 
Others straggled alongside the dolh two drummers brought up the rear, 
big rounded drums crisscrossed with leather thongs slung from their necks. 
“A bridegroom,” the Tahsildar announced, and he called out to the procession 
to stop. 

The centre of attention was a bewildered little boy with fresh sandal 
paste streaked across his forehead, a red turban and a red cloth drawn about 
him like a shawl. He was certainly the unhappiest bridegroom I had ever 
seen. I asked how old he was, and the father replied, ^‘Ten.” They were of 
the Ahir caste and were on their way to the village of the bride, four miles 
farther on. 

Although this was a February marriage, February is not an auspicious 
month for weddings. Rama and Sita, who experienced so much suffering and 
misery, began their married life in this month. The months are conveniently 
auspicious after the spring harvest from the middle of March to the middle 
of June, and in November and December after the autumn harvest. Soon 
wedding drums were no longer a novelty in Pachperwa. All through the hot 
season the drums sounded on my road. After a while I ceased to run down 
the hill every time I heard them and hold up processions to take photographs. 

The bridegrooms’ processions were all more or less alike except that 
some were larger and noisier than others. A tatterdemalion band of drummers, 
flute players and cymbal players — in any event drummers — marched along 
either before or behind the doli. The Barat} the procession of male relatives 
and family friends, was made to cover as much space as possible to emphasize 
the importance of the bridegroom’s family. A relative or old family servant 
bore the gifts for the bride in jars or baskets swung from a shoulder pole- 
jewelry, vermilion in a small wooden jar for marking the part in the bride’s 
hair, some saris, including the one the bride would wear during the wedding. 

But all the interest centering in the bride’s clothes in the West, in 
India is transferred to the clothes of the bridegroom. He becomes suddenly 
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metamorphosed from nobody into somebody, an astonishing figure in a turban 
of auspicious colour, red, yellow or pink, and a strange dress of one of the 
same colours. He is also adorned with puja paste, put on his forehead by the 
fiimily priest. 

Our village bridegrooms ranged in age from nine or ten to full maturity. 
The doli itself was usually a simple boxlike affair, roofed, but open at the 
sides. One day there was much excitement in Pachpcrwa when a doli arrived 
from Tulsipur with glass windows on all four sides through which the bride- 
groom stared in self-conscious pride. Glass, except in the form of bottles, was 
unknown in Pachperwa. Borrowed elephants sometimes lent special glory to 
a wedding procession, the bridegroom riding in state in an ornamental howdah. 

Mohammedan bridegrooms, in dresses like those of Hindus, and with 
the same reinforcement of musicians and friends, were distinguished only by 
long transparent veils hanging in front of their faces. Generally, too, instead 
of being carried by palanquin, they sat astride horses led by wedding retainers. 
Unaccustomed as most of them were to this aristocratic mode of travel, they 
suffered accidents now and then. Once I saw a bridegroom ignominiously 
spilled from his little pony into the dust of the New Bazar. With all the 
glamour of the wedding processions, something was missing. No woman ever 
took part. All this drumming and tootling, these gay clothes, this excitement, 
were solely for the bridegroom, more often than not a mere child. 

It is only as recently as the year 1930 that child marriage in India has 
ceased to have legal sanction. The earliest attempt on the part of the govern- 
ment of India to interfere in the domain of Hindu marriage relations was a 
law enacted in 1892, forbidding the consummation of marriage for girls under 
thirteen. This did not attempt to control the age of marriage, however, and 
since a child bride often went to her husband’s family before thirteen, en- 
forcement was difficult, if not impossible. At the beginning of the century, 
two Indian States, Mysore and Baroda, passed laws designed to restrict child 
marriages within their territory. 

Adherents to the cause of a later marriage age are drawn from all 
groups — the Brahmos of Bengal, the Arya Samajists of North India, even 
certain high -caste orthodox Hindus, whose custom of forbidding widow re- 
marriage has made them realize vividly the tragedy of lifelong widowhood 
that may overtake their daughters. Western reformers have naturally joined 
the ranks or led them. The present Child Marriage Act, passed by over- 
whelming majority in the Legislative Assembly, is applicable to all communit- 
ies. It makes it a criminal offense to arrange, solemnize or participate in the 
marriage of a girl below the age of fourteen or a boy of eighteen, and the 
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penalty for infringement is one month^s imprisonment or a fine of 1,000 
rupees. The political upheaval into which India has lately been thrown over- 
shadows every other phase of life in the country, but the law is there to stay, 
an epochal landmark on India’s road of social progress. When I was in Pach- 
perwa, however, child marriages were still celebrated with tranquil ignorance 
of impending reform. 

The wedding months slipped along, and I was growing almost tired of 
listening to Fakire’s nightly enumeration of the weddings that had occurred 
in surrounding villages. One evening he appeared at the window after dinner. 
^‘Thc wedding procession has started,” he announced. 

“What wedding procession P* 

“The Halwai wedding to which you are invited.” 

Fortunately my social engagement book in Pachperwa was not over* 
crowded ! Throwing a scarf over my head, for the sake of propriety, I 
followed Fakire, who led the way carrying a stout lathi and a lantern. 

We could see a mass of twinkling lights ahead of us. They were 
coloured flares, burning out one by one. We arrived just in time for the end 
of the fireworks. Two strange figures resembling mounted knights formed 
the centre of a haphazard procession starting up the main road of the village. 
Rajab, my friend of the Mohammedan ^colour-pouring’ caste, suddenly seized 
my hand and pulled me after him, dodging in and out of open shop fronts. 

Except for a torch or two the street was lighted only by the moon, so 
when Rajab almost pushed me on to an ironlcgged chair in front of a house, 
it took me a second or two to make out that I was at a familiar confectioner’s 
i.hop. A crowd of women massed behind me sang the bridegroom’s welcome. 
Rajab and Fakire and I had outdistanced the procession itself, which was just 
now arriving. The first knight, all in red with a huge red turban topped by 
a basket frame from which strings of straw flowers dangled, was riding a ner- 
vous little horse with bristling mane. The pleasant-faced grandmother who 
had often beckoned me to sit down in the shop and eat some sweets offered 
the ‘door welcome’ to the bridegroom, waving over his head first a butter 
churn and then a husking pole, intimate symbols of domesticity. As soon as 
she had finished with the first knight she repeated the ritual for the second 
knight, garbed in orange, who rode another bad-tempered little steed. At 
this point I was warned to duck and avoid a shower of small stoned which 
the Women and the bridegrooms’ party began flinging at each other, in mock 
antagonism. 

Fakire explained in my ear that this was a double wedding of the two 
motherless daughters of the Halwai household with two brothers from 
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Utraula. The first lad was a handsome boy of sixteen or seventeen, but the 
fat-cheeked little brother of twelve had a pouting expression, as if he did not 
in the least enjoy being married. Of course there was no sign of the brides. 
After the formal welcome, a presentation of money to the red and orange 
bridegrooms was in order, A mysterious white- coated gentleman whose 
tongue seemed a bit thick — and got thicker during the night — volunteered in 
what was intended to be English that the brides’ family was giving only a 
paltry five rupees. Then the bridegrooms rode away again, the crowd dis- 
persed, and the street relapsed into an empty little lane, in which the alchemy 
of the moonlight turned the mud to liquid silver. 

Rajab suggested that I should follow the bridegrooms, and somebody 
was ordered to bring along my chair. As we turned the corner past the shrine 
where the trunkless elephant stood, we came upon the bridegrooms’ party, 
established in temporary headquarters in front of the residence of one of our 
wine dealers. My chair was set down in the middle of the road on the 
assumption, apparently, that I was going to sit there and stare at the bride- 
grooms, but though I was made to feel welcome, I thought I should prefer 
to return to the Halwai shop. Everything looked just as it did on ordinary 
days. I could see no preparations for the wedding. The stout older brother 
of the brides, smiling affably, said the actual ceremony would not take place 
until midnight. Just then the friendly grandmother appeared in a saffron- 
tinted sari, took me by the hand, and insisted that I join the women’s pro- 
cession. A minute later, linked arm in arm with the Halwai grandmother, I 
found myself in the oid role of leading a Hindu wedding procession through 
the village of Pachperwa. 

A band was playing full blast, and the women— this time the brides’ 
friends and relatives — were all singing. Above the drums and clashing cym- 
bals their song rose and fell with trembling modulations and little minor 
waterfalls of sound,. Scores of children accompanied us. Everybody in Pach- 
perwa knew that I had come to the wedding, and even the dogs joined the 
procession. 

We trailed up and down some alleys and came out in a clearing near 
a grain parcher’s shop. Into the tiny room we all crowded, or at any rate as 
many of us as could get in. Eyes were glued to every opening, and a row of 
eyes peered through the crack between the mud walls and the sagging roof. 
The parching oven rose from the middle of the floor ; jars of sand stood 
about. A flickering light from the open mouth of the oven, into which dead 
leaves were being thrust, threw a red glow over all the shrouded figures. 

The smoke from the fire nxade my eyes smart terribly, but I did not 
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dare close them for fear of missing something. The woman at the oven was 
ceremonially anointed with oil, and red lead was painted along the parting 
of her hair. Then, as she squatted near her fire and sifted the hot sand from 
the parched rice, all the women began cursing. One of the women explained 
that they were saying ‘‘bad things’’ about the grooms’ relatives, particularly 
their uncles. Marriage ceremonies among the lower Hindu castes reflect 
many evidences of the primitive marriage by capture. A mock enmity is set 
up between the bride’s people and the groom’s. The pelting of the bride- 
groom’s party with small stones, and the use of gafh or insulting language, 
directed against the bridegroom’s family, were curious survivals that had long 
outlived their meaning. At last the parched grain, which was to be used later 
in the evening, was stowed away in an enormous cloth, and we marched back 
with it through the village, children yelling, musicians dinning, women singing, 
dogs barking, 

A further interlude for feasting was declared, during which I went 
home to rest, Fakire fell into a deep sleep and required vigorous shaking 
to bring him back to life at midnight, the time when we were to return for 
the actual wedding. The village was now dark and silent. Cots with mummy- 
like forms and naked children sprawling in grotesque attitudes lay on both 
sides of the road. One had the feeling of walking down the middle of a grfeat 
dormitory. In the faint light of a single lantern I saw more mummies lying 
about in the shop on the board benches where sweets were displayed in the 
daytime. Two or three vague figures, propped against a wall, took turns at a 
gurgling hookah. 

“Not for another hour or so,” the Halwai announced calmly. “The 
bridegrooms’ party have not finished eating.” There was nothing to do but 
retrace our steps. This time they promised to send word when the right 
moment arrived. 

From my bed on the verandah I waked with a start. “Huzur, the 
skadi begins,” a gentle voice was saying. In the moonlight, standing at a 
respectful distance, I recognized the drug seller of the New Bazar. It was just 
half-past two. 

The same women with whom I had gone in procession to the grain 
parcher’s earlier in the evening were now gathered outside another house. 
They called to me to join them. They were fetching two washerwomen and 
two barber women to dress the brides. We all went on together to the Hal- 
wai house. Passing through three pitch-black rooms, we came out in a small 
open court. My chair reappeared once more, placed against a wall of the 
court. Almost at my feet were two festooned water jars, each supporting a 
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saucer of dry barley. On top of the barley saucers were other saucers of oil 
with lighted wicks — the sacred marriage fire. Two posts erected beside the 
jars and joined above by a straw rope served in this poor little houshold for a 
marriage pavilion. 

I heard a splash. In a corner of the court one of the two Dhobins was 
dumping jars of water over the head of a slim girl of fourteen. The grand- 
mother stood by. Not satisfied with the casualness of this bath, considering 
the special occasion, she told the woman to rub the bride more thoroughly. 
A new yellow sari was produced and modestly put on above the wet one, 
which was then allowed to drop to the ground. The bride was directed to 
step on a tiny upturned saucer placed in front of her and to crush it with her 
heel. Nobody needed to explain the symbolic meaning of this act. The 
childhood home lies one way, and another way the home of the new hus- 
band’s father, to which, before long, the bride will be going in her covered 
palanquin. 

The bride smoothed back her wet hair with her hands. A white mus 
lin cloth was draped about her, making her look like a little cocoon, and she 
was turned over to one of the barber women, who painted five neat red stripes 
across her insteps and a broad line around the soles of her feet and tinted her 
toe nails pink. In the gleam of the oil wicks I saw big tears rolling down the 
bride’s cheeks. 

‘‘Her mother is dead,” a pocked-marked woman who sat near me re- 
marked loudly several times. “Don’t cry, child !” Unexpectedly she sobbed 
herself, while the child’s tears continued to fall. 

Meanwhile the second bride, the eleven-year-old sister, was brought 
out and submitted to the ministiation of the second washerwoman and barber 
woman. She, too, was crying — more audibly than the older girl. 

The Pujari who always officiated at the shrine near my bungalow now 
came into the court, wearing a faded red scarf around his shoulders. He ins- 
pected a brass plate of bel leaves, uncooked rice, turmeric, and other puja 
essentials. He commanded certain missing things to be brought and seated 
himself on the ground near the two jars. The shrouded little bride sat down 
opposite. Obeying instructions given by the Brahmin, she reached out a hand 
and dropped a bel leaf or bit of rice at the foot of the auspicious barley jar. 

Nobody except me paid much attention to proceedings. No men were 
present. A crowd of neighbour women — among whom I noticed one or two 
of the Bania caste-filled the verandah end of the court. The women chatted 
and moved around restlessly, and when their babies waked up and cried they 
nursed them and put them to sleep again. 
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At last the red bridegroom entered with a few of his party. He sat 
down on a low board, facing the bride, who was huddling on the floor, 
supported by the barber woman. He cast a curious glance at the shapeless 
bundle in front of him, wondering, I suppose, what sort of wife he was 
marrying. 

The grandparents, acting in place of the brides’ parents, the bride, the 
groom and the village Pujari, all had parts to play in the puja that followed. 
Suddenly my eyes fell on the Pujari’s bandaged leg, and I could not suppress 
an inner shiver. Our village priest happened to be a leper. The toes of one 
foot were just beginning to look oddly blunt and worn off. He had one open 
sore. To see him in this role, passing rice and leaves to the bride and groom 
and lifting water in his cupped hands from a brass bowl and pouring it into 
theirs, appalled me, but the village folk were perhaps unaware as yet’ that he 
had leprosy. 

The white-coated pundit who had ostentatiously attempted to explain 
things to me earlier in the evening in a broken jargon of English now re- 
appeared. Whenever the Pujari stumbled a bit in the Sanskrit marriage 
ritual this gentleman jumped into the breach. Several times he corrected the 
Pujari’s grammar, and once proceedings stopped altogether while a hot argu- 
ment was waged about some nicety of the Sanskrit text. When the little 
orange brother was at last brought in and made to sit facing his bride the 
Pujari moved over to them, while the pundit finished off the first pair. The 
ceremony for the younger children was conveniently telescoped, so that all 
four were ready for the finale at the same time. Neither brides nor bride- 
grooms had uttered one word throughout the ceremony. I imagined the 
elder girl might still be crying under her crumpled white covering, but the 
little sister slept soundly through most of her wedding. Whenever the Pujari 
wanted her to take leaves or water in her hands, the barber woman, who was 
holding her, had to wake her up. 

The Sanskrit monologue had been relieved at one point when the brides’ 
offerings of copper kitchen pots — a small set for the small sister — were pro- 
duced and surveyed critically by the pundit representing the bridegrooms. 
‘‘Where is such and such a thing?” he would demand haughtily, as if he had 
discovered an attempt on the part of the brides* family to cheat. Somebody 
would reach down inside one of the large caldrons and fish up a lota or small 
bowl, which mollified him. The bridegroom’s trays of folded clothes, jars of 
red ointment and silver jewelry were also brought in. The jewelry was exam- 
ined with interest by the women present, who silently passed it from hand 
to hand. 
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The moment had come for the last act in the mute drama. The red 
bridegroom and the orange bridegroom stood up, took the jars of vermilion 
from their gift trays, leaned over and, for the first time looking under the veils, 
traced the red lines of wifehood down the parts in the brides’ hair. Then the 
garments of bride and bridegroom were symbolically knotted. Together, the 
bride bending over while the bridegroom guided her from behind, they made 
the seven turns around the ceremonial jars bearing the sacred fires. After 
every turn a smill boy, brother of the brides, poured over the covered heads 
several handfuls of parched rice. A mock struggle ensued, relic of old days, 
in which each bridegroom in turn pushed the brother away. 

“Become thou now my partner, as thou hast paced all the seven steps,” 
the Pujari chanted, speaking for the bridegrooms. “Thy partnership have I 
gained ; apart from thee now I cannot live ; apart from me do thou not live ; 
we each shall be an object of love to the other. Combine I now thy mind, 
thy action, thy senses with mine.” The weddings were over. 

Long before, the stars had gone out. The crows had arrived and were 
perched on the thatched roof, waiting the auspicious moment to hop down 
and clean up the puja rice. As daylight returned, the little court resumed its 
drab appearance. An animated discussion began over the pathetic division of 
annas and pice — so much to the washerwomen, so much to the barber women, 
so much to the Pujari and the pundit, so much to a quiet figure in a corner 
addressed as “Chaudhari,” who turned out to be the fither of the bridegrooms. 

The Halwais’ invitation may have broken the ice, or possibly a modest 
present sent to the brides by the hand of Fakire the next day was the expla- 
nation. From this time on, unsolicited invitations to other village weddings 
began to pour in. Some of these were more impressive than the Halwai wed- 
ding, but my first village wedding remained the most vivid and interesting. 

Except for Devi Prasad’s sister, who must have been eighteen or twenty 
and who married a man of twenty-five, all our marriages were those of child- 
ren. The boys ranged in age from ten to thirteen, the girls were usually two 
or three years younger. Mussalmans, who are generally credited with marry- 
ing later, in our rural community did not seem to do so. One day Allah 
Baksh, the Station Master, invited me to make a donation to the Mohamme- 
dan station servant to help him marry off his two daughters, the younger of 
whom was just eight. I bluntly refused on the ground that I did not believe 
in child marriages, but the station servant borrowed the money somewhere, 
and the joint wedding came off. A wedding for two, it seemed, did not cost 
much more than a wedding for one and so was an economy. Double weddings, 
usually two sisters married to two brothers, were popular for this reason. My 
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satisfaction that Asgar All, dishwasher-in-chief at the Happy House, was not 
yet married at fourteen was short-lived. When I presented him with twenty 
rupees upon my departure he promptly announced that he would now be 
married. Negotiations with the bride’s family, it seemed, had already reached 
the stage where the marriage was to come off as soon as Asgar’s family paid 
fifteen rupees to the bride’s famiy and presented in addition four garments. 

I came in touch with only one tragic marriage between an old man and 
a little girl. This, as it happened, was not a village affair, but concerned the 
great palace at Balrampur. Palace walls in India can neither shut misery out 
nor happiness in. One of the Maharaja’s relatives, a man of more than fifty, 
had no heir. His wife herself proposed that her husband should take a second 
wife, and she chose her own thirteen-year-old niece to fill the post. A stranger 
might make trouble, she explained, but a member of the family — and especi- 
ally a child like this — would not upset her position in the household. She 
met the situation with dignity, yet it was whispered that when, soon after, the 
new bride was taken away on a journey while she remained behind, it was a 
bitter cup for her to drink. 

I once spent an hour with these co-wives. The first wife had grown 
plump, like most zenana ladies, for want of exercise. She held her dark green 
silk sari well pulled over her head and closed in front of her face, a big black 
eye shining out through a small aperture. The second wife sat on a gilded 
blue velvet sofa. Her sharp little face was plainly visible through a transparent 
orange silk veil hanging all about her. Her thin arms were decorated with 
heavy gold bracelets, so heavy they had to be held up by chains attached to 
the shoulders. A pearl necklace and a large pearl head ornament gleamed 
through her veil. Pearl drops dangled from her ears and a diamond stud 
sparkled in her left nostril. She did not wear a sari, but a silk and velvet 
bodice and a full flaring skirt with a band of gold brocade that made it stand 
out stiffly around her slippered feet and chased silver anklets. 

What did these two feel within the recesses of their own hearts ? The 
one who saw herself replaced as she was beginning to grow old by this new 
favourite decked in dazzling splendour treated the child wife with gentle 
motherliness. The little wife, if she felt an inward shrinking from her mar- 
riage, hid her deeper emotions with the trained reserve of the well bred 
Hindu woman. Married to a man four times her age, she was all too likely 
to pass the greater part of her life in the plain white garment of a widow. 
Then there would be no more gold and pearls, no more silken splendour. Per- 
haps she was too young to think of all this. I hoped so. 

Such ill assorted marriages occur most frequently in the cases of rich 
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old men who use their money to bribe parents to sell them their young 
daughters, but the villages of India do not specialize in rich old men. 
Practically all the husbands and wives I met were as suitably matched in age 
as husbands and wives arc anywhere in the West. Old ones had grown old 
together. Children were still children together. But I did come upon a few 
unusual cases of marriage in which the girls were from four to six years older 
than their husbands. The fathers had offered tempting dowries for the privi- 
lege of marrying their daughters into families of high standing. 

On a day after Pachperwa had been set astir by news that the daughter- 
in-law of a neighbouring Rajput thekedar, an eighteen-year-old girl whose 
husband was a boy of fourteen, had jumped into a well, Dukhi and an old 
sadhu of the village happened to be sitting on my maidan. The sadhu re- 
marked sagely : ‘^Such a marriage between an old girl and a young boy is 
bad. If the girl is nine, the boy should b^ eleven or twelve. If the girl is 
twelve, the boy should be fourteen. Ordinarily the father, according to the 
common saying, looks to the family position of the future son-in-law, the 
mother to his financial position — she wants assurance that her daughter will 
be well taken care of— and the girl herself to his youth and physical charm. 

Dukhi could speak of marriages with authority. In spite of changing 
times, the barber is still a traditional match-maker in India, and Dukhi boasted 
that he was responsible for at least a thousand marriages, I was surprised to 
learn that in our community a Mohammedan Hajjam was as likely to arrange 
a wedding between two Hindu families as his confrere, the Hindu l^auy was 
likely to arrange them between Mussulmans. For his trouble the barber, who 
also attends the bridegroom and makes himself generally useful during the 
wedding, receives a small money present and a share in the feast. A poor 
family may give no more than a rupee or two, but from a rich one he may 
receive as much as twenty. Since even a fair-sized village like Pachperwa is not 
likely to have more than ten or fifteen weddings in a year, and perhaps none at 
all if there has been a crop failure, the barber scarcely grows rich as a marriage 
broker. 

The barber, according to Dukhi, inherits his clientele from his father. 
Naturally he knows the community he serves very well. The barber’s wife, 
moreover, lii her capacity of hairdresser to the women, also commands strategic 
sources of inside information. It is strictly against custom for a boy and girl 
of the same village to marry, a wise precaution against consanguineous mar- 
riage. Hence the barbers’ panchayat becomes a matrimonial clearing house in 
which husbands of one village are offered for brides of another. A barber tells 
the father of a suitable boy that he knows of a rich and virtuous family of the 
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proper caste in* which there is a beautiful girl of marriageable age. Dukhi 
acknowledged with a burst of laughter that literal truth did not play a part in 
preliminary negotiations. Having interested the boy’s parents, the barber then 
visits the girl’s household and describes the boy’s qualifications in equally 
superlative language. Many questions are asked, and sometimes special stipula- 
tions are made : an educated family may insist on an educated daughter-in- 
law, or emphasis is placed on a light-coloured skin. There are bargaining 
points on both sides. If a widower is seeking a second wife, he is not so 
desirable a husband, and the bride’s family can offer less dowry. If the girl is 
unattractive, or if either the girl or the boy has physical defects, compensation 
must be offered in some form, usually of financial bearing. 

After the preliminary points have been agreed upon, a meeting is ar- 
ranged between the parents or between the two fathers, but before the final 
settlement can be reached, the important matter of horoscopes must be exam- 
ined. A pundit is summoned to compare the horoscopes of the boy and girl. 
There are thirty-six points in which these may have possible agreement, and 
it is considered essential that they should agree in at least thirty-two of them. 
Marital affinity is believed to rest on physical fitness, the governing aspects of 
health or temperament, qualities or character, compatible levels of spiritual 
evolution and devotedness. All these factors are accepted in the Hindu view 
as being established at birth for each individual. If the exact moment of the 
birth of each party is known, the astrologer of the village — generally the 
village pundit or priest — is able to work out the affinities according to his 
tables and declare whether the proposed marriage is auspicious or not. 
Marriages are classified, on the basis of the various possible combinations, as 
best, second best, third best, bad, very bad and fatal. A marriage is possible 
under the first three classifications, but no Hindu family would risk marriage 
if the horoscopes indicated one of the unpropitious combinations. In this event, 
there is nothing to do but begin the search for a suitable mate all over again. 

In most cases the girl’s parents take the initiative. According to the 
Hindu scriptures, parents have not fulfilled their duty as parents if they have 
not arranged for the marriage of their daughters. There is much less concern 
over a son’s marriage. For one thing, if he belongs to one of the ‘twice-born’ 
castes, he is supposed to go to school, and age is less vital as far as he is con- 
cerned than in the case of a daughter. He can be married at any time. But his 
marriage will bring money into the family, and for this reason the family bar- 
ber on the boy’s side keeps a watchful eye out for good ‘prospects.’ 

When all has progressed smoothly, when the financial arrangements h^lVe 
be^Qn s(;ttl^ci, and the horoscopes have been found to agree, the pundit is agAlft 
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consulted and the actual day and hour of the wedding arc fixed. First, how- 
ever, the betrothal ceremony takes place. The girl is not present. The pundit 
representing her family, and possibly her fither or brother, will go to the 
bridegroom’s house, bearing half the dowry. The bridegroom receives a tikat 
or mark upon the forehead, which seals the betrothal. Once the tika cere- 
mony has been performed, the wedding is obligatory. 

Yet all rules have their exceptions. As I was sitting, one May afternoon, 
under the big pakar tree with the Tahsildar, [while he tried cases, a strange 
drama began to unfold, involving three families of the Ahir caste. In each 
family were a son and a daughter, and the six children had been paired oft* to 
be married. The weddings were scheduled to take place that very evening, and 
of coufse all the preliminary ceremonies had been held long before. 

One of the three fathers presented himself excitedly before the Tahsil- 
dar at about five o’clock to complain that the father of the girl who was to 
marry his son had suddenly refused at the last moment to permit the marriage 
to take place. The second father, in the offing, stepped forward to explain 
that the boy had fits and was dumb. The other vigorously denied this, pro- 
ducing a witness who testified that the boy was perfectly normal. Knowing 
that the statement of a village witness fluctuates for all sorts of reasons, the 
Tahsildar promptly sent a messenger to fetch the boy, and the little fellow, 
perhaps twelve years old, was soon produced. He replied to the first question 
put to him by the Tahsildar, showing that he was not dumb, but immediately 
some sort of fit took possession of him and he refused to say another word. 
With a queer unfocussed look, he simply stared at his own hands. It was 
obvious to us all that he was an imbecile. The girl’s father triumphantly 
claimed that he should not be forced to marry his daughter to an idiot, even 
if the tika ceremony had been performed. The Tahsildar, orthodox to the 
bone, acknowledged the sacredness of the betrothal ceremony, but at the same 
time he was unwilling to countenance such a marriage and decided against the 
boy’s father. Meanwhile the third father had sided with the first. He now 
insisted that he was no longer willing to marry his daughter to the second 
man’s son. Accordingly, two of the weddings were cancelled, and the only 
one that came off was that of the first man’s daughter and the third man’s son. 
It was sunset when the matter was settled, almost time for the wedding pro- 
cession to begin. 

In rural areas where the population remains rooted in traditional villages, 
a matchmaking canvass of the surrounding district is not difficult, though the 
fact that many castes restrict marriages to a particular subcaste, or even to 
branches within the subcaste, complicates the whole matter. Marriages are 
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most generally arranged between families of villages not more than a hundred 
miles apart. Cities, with their growing population, present a new problem 
and meet it in a characteristically new fashion. Nearly all the newspapers, in- 
cluding many English dailies, carry a column of matrimonial advertisements. 
They are inserted by matrimonial agencies on behalf of clients or by fiunilies 
themselves. In a matter-of-fact way the salient points are set down. A man 
may advertise for a wife, specifying the caste and giving the age limits between 
which he will be satisfied. He will state his own salary or income and, if he 
is a university graduate, that important fact will certainly appear. A girl’s 
family will present the qualifications of the bride they have to offer. Invari- 
ably she is “beautiful, educated and accomplished,” and a husband “of good 
family” is desired for her. 

Even a casual study of these notices reveals the changes creeping into 
the supposedly inflexible social customs of India. I have read advertisements 
in which it was definitely stated, “No objection to a virgin widow,” Not 
many years ago such a thing would have been unthinkable. “No restrictions 
as to caste” seems an even more remarkable statement. It perhaps comes from 
an individual^ or family who has lost caste or definitely broken with caste 
custom. 

Affiliated families may not need the help of a barber or a newspaper to 
marry off younger members. As long as the supply of sons lasts in one house- 
hold and daughters in another, the problem solves itself. In the Peshkar’s 
family, for example, such joint marriages had been arranged. But he liked to 
tell how he himself had actually chosen his own wife. Because of the family 
tic, he could visit in his sister-in-law’s household. When there was talk of his 
marriage to a younger sister, he made an excuse to go and inspect the pro- 
posed bride, and he came to the conclusion that he preferred another sister. 
After much family discussion he was permitted to marry the one of his choice. 
“So my marriage was American style,” he concluded. The sacred duty of 
finding a husband for a daughter or a sister falls upon the head of the house- 
hold, and the fulfilment of this responsibility is a perfectly legitimate reason 
for asking for a leave of absence from any sort of work. Once an educated 
Indian gentleman in government railway service, riding in the same compart- 
ment with me on the way to Balrampur, announced in a matter of course way 
that he was taking a month’s leave of absence' from his official duties because 
he had to search a husband for his sister. 

The much talked of high cost of Hindu weddings is practically all 
borne by the bride’s household, and a wedding all too generally plunges the 
bride’s father into debt. It is not income that determines the amount of the 
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dowry to go with the bride, but the social position of her family. The 
bridegroom is expected to present the bride with jewelry, but her father 
must also endow his daughter with ornaments, in addition to paying the sti- 
pulated dowry to the bridegroom's father. The father of the bride must also 
bear the wedding expenses. The stri-dhan — the bride’s jewelry — remains her 
own property for life and can never be taken from her. She herself can, how- 
ever, and often gladly does, sacrifice her inheritance on the altar of family 
need. A mother donates her jewelry to pay for her son’s education or sells it 
to save her husband in a financial crisis. Countless contributions of jewelry 
for the national cause have been offered to Gandhi by women in his audiences 
whenever he has toured India. 

The fixed necessity of securing a husband for a daughter naturally raises 
the cost. A desirable son-in-law for whom there is lively competition fetches 
a very high price. One of the Balrampur estate officials, a \\iisya, drawing a 
salary of 200 rupees a month, confessed he could not marry his daughters 
under 4,000 rupees apiece. Since he had five of them, two of whom yet 
remained to be married, his problem presented startling difficulties. I won- 
dered how he could possibly spend almost two years’ income on a single wed- 
ding and yet manage to live. His answer w'as that he had borrowed, mort- 
gaged his property and spent the dowries brought into the family by two 
daughters-in-law. 

Another estate employee, a Kayasth, was a member of a family all but 
ruined by the father’s foolish passion for alchemy and a daughter’s marriage. 
It was hard to believe that the mild old gentleman whom I met two or three 
times had actually spent twenty years of his life and ten thousand rupees 
trying to turn copper into gold. A university graduate had been desired as a 
husband for the daughter, and university graduates may easily come as high 
as ten thousand rupees. To obtain one, the family property, consisting of 
three houses, had been heavily mortgaged. Fortunately there still remained 
one unmarried son, also a university graduate, through whom the family for- 
tunes were somewhat restored. I received a pink and perfumed wedding 
invitation, printed in gold, and the wedding took place near Lucknow, with 
sumptuous splendour. 

On a still more ostentatious scale the Peshkar’s family celebrated a wed- 
ding at their ancestral home a mile from Balrampur, The family was land 
poor and heavily in debt, but because of prestige — they were related to the 
Maharani of Balrampur — the wedding was conducted with that lavish extra- 
vagance for which the Rajputs of Oudh are particularly noted. It cost 30,000 
rupees. A thousand guests were invited, for whom tents had to be set up and 
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food provided.* Thousands of cooking pots were supplied. The most famous 
dancer of Lucknow entertained the guests for a bagatelle of 3,000 rupees. A 
band was brought on from Lucknow. A special train facilitated the arrival 
and departure of guests. In this instance the money was furnished by a rich 
uncle, formerly a tahsildar of Pachperwa. 

The most costly wedding of all, however, was that of the Maharaja’s 
sister, celebrated after my departure, shortly before famine swept the whole 
of the Gonda district. It cost the estate twelve lakhs — more than four hund- 
red thousand dollars. The irony of the situation was that this drain was as 
inescapable, under existing conditions of social pressure, as the famine itself, 
to the relief of which thirteen lakhs were contributed by the estate. The 
strain of marrying a daughter and protecting her rank at all cost is the princi- 
pal reason why girls are not always welcome in Hindu families. It is also an 
explanation of the female infanticide which used to be practised among 
certain castes in India. Exposure of infant girls was practised particularly 
among the Rajputs, who observe extremely rigid rules, forbidding the slight- 
est social inequality iu marrying their girls. Infanticide is now, happily, a 
thing of the past. Surreptitious instances that come to light are no more 
frequent than the cases of abandoned infants in the West. 

One of the reforms most advocated for modern India is a reduction of 
unnecessary expenditure for weddings. In Rajputana an organization of 
wealthy Rajput families has agreed to keep the expenditure for a wedding 
within one year’s income of the bride’s father. From time to time some 
courageous family of established position will attract publicity for the reform 
movement by donating to charity what has been saved by a simple wedding. 
It is largely at the top, among the educated people, that social changes of 
this sort arc beginning tentatively to be made, but in time they will make 
their influence felt among the masses. 

Yet where life is pared down to such meagre standards as it is for the 
Indian millions, the very expense makes the wedding acquire tremendous 
significance. No individual or nation is without its special form of extra- 
vagance and self-indulgence. What seems silly or futile to one is a favourite 
indulgence — almost a necessity — to another. American wedding customs, as 
I once tried to explain them in Pachperwa, deeply shocked my listeners. 
The flexibility struck them as utterly lacking in dignity, and the Hindu 
wedding, with all its elaborate ritual and prescribed traditions, seemed in- 
finitely the more civilized. 

I was brought up suddenly against a consideration of the fundamental 
ideals of the Hindu marriage. To begin with, Hindus do not look upon 
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marriage as a private affair in which the happiness of two particular indivi- 
duals is of first importance. Marriage is viewed as a social institution evolved 
for the purpose of safeguarding the permanance and stability of the family. 
Therefore society retains the right to make the laws governing marriage and 
divorce. Chance and whim, which play so large a part in Western matings, 
are looked on askance in India as a very uncertain foundation upon which to 
build the marriage relation. If marriage is to depend on love, and love 
depends on chance and whim, it may very well happen that the chance will 
never be favourable or the whim may change. Love is as integral a part of 
Hindu married life as of Western married life, but with this difference : in 
India love follows, rather than precedes, the actual marriage ceremony. 

The real flower of enduring love must always spring from a common 
understanding growing out of experiences and responsibilities shared together 
and the emotions these give rise to. Through unselfishness, devotion and 
service, called out in the marriage relation, the individual rises in spiritual 
perception. For this reason, marriage offers an opportunity for realisation of 
an ideal quite independent of the possible failure of one member of the 
partnership. India does not absolve either husband or wife from continuing 
to strive for the ideal, whatever the shortcomings of the other may be. 
Against the Western ideal of dynamic self-expression stands the Indian ideal 
of dynamic renunciation— not pallid negation, but willingness to sacrifice 
the smaller for the greater end. It is an austere ideal from which the young 
West is likely to turn away. 

The Hindu ideal of marriage is not to be understood as some remote 
speculation drawn from the realm of abstract philosophy, but as a warm and 
living perception close to the Indian mind and heart. It has many times been 
put into conscious words for me by educated Hindus. Many more times it 
has been borne in upon me from entirely unconscious sources. The epic poetry 
belongs as much to the illiterate masses as to the scholars of India, and under 
a village tree or within the mud walls of a humble village home, all the trials 
and triumphs of life are vividly projected in stories of heroes and heroines, 
real and imaginary, peopling this ancient land. These furnish a never ending 
source of instruction and inspiration, keeping the ancient ideals ever fresh in 
the heart. 

Abhorrence for the practice of child marriage outweighs everything else 
in the Western mind in considering the whole question of the Hindu mar- 
riage. It is commonly forgotten how recently our. own grandmothers were ac- 
customed to marry young. The circumstance that in a tropical climate physi- 
cal maturity takes place much earlier than in a cold climate is also overlooked. 
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And the statistical fact that actually 60 per cent of Indian girls arc not yet 
married at fifteen is wilfully ignored. Nor do child brides, except in rare 
cases, go to live with their husbands immediately upon marriage. Years may 
pass before the consummation takes place. The older marriage age fot women 
in the West has come about primarily from no cause more sacrosanct than 
education. When compulsory education was introduced in the free countries 
of the West a little more than a century ago, a change in the economic posi- 
tion of women occurred, and the marriage age automatically rose, as it will 
rise in India when the same ‘modernization’ is introduced. 

Everything in India must sooner or later be referred back to the Vedas, 
and those who have become most vividly aware of the drain on the vitality of 
the^ nation exercised through child marriage have untiringly pointed out that 
the Vedic marriage texts clearly show that the Aryan marriage of earlier times 
was consummated only between physically mature persons. The rule that a 
girl was to be given in marriage before the age of puberty was a subsequent 
innovation. The Brahmin teachers and lawmakers, always seeking to interpret 
life in its finer terms of spirit, saw that chastity — self-restraint— was inseparable 
from the concept of the highest type of union. To protect women’s honour, 
child marriage was sanctioned in post- Vedic religious codes and gradually put 
into practice among the higher ranks of the Hindu population. 

It was not, how'cver, until the Mohammedan power was established in 
the thirteenth century that child marriage attained anything iike wide pre- 
valence. Large numbers of conquering Mussalmans, most of them soldiers, 
were a constant threat to the safety of Indian women. Hindu fathers saw to it 
that their daughters were married as soon as possible, to protect them from 
falling into the hands of the conquerors. To religious, historic and economic 
reasons, must be added still another. The family and not the individual be- 
ing the recognized social unit in India, the wife has to merge herself into her 
husband’s family. Obviously the adjustment to the new environment is less 
difficult if she still has the flexibility of youth. 

The going-away of a bride is a moment of poi^ant intensity. When 
she puts on the dignity of a wife she loses the freedom of the child. In her 
own village she has run about unveiled. Now, in the first few years to come, 
her life will be subject to rigid rules of propriety. 

Not a few covered green litters of departing or arriving brides passed 
along the road in front of the Happy House. Sometimes a shrouded bullock 
cart was substituted. These passings had not the glamour of the bridegrooms’ 
processions. Often, very often, there was a sound of wailing— no real tears, 
perhaps,^ but a conventional lamentation, cmctndoy dmtmtndoy crescendo^ dm\nu- 
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endoy from the women accompanying the bride’s palanquin or riding with her 
in the curtained cart. At the station the palanquin would be brought along- 
side a zenana intermediate or third-class compartment. Curtains would be 
held protectingly, but a fleeting vision could be had of a red or yellow sari as 
the bride climbed into the compartment. Her shrill wailing mingled with 
the wailing good-byes of relatives and friends. 

The tears are not because she is going to a life of unalleviated sorrow, 
oppression and unhappiness, but because of the finality of the departure. Her 
own parents, if they are strictly orthodox, will never spend one night under 
her new roof. In the Aryan tradition a woman is given in marriage, not sold 
— even the acceptance of hospitality from her husband’s family might be 
interpreted as a bride price. She herself will return but rarely to her parents’ 
home ; in some cases, never. She is saying good-bye to all that is known and 
familiar, as she crosses an irrevocable threshold. 



CHAPTER XV 
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FOR A FOREIGNER TO MEET— MUCH LESS TO KNOW— 
Indian women is by no means easy. For a foreign man, it is practically im- 
possible. Purdah customs stand in the way, and language is also a barrier. 
Wherever one travels in India some Indian man will turn up who can speak 
English well enough for all practical purposes, but outside the cities one finds 
very few women who know any thing but their own vernacular. Another ob- 
stacle is that the women are far more conservative and orthodox than the men. 
Hut in a village the women naturally are more accessible. As soon as I had 
acquired an elementary use of Hindustani I found most of the barriers down. 

Purdah— seclusion of women — was not widely adopted in India until 
after the Mussalmans introduced the custom, and it did not really take root 
until the commencement gf the Mogul period, in the sixteenth century. Even 
to day it is practised much more extensively by Indian Mussalmans than by 
Hindus. The stronghold of purdah is the Northwest Frontier Province, the 
the Punjab, the United Provinces and Bengal, where Mussalmans make up a 
large part of the population, if not an overwhelming majority. In Bombay 
and Gujarat and southern India purdah is not generally practised. Among 
Hindus, again, it is only the higher castes or the rich who keep their women 
in seclusion. One of the great blessings of poverty in rural India is that vil- 
lage women, millions of them, go about quite freely, helping their husbands 
in the fields or tending the little shops, bargaining vociferously on market day, 
going to the village tank to bathe, journeying endless times to the well, 
making pilgrimages to holy places. 

Where families are well off purdah women are not denied the privi- 
leges of education. There have been and are to-day purdah princesses noted 
for their intelligent and able statesmanship. Many Hindu women have be- 
come Sanskrit scholars. The modern high-caste little girl attentjs a girls’ 
school if her parents can afford the tuition, or a tutor in the home will 
teach her at the same time with her brothers. She may even have an Eng- 
lish governess, learn Fi'ench and play tennis. Fashionable purdah parties 
break the monotony of seclusion. 

Women’s associations of one sort or another are becoming popular 
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wherever intelligent leaders have undertaken the initial work of organization. 
The Samitis, as they are called, with their lectures, classes, social service and 
training in cottage industries, have been rapidly spreading over India. Im- 
portant subjects like child marriage and education for women arc discussed 
with passionate earnestness, and at national conferences leading women come 
together for the purpose of organizing social welfare and educational work. 
Last but not least the range of interest has been widened to include politics. 

Sarojini Naidu, at one time President of the Indian National Congress 
and elected Mayor of Bombay, with several gaol sentences to her credit for 
her political activities, is perhaps the best known woman of India. But there 
are many others who have taken their places beside her. Mrs. Gandhi, faith- 
ful, brave, self-sacrificing, has shown what the Indian woman can accomplish 
in her own quiet way. In Gandhi’s big meetings provision has always been 
made for a purdah section, and the nonviolent programme advocated by 
Gandhi makes a strong appeal to women. Shrouded though they may be, 
hundreds of thousands of Indian women have listened approvingly to poli- 
tical addresses in recent years. Indian women marching in nationalist pro- 
cessions, taking part in salt demonstrations, addressing huge mass meetings, 
picketing liquor and foreign cloth shops and going to prison are portentous 
signs of the increasingly active part women are destined to play in Indian 
national life. 

In the ordinary poverty-stricken Indian village the woman who observes 
purdah has few or no opportunities for leading anything but a narrowly res- 
tricted existence. She goes nowhere, unless on a rare pilgrimage or a visit to 
her parents. She sees no one except her immediate family and a few neigh- 
bours. Year in and year out the stream of life flows imperceptibly on, or 
flows not at all, within the narrow compass of bare mud walls. In and around 
Pachperwa, I was glad to see, purdah was practised by only a microscopic 
fraction of the community — the wives of the small officials, the Marwari 
bazar traders, the thekedars, Brahmins and a few Banias. 

Though the Marwari ladies could not come and see me, from time to 
time I had brief glimpses of them. My first call was an informal one by way 
of a back door. I had been visiting our little temple Sanskrit school. On the 
way honre I noticed a small open door in the back wall of Nattu Ram Lai’s 
courtyard. With smiles and friendly gestures a woman invited me inside. 
She was the wife of Nattu Lai, one of the big cloth traders of the village. 
Her dilughter-in-law was spintiing at a low wheel of dark, polished wood, 
turning the wheel with one hand while with the other she deftly twisted the 
carded cotton fluff beside her into thread. 



mOTHERS OF INDIA 


ijg 


Mrs. Lai took my hand affectionately, beamed with pleasure and drew 
me down beside her on a charpau How long was I going to stay in Pach- 
perwa f Why had I come ? Was it really true I had no husband ? Why had 
my parents not married me ? How old was I ? How had my parents let me 
come so far alone ? Personal questions show interest in a visitor, and in India 
it is rude not to ask them. She wanted to tell me, too, that she had already 
seen me. When once I had come to the cloth shop in front, she had peeked 
through a crack at the back, but of course she could not speak to me then. 
Also she had heard all about my house, and she was filled with curiosity to 
see it. There it was, five minutes’ away, but a foot-thick wall stood between, 
and Mrs. Lai behind the wall could only picture in her imagination the won- 
ders outside. 

On a rare occasion when the Marwari women came out of their 
seclusion I was privileged to be present. Jokhi Lai sent word by his one-eyed 
servant that there was to be a puja of Sitalamai, the smallpox goddess, at the 
shrine in the New Bazar at eight in the morning. I arrived just in time to 
see fifteen or twenty women and as many children emerging from a side door 
of Jokhi LaP§ house, with a great clinking of anklets. Over the heads of all 
the women and drawn down in front so that nobody could even so much as 
peck at their faces were brilliant-patterned opaque veils. All of them wore 
long full skirts and and long-sleeved bodices. The babies, eyes charmingly 
shadowed with kohl, were bedecked with gay velvet caps, gold-embroidered, 
or vermilion or purple silk bonnets of a meretricious pattern with flounces at 
the neck. The little girls looked like miniature replicas of their mothers. 

Bearing trays of food, the brilliant coloured procession moved across 
the strip of sunlight to the leafy shade of the shrine. Holy water was sprink- 
led and food \yas presented to the goddess, together with some nim leaves, 
especially sacred to her. Having appeased the dread deity responsible for the 
deaths of many children in the first hot months of every year, the procession 
clinked back through the little door— not to emerge again for how many 
more months ? 

Jokhi Lai extended me an invitation — or was it permission ?— to go 
with the women, but by this time the door was already tightly closed. An 
old servant opened it cautiously and conducted me into a narrow passage. 
There he left me while he went to announce my arrival. I could hear a great 
buzz. When at last I was invited to enter the courtyard 1 found all the 
women as completely swathed behind their rainbow veils as they had been in 
the open bazar. This strictly orthodox group treated me almost exactly as if 
I had been a man. In their eyes there was not much difference. 
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target of all their hidden, inquisitive eyes, I felt painfully uncomfort- 
able. My own clothes, amid all this silk and brocade, struck me as immodest- 
ly skimpy, poor and cojnmonplace. My uncovered face seemed a bit shameless, 
my absence of jeweli*y almost a reproach, and I realized that my hat could 
not possibly disguise my short hair. In spite of the veils I caught glimpses 
of nose rings with pearl or diamond drops, jewelled collars, heavy gold brace- 
lets, and other valuable ornaments. In contrast was the small, mean courtyard 
surrounded by mud walls, dhotis drying on the overhanging thatch, brass lotas 
and water jars standing about, a string bedstead or two tilted carelessly against 
a wall. Conversation did not progress W'ell. I felt impassable chasms between 
us— but my camera saved the day. Each woman wanted to be photographed 
with and without her children, but each insisted on holding her veil as tight 
as ever in front of her face. There was nothing to do but patiently photo- 
graph their clothes. 

The Marwari women were strengthened by their numbers, though 
their soft fatness showed how much they needed healthy exercise. Their 
houses joined, and doubtless they saw one another at not infrequent intervals. 
Their own households were large, and there were numerous daughters-in-law 
and plenty of children. But other women in the village who observed purdah 
were worse eff. 

The Thanadar’s wife, who was a victim of tuberculosis, often com- 
plained of the general conditions requiring women of her social rank to 
remain invisible. There she lived, month in and month out, deprived of the 
companionship of any other woman at all, her whole world bounded by the 
four dilapidated walls of one tiny courtyard. “My wife is weeping because 
she has not seen you for such a long time,’^ the Thanadar used to report at 
least once a week. Melons, oranges, mangoes, pan, would be hopsitably pro- 
duced whenever I dropped in, and little Talu stood on one side of my chair 
and little Dhuni on the other, to peel the oranges or slice the melons. “You 
•are so free,” she once remarked thoughtfully, “and you can earn your own 
living. But what should we do if we did not have our husbands to feed us ? 
We should starve.?’ She believed in education, for girls as well as boys, and 
every afternoon one of the teachers from the grillage school came to instruct 
Talu, who showed me proudly how she could now both write and read. For 
herself there were no diversions of any sort. At times, especially in the hot 
months when she lay gasping on her cot in the stifling court, the senseless 
cruelty of purdah, in a village of all places, oppressed me heavily. 

Next door lived the Mohammedan* munshi of the police station and his 
childless wife of twenty-five. She, too, observed purdah — confined to a house 
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of one room and court, shared with four goats. She had not been outside this 
house for more than two years, she told me, and she and the Thanadar’s wife 
next door had never even seen each other. How she ate me up with her eyes 
and patted my hand and begged me over and over to come as often as I 
could ! And there was the wife of the Brahmin constable, who once sent for 
me. I knew the minute I saw her, lying on her bed with great dark circles 
around her eyes and with wrists burning my figures, that she had not long to 
endure. Within a month, permanent release from purdah came for her. 

Another of my purdah acquaintances in the village was Haweli Singh’s 
wife. She lived just back of the Old Bazar in a two-roomed house with gap- 
ing cracks where doors hung askew. The Singhs were from Gujarat, where 
purdah is not usually practised, but since the better class people followed the 
custom in Oudh, the wife of Haweli, as of his younger brother who lived 
with him, had to remain shut up in Pachperwa. When they went home to 
Gujarat during the rains they immediately came out of^their enforced seclu- 
sion, which they disliked thoifoughly. 

In spite of the friendly welcome to their houses the village women ex- 
tended me — those who observed purdah as well as those who did not— -they 
were all extremely reticent about returning my calls. I was all the more as- 
tonished, therefore, to receive a surprise visit from two women late one night. 
Certain queer sounds drew me out to investigate. There was Mahabali Singh^ 
the fat tradesman who had lived many years in Trinidad, behaving in a 
mysterious way. When I caught sight of two swathed forms standing a long 
way off under the trees I understood the reason. He summoned them, and 
the women scurried quickly into the shelter of my house. It was the dark 
night of the moon, they explained, and so they could come to pay me a call. 

It was a great adventure. Mahabali’s wife was a kindly faced woman 
who spoke a little English and who was never tired of telling me how fine 
Trinidad was. ‘‘Not dirty, like this place.” She and Mahabali had very clear 
ideas about the superiority of Western medicine and the disadvantages of 
purdah. “Purdah ladies get sick,” she repeated many times. The toe rings 
of her companion, the wife of a nephew, fascinated me. She had one on 
each toe, and all were joined together with little silver chains. Over the 
instep were silver plaques fringed with tiny balls. In addition, she must have 
been wearing at least twenty pairs of anklets, many thin ones and several 
heavy ones of worked silver. Hindu women, except princesses and sometimes 
vulgarly ostentatious Marwaris, never wear gold on their feet, since gold is 
reverenced and is not to be defiled by contact with the feet. Mahabali’s wife, 
however, carried off high honours in jewelry. She Was adorned with a long 
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necklace of American gold eagles ! I counted twenty-six of them and a double 
one at the end — a fortune in rupees! This necklace and Mahabali’s battered 
old Stetson redeemed American prestige in Pachperwa. 

Of other purdah women I met, there were those of one or two gold- 
smith households, of the Patwari’s family, the wives of some rich Mohamme- 
dan thekedars and many others who came in covered bullock carts or hy palkh 
seeking help for their ills. Among those I never saw, though they were almost 
my nearest neighbours, were the Doctor’s wife, the Jamadar’s wife and the 
Tahsildar’s wife. The latter once came from Balrampur to spend two weeks 
at the tahsil, when her new daughter-in-law was ceremoniously brought home. 

Except for the purdah women — and these, after all, were exceptions — 
the life and interests of the village women were no more circumscribed than 
the life of the whole community. If the women could not read, neither could 
most of the men. If they spent their days in the fulfillment of small tasks, 
what else were their husbands and sons doing? Yet in the ceremonies of 
family life which are so vital to the Hindu, in the stark realities of sickness 
or famine, of injustices to be suffered, in the simple joys of human relation- 
ships, in the serene pursuit of the ideal of service and sacrifice, which India 
holds high above rights and privileges, the women played their essential parts. 

The custom of sons bringing their wives into their parents’ households 
means that usually there are a number of women to share the domestic tasks. 
In the patriarchal home of Teja Khan at least forty- five persons were fed 
daily. A man of his position had plenty of servants, but his wife and daugh- 
ters-in-law, like other Indian women, would never have dreamed of delega- 
ting the cooking to servants. The Ijidian wife takes extreme pride in her 
ability to prepare pleasing dishes, and many times these women of the higher 
social classes sent me presents of food they themselves had prepared. Even 
for those living on a bare margin of subsistence, there will be occasional com- 
pulsory feasts in which a woman can display her art, Purchase of supplies is 
also within the woman’s purlieu. 

The care of the house is simplified by the absence of furniture, rugs, 
books and ornaments. Sprinking takes the place of dusting, a fresh coat of 
mud that of sweeping. Water for cooking, drinking and washing must be 
endlessly fetched from the well. Pots and pans must be scoured. The village 
woman, squatting by her doorway and polishing a brass drinking vessel or 
brass plate with earth, ashes, straw and water is a familiar sight. It is the 
Woman, too, who husks the rice and grinds wheat or maize into flour. The 
thumping of heavy husking poles and the monotonous hum of grindstones are 
sounds inseparable from village life. 
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To the lot of women and girls — it is one of the first tasks into which 
little village girls are initiated — falls the unpleasant drudgery of manufacturing 
dung cakes used for cooking. The dung must be collected, mixed with straw 
and plastered against a sunny wall to dry, then stacked in mounds. Is is filthy 
work and economically unsound, since the manure is five times more valuable 
as fertilizer than as fuel. But what else are the villagers to do? In an estate 
like Balrampur they are not entitled to cut wood, and the cost of charcoal or 
coke is prohibitive. 

Household labour, bearing and rearing of children and the tending of 
the sick do not leave women with time heavy on their hands. They have 
comparatively little sewing to occupy them, since fashion has conveniently 
stabilized draped garments and the tailors monopolize the shirt-making in- 
dustry, but jackets, bodices, quilts, caps and similar articles arc sometimes 
made at home. I used to see one or two of the Marwari women embroidering 
velvet caps for their sons or veils for themselves, with gold and silver thread. 
Devi Prasad’s sisters had somehow picked up the art of crocheting lace. “For 
our petticoats,” they replied, when I asked the use. Petticoats were a stylish 
innovation. Few village women wore them. 

Fine baslceiry afforded another outlet for inherent artistic talents. The 
baskets, of patterns and shapes often very elaborate, were made of bright- 
hued grasses which the women dyed. Baskets were constantly being offered 
me as presents from friendly villagers. Women’s work also included the 
painting or drawing of conventionalized designs on floors and walls for do- 
mestic ceremonies and the dyeing of saris. But the real self-expression of the 
Indian woman is in living the old ideals of womanhood no home is too poor 
to inherit. 

Behind customs easy to condemn from a superficial standpoint is almost 
invariably a basic ideal to which one may well do reverence, and this Indian 
woman,, so frequently an object of patronizing pity in the eyes of the West, 
becomes transfigured when the point of view is shifted from the details of 
v/hat she does to what she is. 

The bride of fourteen or fifteen, entering her husband’s home, is wel- 
comed by her mother-in-law and all the women of the household with sing- 
ing, and by her husband in the touching words of the ancient Aryan wtual : 
*‘0 bride, live thou long in the house of thy husband and enjoy thou the 
companionship of thy husband evermore. May there be happiness in our home 
for both bipeds and quadrupeds.” But India reserves homage for something 
deeper than the transient charm and grace of youth. Love and affection the 
bride-may have. Honour and respect she will be given when she grows old. 
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At the time of the Swing Festival in August, symbolic of Krishna’s 
playtime, I happened to be in the house of an orthodox Hindu family in 
Balrampur. The house was overflowing with women, too many to count. 
Crowded into the square court were the grandmother and her daughters, the 
youngest of whom was only nine years old, the wives of at least two of her 
sons, and several neighbour women. The swing was suspended from the 
verandah roof, a substantial affair big enough to hold four or five of us at a 
time. The women insisted that I share the delights of swinging with them, 
and they looked at me with pitying amazement when after ten minutes of 
dizzy flying back and forth, I begged to be let off. 

On the floor against the wall was the new bride of the eldest son — a 
second wife, the first having died the preceding year. Her pale gauze sari 
enfolded her like a golden cloud. Through it glinted many gold bracelets 
and elaborate ornaments. The soles of her little bare feet were charmingly 
rose-tinted. But the fourteen -year-old bride took no part in the festivities. 
In the mad swinging, the saris of the others flew back from their hair, but 
the bride’s sari remained discreetly drawn down over her face as she huddled 
against the wall. The others chattered and laughed and sang until my head 
ached, but she spoke not a word. It is unbecoming for a well bred Hindu 
bride to talk in the presence of elders or to uncover her face before them. 

A bride shows great deference to her husband’s parents, the higher the 
caste, the more exacting the etiquette. A Brahmin is expected to go to 

her mother-in-law after dinner, greet her by saying “I touch 

your feet!” — and then massage her legs gently. The same greeting is used 
by members of lower castes in addressing Brahmins, or by any younger Brah- 
min to an older one. Or the new wife, sitting down at her mother-in-law’s 
feet, will slowly lift the coloured border of her sari to her forehead three 
times, in a beautiful gesture. These are the old gracious ways of India. 

With her father-in-law and her husband’s older brothers, a young wife 
must observe strict propriety of manner. She will not even speak in their 
presence, and she will never appear with her face uncovered. They for their 
part treat her with prescribed formality. P'or self-evident reasons in a joint 
household, the rule has been established that an older brother may not even 
touch the wife of a younger one, nor so much as let his shadow fall upon her, 
nor should hers fall upon him. The new bride is subject to other restrictions. 
She is not permitted to cook or serve rice to the older members of the family, 
nor are offerings of prepared food acceptable from her in the ritual of wor- 
ship. During the daytime she and her husband are not expected to meet or 
talk much together, far less make any noticeable display of sentiment for each 
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other. From the Hindu point of view this would be the height of bad taste. 

In all these prohibitions and duties the bride will have been duly in- 
structed by her own mother and the older women in her household before 
she leaves home. If anything is amiss in her training, her mother-in-law will 
undertake to teach her, like her own daughter, whose place she may now 
have taken. The young wife emerges from her period of discipline only w'hen 
her status changes to that of motherhood. Gradually she then wins greater 
freedom, until in the end, in her later years, she dominates the household 
with her influence. Duties and privileges in the Hindu social scheme alter 
with altering conditions, and the fullness of life is achieved, not in trying to 
make all stages identical, but in passing on from one stage to the next. Variety 
of relationships and their ritualistic aspect give Indian life a peculiar richness 
in spite of — or is it because of? — the discipline and restraint from which no 
individual is ever wholly free. 

Motherhood in India is fadeless, and it becomes sanctified with the 
passing of time. If the Western woman is courted and petted more especially 
in the first third of her life, the Hindu w'oman attains a compensating posi- 
tion of dignity and influence in her later years, when her sons literally take 
the dust of her feet. Youth and beauty draw affection naturally — society does 
not have to be forced to admire them. Romantic beauty has been celebrated 
as fervently in the literature of India as in that of any country in the world. 
But where the social emphasis is on transient physical charm, the individual 
w'oman’s position can never be secure. By placing the emphasis on tested 
qualities of character India assures all women who display these a permanent 
and dignified position within the group. 

So far as 1 know% general figures to show at what age Indian women 
bear their first child do not exist. If there were any such figures I should 
distrust them. In the villages age does not matter much, and census figures 
collected by the village chaukidars display a marked predilection for round 
numbers. Who is to keep track of exact ages ? For girls there is a strong 
tendency to understate ages. If a girl is not yet married, though of marriage- 
able age, the parents are concerned to give out an impression that she is 
younger than she is. Indian girls are unquestionably more advanced in phy- 
sical development than Western girls of the same age. Girls who were twelve 
or thirteen, according to their mothers, invariably looked at least three or four 
years older to me. Aside from hospital records— and hospital deliveries are 
the exception — no reliable information on the subject is available. From per- 
sonal experience I can say that out of several hundreds of village mothers I 
saw, only on^ was a child tnother-«-*a ^irl of thirteen, 
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The primitive taboos surrounding birth for Hindus apparently contra- 
dict the idea that Hindus really reverence motherhood. Ignorance and 
poverty really seem to me largely responsible for the distressing lack of sani- 
tary care shown to mothers at the time of child-birth. Village houses are 
small, and it is by no means easy to set aside one room out of two or three 
for the private use of any one member of the family. Somewhere at the back 
of the house, as far away as possible, is a tiny room or hut for childbirth. If 
even this accomodation is lacking, some corner must be used temporarily. 
When I went to see the new-born baby of one of our goldsmiths I found the 
mother secluded behind a flimsy screen of dhotis strung across one end of the 
single room. 

The liaisp or midwives, drawn from among the outcastes, have no medi- 
cal training or supervision to prepare them for their work. In our district 
women of the Chamar and Kori castes acted as midwives. The idea of pollu- 
tion attached to birth is so strong that in the past no Hindu woman of 
respectable caste would think of serving the community in this capacity, nor 
would any Indian woman permit a male doctor to officiate at a delivery. An 
older woman of the household generally attends the mother, but anyone who 
has anything to do with her during this period is not allowed to prepare 
food or draw water for the rest of the family. The professional dai remains 
for from six to twelve days, when her place is taken by a washerwoman — one 
degree higher in the social scale. For the birth of a first child the young 
mother almost invariably returns to her own home, where her own mother, 
with the assistance of the midwife, can be counted upon to care for her with 
affection, and to the best of her limited ability. 

Within the dark out -room are no conveniences or sanitary provisions 
of any sort. The midwife wears her oldest and filthiest clothes. The expec- 
tant mother may lie on a string bed, if the family can afford to donate a bed 
to the cause and throw it away afterward. More generally she lies on the 
ground, an explanation, perhaps, of why so many women die of pneumonia. 

The ignorant methods of the dais are responsible for the high mortality 
among both mothers and new-born infants. The instrument most commonly 
used for severing the umbilical cord is the ordinary hansiya^ or sickle. It is a 
carrier of tetanus, which causes many infant deaths. Villagers know from sad 
experience that the twelfth day is often fatal to a new-born child, but they 
do not know why. Their own way of warding off disaster, as well as of 
celebrating the birth, is to employ some one to beat a drum at the door. 
The noise is supposed to frighten away hhut $ — evil spirits— or any other 
perverted creatures eager to do mischief to the helpless infant. When a son 
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was born to the Jamadar at Pachperwa the whole tahsil was in an uproar. 
Two drummers were employed to keep up a constant noise in his compound 
day and night, and the Peshkar generously fired his rifle a few times. 

Here was a good opportunity to obtain first-hand information on the 
subject of village midwives. I sent for the dai, who turned out to be a young 
woman of the Kori caste, considerably cleaner and more intelligent than I had 
expected her to be. It seemed that Pachperwa boasted two dais, each handling 
about seventy births a year. This particular woman, according to her own 
account, as soon as she had delivered an infant, threw it in the air several 
times ro make it breathe. Then she rubbed it with earth to clean it, oiled it 
all over, and covered it up. I inquired casually if she made use of a sickle. 

“Yes,” she replied. 

‘‘Do you wash it P* ^ 

“Oh, yes !” Such unexpected cleanliness astonished me, until a second 
thought came. 

“Do you wash it before or after using it r” 

“After,” was the calm reply. 

I took my cue from a talk I had had with the district health officer. 
“Any old thing will do, a stone, a shell, a piece of glass, a grass cutter, if it 
is only properly sterilized beforehand,” he had insisted. “All this fine advice 
about surgical scissors and knives is ridiculous under existing village condi- 
tions. The main thing to impress on them is just the idea of sterilization’” 

“You know how often babies die in the first few days ?” I went on. 
“Well, if you will make a fire and boil water and put the hansiya in and leave 
it there half an hour, keeping the fire burning all the time, the babies won’t 
die ! The babies die because they catch sickness from a dirty hansiya that 
has been lying on the ground.” 

“But no one would like me to do it that way,” said the dai in a 
bewildered tone. 

“Do they like their sons to die ?” I persisted relentlessly. She agreed 
that they did not. “Very well,” I concluded dramatically, “they won’t die 
if you boil the hansiya !” 

The Ayah, stalwart champion of my medical knowledge, made the dai 
repeat my directions word for word. She appeared to be impressed. Nobody 
else knew this mysterious fact I had imparted to her, she said, and she would 
tell all the dais in the surrounding villages. Though I did not have any 
great confidence that the little discourse would do much to change rooted 
customs, 1 did feel certain that the next time a village baby died of lockjaw 
the midwife would remember what I had said. 
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A poster tacked up on the wall of my clinical verandah graphically 
pictured a dirty midwife and the tragic results of her ignorance, and beside 
it hung another poster showing a model midwife tending a smiling mother 
and a healthy baby. The posters were part of the oflicial propaganda being 
carried on in every province to promote infant welfare work. Training 
schools for licensed midwives, the first step toward reform, are slowly coming 
into existence. Moreover, the girls now receiving school education are likely 
when they grow up to know a good deal more about elementary medical 
matters than their mothers, and to demand better care for themselves at the 
critical time of childbirth. 

What, after all, can be expected from a village midwife paid one or 
two rupees, a few handfuls of rice and possibly a sari, for bringing a baby 
into this vale of tears ? The standard rate was four annas for a girl and eight 
for a boy, the Ayah said. The dai^ corrected her. It was eight annas for a 
girl and a rupee for a boy. The Ayah, for all the ten children she had borne, 
was now an old w^oman of forty-five, who had not kept up with important 
economic changes. Prices had risen. 

An admiring and affectionate household renders homage to the Indian 
baby, as soon as its existence has become a reality. A high caste father may 
not, it is true, see his new baby or its mother for a month, but once the 
birth taboo is removed, the baby begins to wind its little fingers around his 
heart. If it is a son, there is reason for special rejoicing. A son will remain 
in the family house, share the economic burdens and sustain and comfort 
his parents in their old age. One day he will light the funeral pyre for his 
father, and he will make oblations to the departed ancestors. The baby re- 
ceives an astrological name from the family priest on the twelfth day, but 
for long it will be known only as Gold One, Little King, Jewel, Moon, or 
some such adoring term of reverence to infant majesty. The astrological name 
is reserved for ceremonial purposes. The parents themselves choose the ordi- 
nary name for the child, but Hindu custom forbids naming a child after any 
eldest living member of the family. 

Clothes are mostly dispensed with, but an amulet tied around the neck 
is essential, and anklets with silver bells and a pair of tiny silver bracelets, 
lost in the creases of the little wrists, may also be added. Parents often have 
a superstitious dread of providing anything for a new baby. Even the love of 
one’s own baby can be selfish love, can make one neglect others and forget 
the worship of the gods. So custom decrees that relatives and friends present 
the baby with what it needs. 

Like most Indian babies, the Peshkar’s son. at six months was more 
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precocious tban'a Western baby of the same age. I saw it only once, on the 
occasion when I visited the Peshkar’s family home. The four wives of the 
four brothers were present, as. well as the Peshkar himself, before whom the 
wives were not required to show any particular reticence, since he was the 
youngest son. I was permitted to hold the baby on my lap. It stood up in 
an abbreviated lavender jacket and scrutinized me with great kohl-ornament- 
cd eyes, quite obviously recognizing me as a different species from any to 
which it was accustomed. The day was a landmark, pronounced by the pundit 
auspicious for the baby’s first journey beyond the family courtyard, but the 
Peshkar had lost much of his faith in pundits. He had paid them hundreds 
of rupees to name auspicious moments of everything in the life of the elder 
son, and all the little ^firsts’ of the Hindu baby had been observed with 
proper ceremonial — the first time to take rice, the first time to have its hair 
cut and so on— and yet it had died of smallpox. The women might believe 
in the pundits if they liked. He thought they were rogues. 

One such childhood ceremony I attended only three nights after my 
arrival in Pachperwa — the ear-piercing puja for Dhuni, the Thanadar’s little 
boy. The ceremony took place in the courtyard of his house at five in the 
afternoon, with a goldsmith, a barber and a Brahmin officiating. While 
the pundit recited his Sanskrit mantras, Dhuni, in a new bronze -coloured 
satin coat with brass buttons and a green and pink turban, stoically submitted 
to the goldsmith’s needle. All the time Talu, his small sister, sat beside him, 
stuffing sweets into his mouth. Later we were entertained with fireworks, 
music and a great feast, and a dramatic performance which lasted until mid- 
night. Dhuni, from what I could gather, would never wear earrings, but pre- 
sumably his Rajput ancestors had worn them in the past, and nearly all 
Hindu children of the villages, boys as well as girls, have their ears pierced 
at the age of seven or nine. The only explanation I heard was that it was 
supposed to improve the health. 

• The real power of the Indian mother springs from the intensity of 
her devotion to her family and the life of patient sacrifice she leads. Though 
the village woman is ignorant of how to care for her child according to modern 
rules of health — she will feed it whenever it cries and give it wrong things 
to eat and let it stay up too late — her unselfish devotion leaves an enduring 
impress on the child. I recall the voice and expression of a Hindu man tell- 
ing me how his mother used to fast when there was illness in the family, as 
well as regularly two days every month. On these days, the eleventh of both 
the waxing and waning moon, she would eat nothing until after the moon 
had risen. From the top of a little hill near the house the moon could be 
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seen rising a quarter of an hour sooner than from the house itself. The children 
always watched impatiently for the first silver gleam above the horizon. Then 
they would scamper down the hill shouting, ^‘Mother, Mother, the moon has 
risen. Now you can eat.*’ Those fasts, in later years, symbolized for the son 
the mother’s tender concern and deep religious feeling. Most Hindus, 1 be- 
lieve, cherish similar memories of their mothers. 

Over and over again I was struck by the simple dignity of the Indian 
woman. I cannot remember ever having seen a distinctly silly or vain woman 
in Pachperwa. The graceful sari drawn over the hair and falling to the bare 
feet, in its utter simplicity, lends an ineffable dignity to the wearer. Kohl 
about the eyes, henna-stained palms, soles tinted with lac, are seen now and 
then, but never rouge or powder. Older women do not try to appear young, 
and sex vulgarity is noticeably absent. A woman’s pride rests in the fine red 
line freshly drawn each morning down the parting of her hair— sign and 
symbol of her wifehood. 

The wife of one of the state officials at Balrampur invited me to tea 
one day. Too orthodox to permit me to use her dishes, she had borrowed 
the silver tea service from the Maharaja’s Guest House. She knew no English, 
and I am unaware whether she could even read or write. What I remember 
is her concern because her- husband was overworking. To meet the pressure, 
he found it necessary to rise at four and go through kis file of documents. 
She, too, rose at four, and busied herself with her household tasks. <‘How 
can I rest, knowing that my husband is working so hard ?” she asked simply. 

By contrast, her own youngest child, little eight-year-old Janki, sang 
me a bit of modern sophistication picked up from playmates at the zenana 
school she attended. Her father wrote out the translation : 

teach me a littk English and bring me petticoaU gom and hat; it looks 
odd to mar langha and dupatta, ffhich are like trappings for an elephant^ 
and I do^not like them* Bring me a sari from Germany* 

I cannot malk novt mth vpooden clogs* Bring me pumps and shoes; get me high’ 
heeled slippers* 

I cannot bind my hair mth threads* They look like snakes^ and I am going to 
tear them up and throve them are ay* Get me hair ornaments* 

Heat has annoyed me greatly to’day^ and I am so upset that cooking is impossible^ 
Bring food from the hotel* Get me biscuits mrth one rupee* 

I mil put on a hah petticoat and boots and go bicycling* Bring me spectacles* 

I cannot mlk even ten stepsy and I rsant a motor car fir driving* 

I cannot bear the might of gold ornament Sy and / do not like toe rings any more* 
Get me a vtftstvtatch*^ 
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And so the new-fangled demands were made, through countless verses, 
Janki herself did not wear a sari. She wore a shapeless little dress trimmed 
with machine lace and little stovepipe drawers hanging halfway down her 
legs and black shoes and stockings. Janki was ‘‘modern.” What, I wondered, 
would she be like in years to come ? 

Are Indian women happy ? The laws of Manu brought upon them 
social restrictions alien to their earlier freedom, but even Manu, in his dicta- 
torial code, insists that the happiness of women is essential to the well-being 
of society. “Where women are honoured, there the gods are pleased ; where 
they are dishonoured, religious acts become of no avail!” — “In whatever 
family the husband is contented with his wife and the wife with her hus- 
band, in that house will good ‘fortune assuredly abide!”— “The house which 
is cursed by a woman perishes utterly.” 

Many times among the village women I came upon acts of self-effacing 
love. One woman came to the house day after day, leading her husband 
who was suffering from an acute case of trachoma and a bad infection of the 
face. They lived too far away to make the journey daily, so they moved to 
the village, finding hospitality at the house of a family of their own caste. 
Morning and’ afternoon this faithful wife brought her husband and took him 
away again. Her painful efforts to understand the directions for his care, the 
tender solicitude she showed for him, were touching. And there was another 
case of an ugly little woman of forty or so, a Luniay also suffering from tra- 
choma. Here the devotion was on the husband’s side. I did not dare give 
her my argyrol or silver nitrate to take home with her. If a drop of some- 
thing benefits, why not hurry up the cure by using the whole bottle, is too 
often the village psychology. This low-caste woman and her husband walked 
sixteen miles to and from Pachperwa two or three times a week, in the hope 
that I might render her a little assistance. Such cases of devotion on the 
part of the wife for her husband, the husband for his wife, the mother for 
her children, were countless among the Indian villagers with whom I lived. 

But even in Pachperwa there were exceptions to the rule. We were not 
wholly without sin. .The mother of the Pujari who tended the Shiva shrine 
at the tahsil — not the Devi shrine near my house — arrived one morning with 
red eyes, displaying a badly bruised shoulder and two swollen fingers. She 
had had some kind of quarrel with her daugter-in-law, and her son, when 
he came home, had taken the wife’s part. He had beaten her with a lathi, 
she said, and twisted her fingers. 

Finger twisting was too much for me, and I promptly undertook to 
administer a rebuke. The Pujari was in the habit of bringing me a flower or 
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two from the shrine as he passed by. The following morning when he ar- 
rived with a marigold, I coldly refused it, saying I could not think of accept- 
ing anything from a man who beat his mother. I added that I did not care 
to see his face again. Audible murmurs of approval from the audience of 
sick people on the lawn greeted this remark. After vainly trying to insist 
that his mother had fallen and so hurt herself, the Pujari, properly humiliated, 
slunk away. The next day he and his mother appeared together. To my 
surprise she came forward and begged me, with tears in her eyes, to forgive 
her son. He stooped quickly and took the dust of her feet, likewise honour- 
ing me. More flowers were humbly proffered. This time I accepted them, 
and peace was restored. 

A favourite story in Indian literature is that of Savitri, who wrested 
her husband out of the clutches of Yama, King of Death, through the power 
of her goodness, her austerities and her love. Every Hindu woman knows 
Savitri. A king and queen of ancient times were blessed with a daughter 
after many childless years. The little princess was named Savitri — Dawn — 
for the goddess to whom the pious parents had addressed their prayers. 
When the time came to think of Savitri’s marriage, no desirable suitor having 
presented himself as yet, it was agreed that Savitri should go on a pilgrimage 
to various holy sanctuaries, seeking spiritual guidance. She set out with a long 
train of elephants and attendants, in the fashion becoming a princess, and 
travelled through the forests where saintly hermits had their abode. One day, 
through the curtains of her palanquin, she spied a handsome young man, 
carrying a load of faggots, who turned out to be the son of a blind king driven 
from his throne and now living in exile in the forest. Savitri quickly returned 
to her father’s palace, announcing that her heart had found him she sought. 
She would marry the young Prince Satyavan. 

The name had no sooner fallen from her lips than a seer who dwelt 
at the court, the great Narada, began to tremble. Narada foresaw that one 
year from that day Satyavan’s destiny condemned him to die. If Savitri 
married Satyavan, she would become a widow. Vainly her father strove to 
dissuade her from her fatal choice. ‘‘A young girl marries only once ; only 
once can her father say to her, ‘I give thee.’ Once I have chosen a husband, 
I do not choose a second time,” she replied. And since she was not to be 
deflected from her decision, the marriage was celebrated with fitting obser- 
vances. 

Savitri was accepted with joy by Satyavan and his parents. Laying 
aside her jewels and rich robes, she went to share their simple forest life. 
The happy year drew to a close, the secret of impending doom still locked 
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in Savitri’s breast. As the time drew near, Savitri fasted and performed 
severe austerities in the hope that she might soften the hearts of the gods. 
On the fatal day, when her husband went to the forest to chop firewood, she 
begged permission to accompany him. Fearfully she watched, and prayed. 
Suddenly a strange weariness overcame him. He lay down with his head on 
her knees, and the pallor of death began to spread over his features. At the 
same moment a shadowy presence emerged from the deeper forest. 

Detaching the soul of Satyavan from his body, Yama, Lord of Death, 
bound it with his cord and started for his own realm. But footsteps followed 
him. Turning, he saw Savitri in tireless pursuit. Even Death was touched. 
‘^Choose any boon save the life of thy husband,” he said, “and return from 
this fruitless journey.” First the sight of her blind father-in-law, next the 
restoration for him of his lost kingdom, Savitri exacted from Yama, but still 
she followed on. Once more he pleaded with her, this time begging her to 
choose something for herself. Before her own death, then, might she know 
the blessings of many sons, was Savitri’s request. Yama acquiesced — and re* 
membered that a widow docs not remarry. Unless he gave back Satyavan, 
his promise could never be fulfilled. So, by her dauntless love, Savitri won 
her husband from the clutches of Death himself. 

Brides who go from their parents’ homes are often enjoined to be 
Savitris, but not all of them, alas, are spared the sadness of widowhood. The 
ban against remarriage is a matter of caste law. It is actually effective for only 
about one fourth of all Hindu women, but the influence of the Arayn mar- 
riage ideal is inescapable, and whether caste law permits widow remarriage or 
not, Hindu society does not look with approval on the woman who takes a 
second husband. The custom works merciless individual hardships, especially 
tragic for those virgin child widows doomed to a life of nunlike asceticism. 
Of these there are something like a third of a million under fifteen in India. 
Yet the women of the West who never have a chance to marry and who 
must keep up an endless struggle to support themselves in a none too sympa- 
thetic world likewise experience frustration. In India, no woman is denied 
at least one chance to marry. 

The position of a widow depends very much on circumstances. If she 
has grown children, particularly, grown sons, she remains the honoured 
mistress of the household. Legally she has the first lien to support in the 
property of her husband. Surrounded by her sons and their wives and chil- 
dren, she continues to be a directing force in the household, and her- life is 
not necessarily an unhappy one. 

The terrible rite of sati— immolation of, the wife on the funeral pyre 
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of her husband — which takes its name from Sati, Shiva’s consort, who cast 
herself into the fire rather than hear abuse of her husband even from the 
lips of her own father, has all but passed from the pages of modern history. 
Historically, sati is known to have been practised in parts of India as far back 
as the time of Alexander’s invasion, in the 4th century b. c., but neither 
the Vedas nor Manu give any sanction for the cremation of living wives. 
Widow-burning was embodied in a code of the sixth century a. d., in this 
text : “If a woman’s husband dies, let her lead a life of chastity or else 
mount his pyre.” Immolation was supposedly not practised by any woman 
with young children, and it was to be a voluntary act of devotion on the 
part of the wife, but pressure of public opinion, and even physical force on 
occasion, often compelled widows to follow their husbands into the flames. 
In northern India, especially in Bengal, sati involved the sacrifice of thousands 
of women. 

The English were not the first or only rulers to fight it. The Moguls 
required a woman to obtain permission to sacrifice herself from the governor 
of the province in which she resided, and the governor was instructed to do 
everything he could to dissuade her from her intention. Widow-burning was 
forbidden by Albuquerque at Goa after his capture of this western port of 
India in 1510. It was forbidden in parts of the Maratha domain. In Bengal, 
Ram Mohun Roy, founder of the Brahmo Samaj, carried on a ceaseless fight 
to end sati. Missionaries everywhere, of course, supported the crusade against 
it. Finally, in 1829, under the administration of Lord William Bentinck, 
widow-burning was definitely and successfully forbidden by law. 

Remarriage of Hindu widows was legalized in 1865, but caste law 
still controls Hindu marriage customs, and though public sentiment is slowly 
beginning to support the idea of remarriage, at least for virgin widows, 
widows among the higher castes do not marry a second time. Among the 
Brahmo Samaj group, the Arya Samajists and other social reformers, among 
independent educated groups or individual families, virgin widow remarriage 
is now a possibility, though the numbers of such marriages so far may not 
have exceeded a thousand for all India. Whenever one occurs, it is still 
considered worthy of record in the columns of the nemfafers- But a beginning 
has been made. The tragic sound of the widow breaking her glass bangles is 
a little muted. 

The young childless widow often returns to her own home— usually, 
"in fact, among the poorer people. Whether she returns to her own home or 
remains with her husband’s family, she is expected to follow a life of aus- 
terity. Jewelry is no longer for her, and she will wear only a white sari 
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without border. There will be no vermilion streak in the parting of her hair. 
Sometimes she will even cut her hair short. Her food is a simple diet, with- 
out meat, fish or highly spiced dishes. She will eat but once a day, and she 
will cook for herself. She will take no part in the household festivities. And 
possibly — this is the ideal — through leading an ascetic life of self-sacrifice, 
she will find spiritual consolation for her earthly bereavement. 

A widowed sister or aunt is often a source of quiet strength in a 
Hindu home. It is she, more often than not, who is the family doctor, who 
cares for the sick, who cleans up and performs countless little services for all 
the others. Sometimes she is reduced to the unfortunate position of family 
drudge. Sometimes, too, when circumstances free her from other responsibili- 
ties, a widow devotes herself to study. The sacred literature is open to her 
to-day, and the Indian woman, bound by all the ancient traditions of India, 
still holds the key in her slender fingers to all the wisdom of the sages. 

We did not have many widows in Pachperwa, and not a single child 
widow. Our population had a large Mohammedan element. Islam is without 
scruples on the subject of widow remarriage. The matter was settled once 
and for all by the fact that one of the Prophet’s own eleven wives was a 
widow. Under Islam marriage is a legal contract, not a religious sacrament, 
as under Hinduism. All but a fraction of our Hindus, moreover, belonged 
to the lower castes for whom remarriage was permissible. Of the widows I 
knew best, one was Mrs. Massy, the Christian Padrin^ who spent her time 
keeping her little house immaculately clean, looking out for the orphan boy 
she had adopted, helping the sick, and in being kind to the village idiots. 
Her life was patterned very much after the ideal set up for the Hindu widow. 
Another was a young woman sadhu, who from time to time came to the vil- 
lage. Her garments were of coarse white homespun, and she had cut off all 
her hair. She carried a drum, which she beat softly as she sang religious 
songs to the little groups always ready to assemble at her tapping. One of 
Devi Prasad’s sisters was also widowed, a sweet-faced woman with a ten-year- 
old daughter. She had an elementary education and there was talk that if 
the village ever opened a girls’ shool, Devi Prasad’s sister might take charge 
of it. 

At Mahabali Singh’s, one afternoon, I noticed a little girl clasping a 
small thick volume. Mahabali’s wife said it was a copy of Hunumanju She 
took the book from the child’s hand and began reading aloud. I ventured 
the opinion that there could not be many women in the village who could 
read. “Oh, yes, plenty can read,” she insisted. She promptly led me to the 
house of a goldsmith a few doors away, where all four women of the family 
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acknowledged shyly that, they could read. Then Devi Prasad’s widoWed siSter 
arrived with her daughter. All the women and two girls sat upon a hrg6 
wooden bench in the zenana courtyard of the goldsmith’s house and read out 
together from a fat volume of the Ramayatta» 

They made a charming picture, earnestly bending above the old worn 
book, the sunlight falling over them and touching their green and yellow and 
white saris with flecks of gold. As I listened to the chanting of the beloved 
lines, the drab little court seemed to put on a new graciousness and beauty of 
spirit. Oh, yes, plenty of other women could read, at least ten more besides 
themselves, they assured me! Even those who could not read knew by heart 
long passages from the epics and countless songs and legends learned from 
their own mothers and grandmothers. 

And suddenly a comparison of Pachperwa illiteracy and New York 
literacy thrust itself upon me. From time to time I had been receiving pack- 
ages of American magazines, sent out to relieve my supposed monotony. 
The unillustrated ones presented no problem, but for a long time I racked my 
brains in vain about what to do with some of the illustrated weeklies and 
monthlies. Nothing was wasted in Pachperwa, and sheets of paper, even 
printed paper, had a thousand uses. The pan seller of the bazar wanted them 
to line his booth with. Ram Lakhan wanted them to transform into bride- 
grooms’ crowns. Pictures, of course, could be read by any one, and I knew 
that the village would be deeply shocked by those in my ordinary American 
magazines. It was essential, to save my reputation in Pachperwa, to get rid 
of those sophisticated representations of love-making, bathing beauties, 
fashion models, and I know not what else. But there simply was no place to 
throw anything away. The ground was as hard as a rock. The charcoal stove 
was in the kitchen under Din Mohammed’s jurisdiction. At last, in the dead 
of the night, when all the servants were safely asleep, I rose and at the far 
side of the house, on the path of red brick dust, I made a little bonfire 
of the telltale evidence of what my civilization contributed for the edification 
of the literate masses. The illiteracy of the village seemed infinitely prefer- 
able. The rich storehouse of legends, in India taking the place of daily 
newspapers and ash-bin reading matter, are the true poetry of the people. 

In and out of them move all the great characters— both mtcn and 
women— who have inspired India for thousands of years. Could a group of 
Western women in one breath name their ideal woman, I wonder ? In India 
the answer would spring instantaneously from the throats of all the millions 
of Hindu women— Sita—^Sita, the central star in the great galaxy, which in- 
cludes Savitri, Kunti, Dr^tupadi> Damayanti, Sakuntaja, Maitreyi, - and many 
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more. Sita is not merely a legend, but a living force in India. Hers is a 
name that has been spoken millions upon millions of times. Her presence 
still intangibly pervades the humblest household. She is the nndimmed, 
unchanged Hindu ideal of womanhood. 



CHAPTER XVI 


Outside 

“WHEN IT IS DAY HERE, IT IS NIGHT THERE.”— “HOW 
long does it take to go to your country ‘^How much does a ticket to your 
country cost ?” 

These were practically the only observations or questions by which 
Pachperwa expressed curiosity about my country. Even the four school 
teachers, when they called in a body to collect the photographs I had taken 
of them, did not get beyond remarking, ‘^When the sun is shining here, the 
moon is shining there.” Once the Peshkar did actually inquire what kind 
of government we had In the United States, but he was mor6 interested in 
knowing how much it would cost an Indian to live there. 

‘‘About four hundred rupees a month,” I told him. 

“Then Indians cannot go to your country, I think,” he remarked 

sadly. 

The ordinary perspective of the village did not extend far into The 
Outside, as any place beyond the confines of the village was called. 

Among the villagers Dukhi was by far the most promising candidate 
for a class in world geography. He imagined that the United States was 
really part of the English “continent.” He was surprised when I told him 
that England was a small island and that a whole ocean lay between England 
and America. He became vastly interested in the comparative sizes of India, 
America, England, Germany, China and Russia. I drew a rough map of the 
world for him, which he bore off, saying he was going to explain all these 
astonishing facts to the other villagers. 

“But New York cannot be so fine as Pachperwa I” he insisted with 
splendid bravado. He took a sheet of paper and a pencil from my table, 
pretended to write a letter as an actor dashes one off on the stage, and waved 
the news to America that I was happy and comfortable in the village and 
would not be coming back. My parents or any others concerned about me, 
should come to Pachperwa, he concluded. 

In spite of abysmal ignorance, Pachperwa here and there poked a finger 
into the unknown. Looking up from my letter-writing, one morning, I 
noticed a woman standing a long vVay off. Presently I heard a soft drawl 
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which bore a faint resemblance to the words, “Good-morning,” uttered 
close to my ear. The woman was now standing at the door, apparently 
paying me a call, so I smiled encouragingly and called the Ayah to help in 
linguistic difficulties. In spite of several brave efforts on my part to talk 
Hindustani, my guest remained obdurately silent. At last with a touch of 
annoyance, she demanded : “Don’t you speak English ? Didn’t you hear me 
say ‘good-morning’?” I nearly fell over in astonishment. “Of course,” I 
replied meekly. A village woman speaking English with whatever sort of 
accent, was a mystery that roused deep respect. 

She was born in British Guiana, she explained. Her husband as a 
young man had answered the call of a recruiting agent for the Guiana sugar 
plantations. Six years ago she had come back to India and settled here, since 
her husband originally came from the vicinity of Pachperwa. Mother, father 
and brothers were still in British Guiana. Her own three children, however, 
had all been born in Pachperwa. “Two is a girl and one is a boy,” she 
parenthetically informed me. 

Her foreign residence had given her a feeling of haughty contempt 
toward the village. “Dis very poor place. Dis no good place,” she reiterated 
many times, like Mahabali Singh, complaining that in Pachperwa she was 
compelled to talk “coolie talk.” If she could see a ship she would certainly 
get on it and return to British Guiana. The people of the village were “no 
good.” Once when her husband, a carter, was away, she had waked to find 
a rascally thief trying to take her ornaments from her. Seizing him firmly, 
she had called for help until the neighbours rushed in and tied him up. 
Duly impressed by her courage I remarked, “You are very brave.” 

“Oh, yes, me very brave!” she agreed. “Me not afeared fii«»j?thing.” 
With this, she came to the point of her visit. Would I speak to the Deputy 
Sahib so that her husband might take up some land as a tenant ? 

All this time the Ayah was standing in the background, awestruck that 
a village woman should have knowledge of my tongue. “Mussalmani or 
Hindu?” she inquired. The woman merely pulled back the edge of her sari 
and showed a fringe of silver rings through the rim of her ear, just like the 
Ayah’s own. A Hindu woman of the village would have worn a single big 
spool -like stud of glittering glass and wood, or a pendent earring of silver 
with dangling balls. To me, the chief surprise lay in the fact that her 
English was spoken with an unmistakable Negro accent. To find African 
English in my tiny village way off at the foot of the Himalayaj^ was incon- 
gruous. More than this, I began to notice that there was something a little 
peculiar about this woman— lips fuller, nose flatter, nostrils wider, than the 
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average, even though Dravidian characteristics predominated over Aryan in 
Pachperwa. Also, the woman’s attitude was different — the way she caught 
the thief, the scorn in voice when she repeated, ‘‘Dis place no good,” her 
general independence of manner. The conviction came to me that here was 
actually a blend of African and Indian. 

Saturday afternoon. Long lines of Indians squatting on an embank- 
ment beside an irrigation ditch, each with something to sell, potatoes, beans, 
fruits, spices, rice. Crowds swarming everywhere. Women in bright saris, 
arms, ears, neck, ankles weighted with heavy silver jewelry. At the far end 
of Jthe embankment a small house, or ^office.’ Coolies passing in a long file 
before the babu seated at a table on a verandah, receiving their week’s pay 
according to the number of their ‘tasks.’ So many rows of sugarcane culti- 
vated or cut, so many shillings — an average earning of two a day. Palms stir 
languidly, and the tattered banana leaves reflect the sun like broken mirrors. 
Here and there the scarlet canopy of a fire tree. At the opposite end of the 
plantation, surrounded by a tiny garden, is the spacious jalousied house of the 
red-faced, perspiring English manager. Some distance away are the coolie 
lines, gaunt and ugly, like railway sheds or warehouses. They are divided 
into single rooms, one room to a family. A little farther on rises a small 
octagonal-shaped temple, freshly whitewashed. A Brahmin priest, austerely 
polite, forehead strangely decorated with gold leaf, arms filled with great 
pink lotuses he has just brought from a pond near by, effectively blocks the 
doorway. None but a Hindu may enter here. All around, stretch rustling 
acres of sugarcane. 

Such is the typical plantation of British Guiana, where Indians re- 
cruited from many parts of the homeland and their descendants to-day make 
up one half of the total population of some three hundred thousand in the 
colony. The rest are African blacks and a handful of whites. It chanced to 
be British Guiana that gave me my first contact with Indians, but India 
itself in those days was still a complete mystery. “Unless you know the 
background, you can understand nothing of all this !” the British Governor 
declared. Even so, that brief glimpse of a transplanted India had not been 
forgotten. And here in Pachperwa, suddenly I found myself remembering 
with renewed interest a particular incident. 

During the first World War, no ships could be spared to take 
immigrants home. The first ‘coolie ship’ in several years was to leave for 
India in the autumn of I919, and many more passengers than the four 
hundred the ship could accommodate had entered their names. The Immi- 
gration Inspector, swamped with applications, was carefully ‘trying’ eacih 
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case. An old man, very thin, with a short dhoti and a crumpled white rag 
of a turban, a large, opulent woman in a yellow sari, wearing much gold, 
and a small girl in a broad-brimmed sailor hat and a blue sailor suit trimmed 
with while lace, presented themselves before the Inspector. They wanted to 
go home. There seemed to be some hitch. It was the child. The mother 
was dead, the Inspector elucidated, for my benefit. These were the grand- 
parents. He wanted them to leave the little girl behind with the father or 
with some friend. “Here,” he went on, “she can go to school. She will 
marry well. But what sort of chance will she have back in that village in 
India The woman’s eyes blazed, and she poured out an angry torrent of 
words. The old man said nothing, but tears began to flow down his gaunt 
cheeks. He took the end of his dirty turban to staunch them, but they rolled 
between his fingers and splashed to the floor. For twenty homesick years he 
had worked unremittingly in the cane fields and had hoarded his golden 
harvest for a day of return. Was the dream now to be shattered ? For with- 
out the child, he stubbornly insisted, they would not go: The Inspector 
gave in with a sigh : “They are so much better off here, but they won’t 
believe it until they have been back in their village a few months. Then 
they’ll want to take the first boat back again. Meanwhile some unscrupuhnis 
relative will have made away with all their savings.” 

“Unless you know the background, you can understand nothing !” As 
this village woman with the soft drawl stood at my door in Pachperwa, I 
knew that at last I had come to the ‘background.’ 

Others \^ho had been ‘outside’ also turned up from time to time. 
Among my patients was a quiet little fellow with gray hair and a kind, 
passive look. He had lived twenty-two years in Jamaica. After we had 
thoroughly discussed his stomach ache, he brought up another trouble. With 
a saving of seven gold sovereigns he had returned a month ago to see his 
father and relatives in a village three miles from Pachperwa. A brother had 
invited him to share his house. “Me papa marry two times, me have two 
mammas, me brother he belong second mamma.” The brother had offered 
to take care of his gold, but yesterday, when he asked for some of his own 
money to buy clothes, the brother had refused to give him any. I suggested 
that he had better see the Thanadar, but he said he was afraid the Thanadar 
would slap his brother, whom he did not want slapped. He only wanted his 
money back. 

A thin, sharp-faced young man with oily black hair also put in an 
appearance. He had spent eighteen years in Trinidad. An elder brother had 
first made the venture ; he had followed. On his return to India he had 
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deposited his two thousand rupees in a postal savings bank. At present he 
was a recruiting agent to get Indian labour for the tea plantations of Assam, 
where the tea coolies could earn as much as sixty rupees a month. They 
were required to sign a contract for only six months, and they received 
railway fare. He himself drew a salary of fifty rupees a month and a bonus 
of three pounds for every contract signed through his efforts. Sometimes he 
was able to get one man, sometimes two, sometimes seven. The tea planta- 
tions of Assam, as he painted them to the villagers, stood for an earthly 
paradise. 

The Mahabali Singhs were always looking back affectionately upon 
their years in Trinidad. Compared with Pachpervva, Trinidad represented 
civilization to them. In Trinidad, for instance, there were tramcars. Those 
christened tramcars of the West Indies with advertisements plastered on their 
sides, drawn along wobbly tracks by mules driven by lazy Negroes — the 
whole somnolent atmosphere — did not seem a synonym for thriving industry 
to me, but compared with bullock carts even those tramcars no doubt repre- 
sented a great forward step in transportation. 

I could see Mahabali Singh in his grain shop in Port of Spain, with 
black cobwebs among the rafters in spite of all the business in clinking 
shillings and crowns going on over dull brown bags — buying low, selling 
high, with the astuteness of his caste. Mahabali was a Khatri, and Khatris 
have a reputation for being among the shrewdest traders of India. He was a 
good-natured, friendly soul. Though he complained that he could not com- 
pete with the big grain dealers of the New Bazar, his Falstaffian paunch 
seemed to indicate that his household did not lack for ghi and sugar and 
milk. He must have made a good deal of money in his many years in 
Trinidad, and no doubt it was hidden away safely under his floor. It was 
for financial reasons that he liked the West, or such of it as he knew. 

His wife’s reactions were more social. The village was dirty. There 
was so much sickness here. In that foreign country there were fine hospitals 
and schools and good roads — not deep-rutted tracks like these. And the 
people here were so ignorant. They did not know that cleanliness was the 
secret of health. Flies everywhere, dirt everywhere, sickness everywhere. 
Over there it was much better. Mahabali would have liked to return to 
Trinidad, but now that he owned his house in Pachperwa he did not feel 
that he could afford to give it up, paying the estate its premium. 

Again the village reached out unexpectedly and touched the hem of 
the distance. Asgar was telling about his family. <*Just how many are you?” 

1 asked. 
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^‘Eight children— six living and two dead.” After a pause he added, 
<^And one sister in Fiji tapu'^ 

This was news. I had never heard the sister mentioned before. Asgar, 
it seemed, was very small. He remembered only that once his sister had 
given him a custard apple. Then he remembered waking up one night to 
find his mother crying and his father very angry. All they said was that his 
sister had gone. She was then nineteen. Her husband had died previously, 
and at the time she was working as a servant for a former clerk of the tahsil. 
The munshi, when she disappeared, could offer no explanation. She must 
have run away with two men from ^outside’ who had been staying at his 
house. Years passed, At last a man returning from Fiji to a neighbouring 
village brought back information that the woman was living there, married. 
Asgar’s story was that she had been forced to go to Gonda with the two 
men, the munshi sharing in the plot, and that she had then been taken to 
Fiji and sold to somebody as a wife. In most of the colonies wives are at a 
premium. Anyway, according to the neighbour’s report, Asgar’s sister, who 
now had several children, was well off, and at this late date there seemed no 
reason to mourn her possible abduction. 

So they went out by handfuls, these Indian villagers, to the West 
Indies, British Guiana, Fiji, South Africa. There was a Sikh contractor, a 
friend of Haweli Singh’s, who came to ask aid in drafting an application for 
a position as supervisor in the railway works at Gorakhpur. He had been in 
Mauritius. Sikhs are especially great wanderers, turning up as lumbermen in 
Canada and Washington, policemen in Sanghai and Hongkong, contractors in 
Africa, engineers or taxi drivers in the big cities of India. Seventy per cent 
of the students in the engineering college at Lucknow are Sikhs. Not long 
after Narain Singh’s visit, Haweli came along, wanting me to fill in an appli- 
cation for a passport for himself. He was thinking of going somewhere, he 
announced, to Mauritius or Kenya, maybe to Canada or New York. At any 
rate, he wanted to have a passport ready in his pocket. 

About two and a half million Indians are living abroad, most of them 
within the British Empire. In the early days shiploads of Indians were trans- 
ported every year to work on the English plantations in the colonies. After 
the abolition of slavery in British Guiana in 1834, the plantation owners 
there found themselves hard pressed to secure necessary labout* The first 
shipload of Indian coolies arrived in 1838. Through a system of private 
enterprise, for which the control of the various colonial administrations was 
later substituted, Indian coolies were rounded up in different ports and ship- 
ped off so many times a year to meet the demands of the white planters. 
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They were brought over under a modified form of slavery, the indentured 
labour system, probably with little or no idea of the actual conditions they 
were to face or the terms of their contracts. Recruiting agents were none too 
scrupulous in enticing men to sign up for a ‘coolie ship,’ and there is reason 
to believe that before the> suppression of slavery in India, in 1843, some 
of the emigrants did not embark voluntarily. But famine, a cash bonus and 
glowing promises are always persuasive factors. 

The sea voyage must have been the worst part of the venture. Several 
hundred coolies were crowded between decks with inadequate ventilation, no 
berths and no space for exercise. The food was often impossible. If the 
emigrants complained too vociferously, cruel and inhumane punishment 
might be meted out to them. Before the opening of the Panama Canal in 
1915, the two month’s journey to British Guiana and the West Indies around 
the Cape of Good Hope was marked by a high mortality, in some cases as 
much as 17 to 20 per cent, among the coolie passengers. The adjustment to 
different climatic conditions was also costly, mortality among the newcomers 
averaging 10 per cent a year. Those who survived and settled down found 
themselves better off economically, but at the cost of losing their cultural 
traditions. 

When their numbers became significant, in some countries they were 
subjected to humilating social and racial discriminations. The indignities 
suffered by the Indians in Kenya and in South Africa originally stimulated 
Gandhi to take up his first great experiment of nonviolent resistance. Denial 
of the right to the franchise, restriction upon the holding of land, compul- 
sory segregation and a head-tax have been some of the unjust handicaps 
which Indian settlers in South Africa have had to face. 

Reports of Indian commissions sent out from time to time to investi- 
gate the conditions of the Indian communities in the colonies stirred up such 
indignation at home that general# restrictions and in some cases a complete 
cessation of emigration have been adopted by the Indian government. 
Since 1922, the whole emigration policy has been revised. Emigration is 
now permitted only under certain fixed rules. Meanwhile Indians in Fiji, 
Kenya and the Union of South Africa have been carrying on their struggle 
to better the conditions under which they live. When the foreign channels 
for emigration were cut off or choked, the tide of migration turned instead 
to Assam and B.urma, but the crowded districts of the United Provinces^ 
especially the eastern districts of Oudh, arc badly in need of an outlet. 

Besides, the varloua cultivators drawn overseas as coolie labourers^ 
I came; upon /a few vilfagers who had a different sort of wqrld expexiencCf 
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Gobare Gir, Goshain who tended the Shiva shrine in the tahsil, began 
a long story one day about a ^^big battle.” It was some time before it dawned 
on me that tucked away here in Pachperwa was a veteran of the great war. He 
had served in Mesopotamia and Persia and had been wounded. Though he 
could point to the scar of a bullet wound in the leg and other slashes on his 
body, he did not know the name of the place where he had received his 
injury. He did know, however, that he had spent two years in a hospital 
in Basra. Very proudly he informed me that he had received a medal. The 
next morning he brought it to me. It was of copper, not much larger than 
an English penny, and it bore the sounding inscription ‘‘Great War for 
Civilization.” But Gobare Gir, as far as I could make out, fought for the 
practical consideration of twenty rupees a month. His ideas of civilization 
were very hazy. At best they did not extend beyond artillery, tanks and 
airplanes. He had managed to save two hundred rupees., Quite evidently 
he was filled with regret that the war, a providential source of income to 
himself, had come to an untimely close. His peace-time earnings of two 
rupees a month for performing his simple duties at the shrine he found in^ 
adequate. 

Another door out — for Indian Mussalmans — was the annual pilgrimage 
to Mecca. Every year ships carry some 25,000 Indian pilgrims from Bomb.ay 
and Karachi to the Red Sea port of Jidda. According to the Station Master, 
at least thirty pilgrims set out from our vicinity every Mecca season, the date 
for the Haj shifting by eleven days from year to year. A barber living at 
Motipur, a mile from Pachperwa, was entitled to great distinction because he 
had been twice to Mecca, and a holy miry who dwelt by himself beside a 
large tank near Bargadwa, had also twice made the long journey to the Holy 
City. The two Hajjhy however, instead of sharing their honours in friendly 
fashion, were bitter rivals. The Mir claimed that he had walked to Mecca 
across Baluchistan and Persia, taking three years to complete his first journey. 
When Fakire told me about him I expressed a hope that he would be so kind 
as to come to see me some day and recount his Mecca experiences, but the 
Mir rejected my invitation with haughty dignity. “He sits all day under 
his little roof reading the Koran,” explained Fakire, a trifle apologetically, 
I was assured that the barber, on the other hand, would have no reluctance 
in describing his journey, and the Station Master promised to bring him 
after mosque the very next Friday. 

“I shall come early, because it will take at least three hours,” he 
beamed, 

^^^Oh, no!, An hour will be plenty of time,” L interjected hastily. 
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The Hajji Barber, better known as Hajji Nahnu in Pachperwa, had a 
Striking appearance. His cotton shirt of huge white and black checks reach- 
ing nearly to his knees gave him a bold and jovial look. White trousers cut 
in at the ankle, a small cap of white muslin and a bag of barber tools, like a 
little wallet, finished him off. His hair and beard were jet black, and he 
wore spectacles well down on his nose. The Station Master and his three 
brocaded sons sat on chairs, but the Hajji Barber, as became his profession, 
squatted on the floor. While he talked he kept snapping his fingers and 
thrusting his hands out dramatically with all the fingers spread. Between 
paragraphs, while the Station Master translated, his eyes roved everywhere,- 
taking in all the details of my house. 

The first time he went to Mecca, seven years ago, he had accompanied 
a rich thekedar of a neighbouring village in the capacity of servant. Having 
learned the ropes, three years later he was again invited to go, this time with 
an enterprising old lady of Ramnagar, whom he called “aunt” — mother of 
the thekedar Bismillah — who undertook the pilgrimage upon her husband’s 
death. 

I began with sordid questions of cost. “It costs five hundred for a poor 
man like me, but a rich man will pay at least a thousand rupees. Your 
Honour would have to pay fifteen hundred,” translated the Station Master. 
The Hajji Barber had an excellent memory. He had paid eighty rupees for 
his steamship ticket on the first trip, which took twenty-one days, and forty- 
five rupees for the return ticket. The second time, prices having risen, it 
cost him one hundred rupees for the out-trip and sixty-five for the return. 
Shipowners know that pilgrims have no money when they start for home, on 
the completion of the pilgrimage, so concessions are made. On the first pil- 
grimage he had waited to buy his food supplies in Bombay, only to discover 
that Bombay prices were sky high. The next time he prudently laid in sup- 
plies at Pachperwa. Experience had taught him another valuable lesson. 
The first time he had taken all his cooking pots and necessaries in one big 
bundle, for which he was charged six rupees excess baggage on his arrival in 
Jidda. When he went again, he tied up his things in small bundles, which 
could be distributed to advantage among the twenty-six members of the 
Pachperwa party, and there was no extra charge. 

All the pilgrims had to be vaccinated at Bombay and undergo medical 
inspection before they were permitted to sail. The ship provided medical 
attention, but not, alas, for the Hajji Barber’s seasickness. At this point he 
gave a dramatic exhibition, so that I might , clearly understand the exact 
nature of his sickness. On board he did the cooking for the party under his 
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wing. The day before landing at Jidda all of the pilgrims put on their 
pilgrim clothes, consisting of two pieces two and a half yards long of unsewn 
white cloth, purchased at Bombay. They wore no head covering, but were 
permitted to keep on their shoes, Jidda the Pachperwa pilgrims joined a 
big company of five or six hundred other pilgrims under the leadership of a 
maulvi, each pilgrim paying the maulvi ten rupees for his services as guide. 
They set out after five o’clock evening prayers to march the forty-five miles 
from Jidda to Mecca. They walked all night, rested the following day, and 
walked again through the second night. Torches made of oil-soaked cloth 
lighted the way. They reached Mecca, lying in a depression below the rim 
of desert hills, at four in the morning. ‘^It looked very fine,” said the Hajji 
Barber. was filled with astonishment.” 

Here the party was split up into groups and housed in different parts of 
the city. The cost of lodging depended on proximity to the Kaaba. The 
poor filter out to the periphery of the city. Naturally, the Hajji Barber had 
performed all the proper ceremonies at the Holy City. As soon as he had 
had his bath he went to the Kaaba, entering the court of the Great Mosque 
by the Baba Salaam. ^‘There are forty-two gates, but it is by Baba Salaam 
that one must enter,” he said impressively. Then he made his seven turns 
around the Kaaba. But there were too many people for him to get anywhere 
near the sacred Black Stone, set in the wall of the sanctuary and hidden by 
a curtain. 

Next there were prayers to be said at special places. After this he ran 
back and forth between Mecca and the hill to which Ishmael’s mother went 
when her son was born. There was nothing to eat but sherbet bought at 
vendors’ stands. The sun was hot, to be sure, but when one is on sacred pil- 
grimage one gladly stands discomfort. Having completed these preliminaries, 
he was duly shaved, all except his beard and one little lock on the left side 
of his head, and was free to wear his Indian clothes again until the three 
mad days of the real Haj. Then, once again submerged among the vast 
crowds, he struggled to touch the Black Stone, prayed endless prayers, drank 
of the sacred Zum-zum water, and at Mina threw his forty-nine pebbles, 
spending the night on the hill of Mujalfa. And the Haj was over, save for 
three days of feasting on goat’s flesh and other delicacies. After Friday pray- 
ers, the general exodus of pilgrims commenced— a few going on to Medina, 
the most retracing their steps to Jidda, where they scrambled for passage on 
the steamers waiting to take them to Egypt, India, Java or the Philippines. 

He half closed his eyes, trying to remember what had impressed him 
most in his pilgrimage. It was the sight of the Kaaba^ he finally announced* 
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And next to this, the intoning of the Koran and the calls to prayer from the 
seven minarets of the Great Mosque. There was no such reading of the 
Koran at any other place in the world. It made tears roll down his checks, 
and no thought could dwell in his consciousness except that God was God 
and Mahomet was His Prophet. 

As for the material treasures he brought home to Pachperwa, there 
was first a sealed tin of Zum-zum water. One drop of this made a whole 
jar of ordinary water holy. He also brought some rosaries, a package of dates, 
black antimony for the eyes, and a small square of the Holy Cloth that had 
covered the Kaaba. At the completion of the Haj this had been cut into 
tiny bits for the pilgrims. He paid tvvclv^e annas to his maulvd to secure a 
few inches. He had eaten the dates and given the antimony and rosaries 
away, but he was keeping the two-piece garment he had worn as a pilgrim 
for a burial shroud. Before long he would go again, and he would not come 
back from his next pilgrimage. His three sons were now grown, and he had 
no special tie or duty to stand in the way of dying at Mecca. 

I thanked him for the interesting account of his experiences and con- 
gratulated him on being one of the two men of the community who had 
actually made the great journey twice. “He says,’’ remarked the Station 
Master, “that the other Hajji, that Mir, is an impostor. They were both 
on the same ship coming back, and from something the Mir let slip, he is 
convinced this other man never made the journey by land But he says so, 
to impress ignorant people.” 

Not long after, when I was riding along outside the village on an ele- 
phant, I unexpectedly came upon a lonely little hut under a soft thorn tree 
on the bank abwe a large tank. The mahout remarked that a sadhu lived 
there. In the village Mohammedan and Hindu ascetics were indiscriminately 
referred to as sadhus. As the hermit came to the door of his hut, I realized 
that he mast be the barber’s rival. He was wearing a shirt and skirt of ex- 
quisite apricot colour which set off his black hair and beard, glistening with 
oil. He and his little hut were immaculately clean. He greeted me with dig- 
nity, asking me to descend and accept the shelter of his roof from the hot sun. 
He also brought the mahout a drink of water, passing up to him a brass jar. 
The front of the house was entirely open except for a low half wall. The 
roof of thatch was supported by peeled but uncut posts. Within was a plat- 
form of mud, swept very clean, which evidently served as a seat of medita- 
tion by day and a bed by night. 

For two years now he had lived alone in. his little hut. He said he 
had forsaken *th’C’ world;- preferring 'solitude in whith he could, occupy hisi 
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thoughts with God. He took no care for the body. (But his clothes and oiled 
beard refuted this assertion.) For companionship he had his holy books. 

“But how do you get your food I inquired. 

“God provides it,” he replied. “People come, and they bring all I 
need. I have never wanted for anything.” 

No doubt the sanctity of his life and his fame for having gone over- 
land to Mecca drew followers to him. Incidentally he received gifts for 
reading the future and finding answers to all sorts of questions. He was the 
baba, I learned later, whom Asgar was so eager to have name the thief who 
had stolen his watch. He was reserved, mysterious, austere, to all appear- 
ances concerned with holy things. His manners were those of the saint. I 
was quite ready to believe that be spent most of his time meditating upon 
God. As we rode away he climbed to the top of the embankment and stood 
watching us wind our way across the fields, an unforgettable picture in his 
pale pink, wind-blown skirts, silhouetted against the blazing sky. 

The old lady who had been to Mecca with the barber excited my 
interest. She was one of five women then living in the vicinity to have made 
pilgrimage. The Hajji Barber offered to bring her to see me, since she did 
not observe purdah. It seemed more appropriate for me to call on her, and the 
barber duly arranged a visit for eight o’clock in the morning, the customary 
visiting hour in our rural society. It was a little after six when we set out. I 
rode on Champa, the baby elephant, and the Hajji Barber, merrily singing, 
strode in front, a pair of black checked pantaloons tucked up to his knees. 
Fakire marched behind with his faithful lathi. The early morning air was 
very pleasant, though the sky looked as if it might spill some rain drops on 
us before we returned. The mahout was full of complaints. He and his ele- 
phant had taken part in a Bania marriage procession in the New Bazar the 
night before, and he had received nothing, not even food. I tried to soothe 
his feelings with mention of forthcoming bakshish. The barber, however, 
was in a contagiously cheerful mood. As he walked briskly ahead of little 
Champa he was singing after this wise ; 

“// is delusion to think in terns of Kaaba or Temple^ 0 Oof's Light! 
Whether candle of Kaaba or torch of Temple y it is all one- I lie prostrate be- 
fore the door of God's House- Neither 1 msy nor mil 1 bey separated from the 
threshold of the Beloved- O ungodly people! It is senseless to oppose the folhm- 
ers of Mahomet- The Belo'^ed pervades everyvsherey in Kaaba and in Temple-" 

When wc arrived at Ramnagar the whole village swarmed into the 
open space in front of Bismillah’s house. The house was of the usual type 
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for a well-to-do thekedar — two long wings with projecting roofs, facing an 
open court. A white sheet had been laid out upon the ground and in the 
middle a table was spread with what looked like a Thanksgiving feast. The 
chair before it showed where I was expected to sit. As I slid oft Champa, 
Bismillah Khan came forward and held out two rupees to me as a ceremonial 
offering. He treated me as if I had been an estate official. Thanking him, I 
touched the money, and back went the rupees promptly into his pocket, to 
the bitter disappointment of the mahout. 

The eiali overwhelmed me — several pounds of husked rice, squashes, to- 
matoes, a cauliflower, four huge mangoes — a servant, it seemed, had gone all 
the way to Balrampur to purchase these — a dozen eggs, two live hens and three 
pomegranates ! The eggs were reposing on a beautifully woven round plate 
of dyed straw made by Bismillah’s wife. I felt some relief when I found that 
I was not expected to eat anything on the spot. The dali, upon the vehe- 
ment insistence of my hosts, went home with me, on the heads of the barber 
and a servant of the thekedar. 

The old Hajjin now appeared on the scene. She sat on a low chair near 
me while a solid bank of onlookers walled us in. I liked her at once. Her 
white hair was visible under her orini, or small head covering, but she looked 
very lively and as sound as a hickory tree. Her purple cotton trousers gave 
her an almost saucy appearance. Her son said she was eighty, but Indian 
villagers have a disconcerting way of adding anything up to twenty years to 
the age or taking off twenty with equal indifference. At any rate, the Hajjin 
looked like a woman who, having decided to go to Mecca, would certainly go 
there. 

Mecca was a fine big city, but not so big as Bombay, she maintained. 
She had made the journey from Jidda by camel, and in spite of the desert 
heat she had not felt specially tired. As souvenirs she brought back some 
antimony for the eyes — that from Mecca was better than any that could be 
bought at home — and some Zum-zum water in a tin resembling an oil can, 
produced for my benefit. Unfortunately the water had dried up before she 
could get it home. She had also bought some rosaries, six for six annas — 
“Oh, no, six rosaries for eight annas !” corrected the Hajji Barber. One ot 
them was shown to me, blue glass beads with a few red and white ones work- 
ed in and “Made in Germany” stamped all over it. Recently she had gone 
on another pilgrimage in India to Agra, Ajmir and Delhi. Allah willing, she 
would go again to Mecca and Medina some day. 

The next time, I told her, she would undoubtedly make the journey 
from Jidda by motor car. I had just been reading in my newspaper from 
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Allahabad particulars of the first pilgrim ship of the Mecca season getting 
under way for the Haj. Eighty -seven motors, it seemed, were now in service 
between Jidda and Mecca. Yet I preferred to think of the Hajji Barber and 
his old lady on a camel moving slowly along with the band of pilgrims 
through the Arabian night, their way lighted by flaring cloth torches, instead 
of racing to Mecca in two hours in a rattling motor car. 

In ways like these, something of the outside world percolated through 
to the village. Those who had had the experience of foreign travel were 
sure of an appreciative audience when they returned home, and if they drew 
upon a fertile imagination in describing the marvels they had seen, so much 
the bettor. Their stories knocked at the door of imagination and provoca- 
tively set others wondering. 
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ONE DAY THERE WAS REJOICING FOR A CERTAIN 
member of the tahsil staff, who was also a rent contractor for three villages. 
He had unexpectedly had his official salary raised from fifty rupees a year to 
a hundred. To celebrate his good fortune it was suggested to him that he 
should give a nautch party, and among others I was also asked to come. 

The nautch was to be staged in the verandah of the Mohammedan 
chaprasis’ house, and I had only to step across the tahsil grounds. Chairs 
had been placed for the Tahsildar and me at one end of the large white 
floor cloth. The rest of the audience squatted along the walls. Among the 
outside guests were two or three Marwaris, the Brahmin compounder from 
the hospital and the head schoolmaster. As usual the Ayah and I were the 
only women present. 

The first number on the programme was a song and dance by a Paharin 
—a hillgirl from Nepal. She was scarcely the theatrical nautch girl of West- 
ern imagination. Her broad Mongolian face and slim body had a certain 
appealing quality hard to define, perhaps a perfection of racial type. No one 
except an artist would have thought her beautiful. Her eyebrows were pluck- 
ed into a slender tapering curve. Her freshly oiled hair, parted on one side, 
combed smoothly back and braided in a large coil at the neck, gleamed like 
black lacquer. Her clothes were shabby. She had anklets with little bells, 
red glass bangles, a microscopic gold button in her left nostril and earrings of 
brass-loops strung with glass beads. Her orchestra consisted of one man saw- 
ing at a sarangiy the crude prototype of the violin, and a boy tinkling minia- 
ture cymbals. 

She sang in a hoarse, overstrained voice, feet clinging to the ground, 
heels stamping rhythmically, bells jingling to the beat of the song. She 
postured with her arms, repeating ever the same graceful but stereotyped 
poses. First she sang a village song, then a mountain song and then an Urdu 
poem set to music. With her mountain song her dancing grew livelier. She 
whirled first to one side and then to the other, until her tinselled skirt un- 
dulated all around her, and now and then she made sudden swoops to the 
ground. Behind her a man held a fag torch, fed with oil from a slim-necked, 
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fat-bellied bottle. He followed carefully every movement of the dancer, 
always keeping the torch directed toward her face, which remained as imper- 
sonal as if carved out of wood. When she sat down at the end, wrapping 
herself in a dark red shawl, for the first time her face became human. Sud- 
denly it looked sad. She bowed, saluted us with folded hands and disappear- 
ed through the crowd. 

he play that followed was performed by a little troupe of six actors 
accompanied by four musicians from a village a few miles away. There were 
three such theatrical companies in our tahsil, including our own little com- 
pany of Pachperwa, in which Asgar Ali starred when not acting as my dish- 
washer and lamp tender. The role of leading lady on the present occasion 
was played by a young Kahcirt of the palanquin- bearing caste. His dark-skin- 
ned f;icc, coated with liquid white, had an ashy gray look. What appeared at 
first as perspiration turned out to be a sprinkling of gold powder. 

All the actors sang their parts. The plot of the play was simple to 
follow. Scenery was entirely dispensed with. A man of noble birth and his 
beautiful wife had gone on a journey. Overtaken by night in a jungle fre- 
quented by d-acoits, they found themselves in a dangerous situation, but at 
last, overcome by sleep, the husband lay down while the wife, in true Indian 
style, remained on guard. No sooner had he pulled a red cloth over his head 
than four robbers appeared on the scene. One bore a large sword. Another, 
with a black rag tied about his head and a puttee wrapped around one leg, 
carried an ancient blunderbuss at least six feet long. A tall fellow with a wig 
of coal-black cotton hair falling below his shoulders flourished a lathi. The 
leader of the gang, also with long hair and a ferocious beard to his waist, was 
adorned with an ill-fitting khaki coat and a cartridge belt. 

Aroused from his .slumbers, the hero battled artistically, he and the 
robbers advancing in turn and making passes at one another, until the robber 
chief finished him off with magic. The poor wife at this juncture fainted 
dead away and did not come to life until the robbers had departed with the 
valuables. As she was then lamenting the loss of her lord, singing that she 
would now commit sati, the robber chief, miraculously reformed into a ‘holy 
man,’ returned with a rosary around his wrist and a pilgrim’s staff in his 
hand. Overhearing the fatal decision, he restored the husband to life by the 
same magic with which he had killed him and commanded his companions 
to hand back the stolen jewels. 

During the robber act, I noticed that one of the villains in the play 
kept edging out toward the audience and whispering something to Asgar Ali, 
who remained stolidly indifferent. At last, quite audibly, the robber informed 
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Asgar that Jawahir the cook wanted him immediately in the kitchen. Annoy- 
ed at being left alone to guard camp while Asgar and the Ayah were enjoying 
themselves at the play, Jawahir had sent his irate summons by the actor, since 
no one else could get across to the other side of the temporary stage. Asgar 
finally tore himself away. The audience, to judge by the faces, enjo}ed 
every minute of the play, and I could see genuine emotion at the lady’s grief 
over the supposed death of her husband. On the whole the acting was not 
bad, but the real merit of the performance lay in the fact that the villagers 
could entertain themselves. 

Most village plays are based on well known legends and stories, and 
even illiterate actors are quite capable of transforming themselves at will into 
familiar heroes and gods. Any incident from the epics is a suitable theme. 
Manners and customs are satirized in short extemporaneous interludes, and in 
these a clever actor docs not spare an opportunity to raise a laugh at the ex- 
pense of some local character. Our Pachperwa company included, among 
others, a Mohammedan tobacco dealer, Asgar Ali and Sheobalak the Hindu 
confectioner, and the chief music was a Hindu baba’s harmonium. The 
village companies perform on all sorts of special occasions — puja ceremonies, 
weddings, celebrations of one kind or another. The whole village attends, 
and the host pays the bill. It is certainly not excessive. For the tahsil enter- 
tainment I witnessed, each actor received a rupee. 

The village story-teller is another of the time-honoured institutions. 
The Tahsildar once arranged a story-telling evening on my behalf. One of 
his own peons, he aaid, was a skilled teller of tales, and there was another 
man in me village who often entertained with his narrative art. The peon 
turned out to be an old fellow who parted his brown and white beard down 
the middle of his chin and tied the two ends back with string behind his 
ears. He was generously turbaned and well wrapped up in a plaid blanket ; 
for this was January and at night we all huddled gratefully around a char- 
coal brazier. Next to the peon squatted a bareheaded young man whose 
identity I did not know, and then came the village story-teller, shivering in 
a cotton sheet. 

The Tahsildar asked the villager what sort of story he would tell us. 
He had two stories, he replied, one about a legendary king and the other 
about the famous Raja of Ujjain, Vikramaditya. Both were long. One alone, 
he announced, would take all night to tell. A little alarmed, I asked if the 
peon did not know a shorter one. The old chaprasi, with ill disguised eager- 
ness, immediately launched into his tale. He did not look at us at all, but 
faced the young man, seated between himself and the villager. It jiow ap- 
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peared that this person was a professional listener. He kept his eyes glued to 
the face of the story-teller and at every pause said, “Mmmmmmmmmm,” 
thus expressing attentiveness and a desire to hear more. It took the Tahsil- 
dar a full half hour to translate the peon’s short story — a moral tale about a 
king and a Bania and the Bania’s beautiful and virtuous wife, who resisted 
dishonourable overtures made by the king in her husband’s absence. When 
the turn of the village story-teller came the professional listener hitched him- 
self around and continued to say “Mmmmmmmmmm” at every pause in the 
new story, which dealt with a raja, distinguished by great wisdom, humility 
and courtscy, who eventually succeeded in reaching Indra’s palace, where 
beautiful, celestial nymphs danced and sang for him. The story covered al- 
together sixteen episodes. At the end of an hour or two the Tahsildar sug- 
gested to the villager that he might speed up the end, but this was beyond 
his capacity. He could tell it only in the literal sequence in which he had 
learned it. The Tahsildar’s patience was exhausted, and we never got beyond 
the ninth episode. 

The story-teller himself was a tenant cultivating two and a half acres 
of land, yet how lightly, in his story, two lakhs of rupees tripped oft' his 
tongue ! He was perfectly at home in palaces, and he thoroughly understood 
kingly virtues and responsibilities. It was quite evident that he was lost in 
the fine world he was fashioning with his own words. He had learned this 
talc, he told us afterward, from somebody now dead who used to tell it in the 
village years before. 

Itinerant entertainers also turned up to reap small harvests of pice for 
amusing the village. Men with trained animals, jugglers, acrobats, snake 
charmers, fortune tellers, magicians, were familiar in Pachperwa. Every bazar 
day was sure to find one or another of them on hand. 

The bear trainer announced his arrival with a penetrating rattle, made 
by shaking a damaru, a tiny hourglass drum with a leaden ball on a string. As 
soon as a crowd collected, the bear would be made to go through its tricks. 
These bears were the medium-sized black fellows from the Himalayas with a 
white V under their chins. Obviously they performed out of fear. The bear 
stood up on its hind legs, while the trainer sang various little songs, and 
directed its movements by a rope fastened through the nose cartilage. If the 
song described a mother rocking her baby, the bear would hold up its front 
paws and sway back and forth, hugging an imaginary child. Sometimes it 
would dance a ‘‘shimmy,” to the great delight of the children. The climax 
of the performance was invariably a simulated struggle between the bear 
and his master, in which both rolled over and over on the ground. Then 
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the bear would salaam the audience, and annas and pice would be in order. 

I soon acquired a reputation for being a patron of the juggling arts. 
Whenever a travelling entertainer appeared, he was led to my hill, the w^hole 
village following at his heels. One hot afternoon the familiar whine of a 
gourd flute sounded through the still air. Up the hill came, not the snake 
charmer I expected, but a Mohammedan juggler who said he had come from 
Balrampur. With a bushy white beard and a g'gantic white tuiban on his 
head, he had theatrierd presence suited to his part. A lean helper marched 
behind, carrying the tricks in a red cloth and the rolled mat on which the 
would sit. Plucked out of the village to help, was a potter’s boy, an 
alert little fellow with a twinkling eye and a contagious grin. 

I installed the stranger near my shi?ham tree, and the audience crow- 
ded upon the verandah and overflowed on the lawn. First the juggler began 
to bring up marbles out of his mouth. He would utter a loud cry Ii!:e 
and then, face turned toward the sun, slce/es rolled up and hands folded in 
his lap, he w'ould open a cavernous mouth and spit out large vvet marbles, 
one after another. There was nc thing fldse ab">ut them, d'hey rolled solidly 
along on the mat. Now and then he would cough up something extra, like a 
wooden top, which he set spinning for us. Somewhere in his interior he 
seemed to have pouches like a squirrel or a monkey, for he produced at least 
ten marbles and two tops. 

Then he went through the rest of his repertoire. He changed a rupee 
into a lemon, made three balls roll uphill, and a clay bird in a bowl of water 
dip and reappear at command. He pulled yards of string out of the astonish- 
ed village boy’s dhoti — roars of laughter from the audience! He filled a tin 
box with straw', set Are to it and, removing the lid, shook out a hanJful of 
sweets w'hich he tossed to the enchanted children. As a climax, he oflered 
to bring up his lungs.. achchha! h'ai cchhlaT exclaimed the Ayah with 
horror, covering her face. But I was quite ready to fee the ordeal. He 
coughed a few times, puffed out his checks until they rccncd ready to burst, 
and with spasmodic jerks produced a three-foot string of a transparent sau- 
sage-shaped something, which he then slowly sucked in again. The perform- 
ance met with flattering applause, and the urchin who had taken part was 
the local hero of the afternoon. 

Village poverty does not permit much in the way of expensive toys. 
The potter, for an anna apiece, made little clay carts with wheels that actu- 
ally turned on a wooden axle. On certain days the ground about his door 
was covered with clay carts. He also made crude mud dolls. More elaborate 
ones, carved from wood, could be ordered from the carpenter. Most of the 
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children’s games required nothing more elaborate than pebbles and a stick 
with which to scratch some checkerboard pattern in the dust. The children 
themselves were curiously dignified for their years. The little goatherds and 
buft*alo tenders and grass cutters had a solemn air of responsibility. In the 
schools Indian children nowadays have to be taught to play games. But 
wrestling and lathi fencing, kite flying and contests between fighting birds, 
oflbred a variety of amusements for both the younger and older children of 
our village. 

Card playing among certain groups of men was also popular. The 
Doctor, the Patwari and the school teachers made a card table out of the well 
curb near the hospital, and here they were to be seen with their feet com- 
fortably tucked up, playing cards nearly every evening. Another group of 
players used to sit on a string bed outside one of the Bania’s house in Pach- 
perwa. That they played for money I took for granted. Both Hindus and 
Mussalmans share this weakness, though the Hindus claim to be the most 
ancient gamblers in the world. In the MahcMarata did not Yudhisthira the 
'Pruthful, eldest of ihe Pandavas, stake and lose his kingdom and his wife 
Draupadi in a game of dice, bringing misfortune to the house of Pandu ? 
Ifikevvisc Nala was enticed ij^to gambling a\^ay the kingdom of the Nishadhas 
by his jealous brother Piishkara. 

A spontaneous outlet for every villager and for all the moods of the 
village w'as music. I can still licar the vibrant song of a cartman I never saw 
to my knowledge, wlio used to drive his lumbering cart along the read past 
my house late at night. His voice had a strangely moving quality. It made 
no diflercncc that I could not understand the >vords. Another cartman’s song 
heard in the distiict I managed to have translated. The 7'ahsildar and the 
Peshkar and the Station Master, as a matter of fact, all helped me collect the 
songs of the village folk, but they constantly pointed out that the illiterate 
villagers misused words and as often as not made an unintelligible jumble of 
their songs. This one was called a hhok — a type of song expressing the pangs 
of separation : 

people y m have to go on a journey y and the destination is far; let us 
join in the mnhip of God to-day • 

When Death comes it rsaits for nohodyy it comes mth a chain to carry the 
soul amy* 

The sole leaves by one of the ten gates of the body ; rich or poory it is all 
the same to Death* 

Vain is the lamentation of father and mother! When the time comesy Death 
bites like a serpent and is gone, and none can stry him* 
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All the riche i of the mrld and all the armies of the mrld are useless to the 
soul Tphen it leaves the body> 

Brothers^ wrship God to-day andy being at one mth Hinh knovp peaces 

The wisdom of the sages is this: Worship God as Rama, Lakshman and 
Sitay before life ebbs avtay-’^ 

Song wove itself in and out of the daily life of the village in an ever 
recurring pattern. The brick makers at Hawaii Singh^s factory, in their huts 
of loosely stacked bricks, entertained themselves at night by singing. Asgar 
announced his return from supper by a lusty caroling. Unlike Ram Lakhan, 
who had real musical feeling, Asgar was content to make a cheerful noise. In 
the hot nights before the rain, when the popiyas called intermittently from 
the mango tree and none of us could sleep much, I listened to the tahsil 
peons singing hour upon hour — strains that came plaintively through the 
darkness, broken into infinitely small fragments of sound. 

One day a particularly energetic burst of song drew me outside to find 
a Mohammedan sweetmeat seller going the rounds of the tahsil with man- 
goes and custard apples of sugar, tied to fresh green mango branches fastened 
to his staff. His song did not, as I supposed, advertise the merit of his wares. 
He sang whatever came into his head. One son| was a puritanical attack on 
the tendency of women in these degenerate days to wear expensive finery. 
“No longer do they wish to wear coarse garments to melas> They like fine 
thin saris with colours. In this way they lose their honour,” sang the itiner- 
ant Halwai from Sitapur. 

Religious mendicants did not go from house to house knocking at the 
doors, but stood outside and sang. Both Hindu ascetics and Mohammedan 
fakirs have an endless repertory of devotional songs. The one group will sing 
of the delights of Paradise and the splendour of the Durbar of Allah ; the 
other, of the intimate relation between the devotee and God, or of God in 
his varied forms as the baby Krishna, as Krishna the cowherd, as Rama the 
Lotus eyed, as Shiva the Great Yogi. The people learn these same songs and 
sing them after the wanderers have passed on. 

The songs of three great religious poets who lived in the fifteenth and 
sixteenth centuries are still sung to-day all over India. Devotees of Rama and 
Sita find their greatest source of inspirations in the songs of Tulsidas, best 
known for his popular translation of the Ramayana from Sanskrit into Hindi. 
The worshippers of Krishna chant the songs of Mirabai, who lived during 
the reign of the great Mogul Emperor Akbar. 

Akbar was fond of music, and at his court he kept a famous singer and 
maker of songs, Tansen, said to have gathered his melodics from listening to 
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the songs of the humble cultivators as they drew water at the well. One day 
Akbar, according to the legend, asked if there was any better singer in all 
India, and Tansen answered that Mirabai, the great devotee of Krishna, was 
hjs superior. The Emperor disguised himself as a sadhu and went with Tan- 
sen to the temple where Mirabai sang daily. While she was singing ecstatic- 
ally, unconscious of the world, Akbar placed his own jewelled necklace around 
her throat. Her husband, Rana of Udaipur, as soon as he saw the costly 
gift, accused her of having a lover and drove her away. Later he was warn- 
ed in a dream that his raj would be destroyed if he did not bring her back 
and Mirabai, touched by the sufferings caused by famine in the land, re- 
turned, though she had dedicated herself to the adoration of Krishna. At 
the end of her life, singing before Krishna’s image at Dwarka, she suddenly 
vanished into the image. 

Kabir, the third great song maker, was the adopted son of a Moham- 
medan weaver. He became a disciple of Ramananda. For him the barriers 
between Islam and Hinduism did not exist. Hindus and Mussalmans alike 
sing the songs of Kabir, whose body at his death was disputed between them, 
Sikhs, too, honour his memory, since Nanak, the founder of Sikhism, was a 
disciple of Kabir. In his songs, some of which have been translated by 
Tagore, he preaches only the one invisible Unity : 

*7 laugA Tpben I hear that the fish in the mter is thirsty : 

You do not see that the Real is in your home, and you vsander from forest to 
forest listlessly! 

Here is the truth! Go r9here you roilL to Benares or to Mathura; if you 
do not find your soul, the mrld is unreal to you-^^ 

“0 servant, inhere dost thou seek Me? 

Lc! I am beside thee* 

I am neither in temple nor in mosque-'^ 

When the spring crops were ripening toward the end of February and 
cultivators spent the night guarding them against thieves and animals, they 
sang songs of the Holi season, celebrating Krishna’s playtime and his sport 
with the milkmaids of Brindaban. These songs were especially popular with 
the Ahirs, who worship Krishna the Divine Herdsman, and claim descent 
from him. 

“/» the lanes of Brindaban Krishna promised to meet us* 

He has gone to Dmrka T 9 hile m are miting for him isith garlands, 
vthich are fading* 
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In the lanes of Brindaban Krishna is patrolling like a thief 

He drinks our milk and breaks our potsj and curd Horn like mter in the 
street- 

In a land where life is regulated by an almost ritualistic adherence to 
tradition, music, too, follows a definite pattern. The ragas arc the Indian 
equivalent for scales, and every raga represents a particular group of notes, 
giving rise to a distinctive and recognizable melody, or mode. Since quarter 
tones and smaller fractional notes are used — the octave ordinarily includes 
twenty-two notes — plenty of melodic variety is possible, but harmony, as it 
is known in the West, is lacking. The rhythms in Indian music are much 
more complicated than in Western music, with time beats corresponding to a 
wide variety of poetic metres. 

The many ragas — traditionally seventy-tw but now multiplied into 
hundreds — are perfectly di ccrniblc to the trained Indian ear. Moreover, 
love of enduring patterns in life has decreed that certain ragas shall be sung or 
played at particular seasons of the )car or particular times of the day or night. 
The Kajli is the raga of rainy scison, the C/nita i'^ a summer song, the Bhajany 
a song of devotion, Basanta, ^ spring soig, Meghy a s mg of exuberant joy in 
anticipation of the rain, Bhairavay ^ song of a^cctism and reverence, Panchanay 
a song of calm night. In imitation of the classical ragas popular songs have 
sprung up. The Dhobia Rag is shouted by the washerman as he slaps his 
clothes on a board. 

Though Pachperwa did not boast any musician who could play the 
vina, sitar or esraj, flutes of metal or bamboo, brass horns, cymbals, sarangis, 
and a dozen different sorts of drums were constantly shattering our theoreti- 
cal rural quiet. Among the instrument players the drummers were certainly 
the most ubiquitous. Their skill in minipulating complex rhythms filled me 
with admiration. An Indian can produce rhythm even out of a clay pot, and 
pot drums were, in fact, a pulsing undertone of life in Pachperwa. Slapping 
on a bare thigh would serve as an accompaniment for a song, if nothing else 
was available. Thus I grew used to associating music in some form with 
every mood of the village and every significant incident of village life. 

Yet my baby phonograph was not popular among the villagers, except 
with Ram L-^khan, who listened attentively to violin, song and orchestral 
records and expressed very positively his preference and dislike for certain 
selections. Western music, with its elaborate harmonies, did not appeal to 
the Indian villagers. They found it too complex, too ^^noisy,” they said, to 
suit their tastes. 

For sheer excitement and joy, a mela offers inexhaustible diversion to 
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the Indian countryside. This combination of fair and religious festival is 
held at a fixed time in association with some particular shrine or sacred bath- 
ing spot. The greatest of the Indian melas is the Kumbh Mela, which occurs 
every three years at four sacred cities in turn, and which is attended by 
several million pilgrims, but the Magh Mela, held in January at Prayag— or 
Allahabad, as it is called by Westerners— -is the most popular of the annual 
melas of northern India. The Magh Mela lasts for a whole month, and its 
principal feature is the bathing at the confluence of the sacred Jumna and 
Ganges. For the accommodation of the million pilgrims, tents and temporary 
shelters arc erected. Pennants and flags fluttering from tall poles show where 
hostels have been established, many of them by charitable associations or rich 
patrons, for pilgrims coming from special localities. 

It is the ambition of very pious villager, especially in the United Pro- 
vinces, to go to at least one Magh Mela, as well as to visit the great shrines 
sanctified by associations of centuries — Brindaban, Hardwar, Ayodhya, Benar- 
es, Gaya. For Mussalmans the tombs of holy saints have the same attraction. 
But the poor villager cannot afford to undertake a long journey away from 
home very oftpn, and so for the most part he has to content himself with 
some local mela. 

In March I began to hear much of Dcbi Patan and its three-day 
annual fair soon to take place. Debi Patan was close to Balrampur — the rail- 
way fare from Pachperwa was only twelve annas. All the Pachperwa traders 
and those of surrounding villages rented booths to display their stocks. 
Haweli Singh obtained the contract for the sacred tank in which sacrificial 
goats and buffaloes for the goddess Kali, whose temple was the heart of the 
mela, would be given their ceremonial baths at so many annas per tead. 
The proceeds from ground rents and other taxes, amounting to something 
like five thousand rupees each year, went to the Balrampur Estate. 

I had promised to take the Ayah to Debi Patan. The only train left 
at two in the morning. Accompanied by a bodyguard of tahsil peons, we 
walked to the station by lantern light. On the platform, many people were 
rolled up asleep, waiting for the train. I saw the man from Trinidad, now a 
recruiting agent. He said he was going to the mela to sell 250 rupees* 
worth of red peppers. The Thanadar was there, too, taking a miserable 
hand -cuffed prisoner to Gonda. 

The sun was just rising when we arrived at Debi Patan. Thousands 
were camping in the bare fields or wandering about the grounds of the mela, 
which had been built up with rows of temporary booths until the place look- 
ed like a small city. A special feature of Debi Patan fair is the horse mart, 
► ai 
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aad long lines of horses were staked oat at a corner of a.grove* Little black and 
white Nepalese ponies brought down from the hills were much in evidence, 
but there were also finer horse breeds. The Peshkar, yvho had come along, 
managed a shrewd piece of business, selling his old horse at a good price and 
buying a new one at a bargain price of less than seventy-five rupees. AU day, 
as the Ayah and I wandered about, we encountered village friends. The, 
tailors were there in full force with their sewing michines, stitching muslin 
caps. The cloth merchants unrolled their bolts of cloth and displayed fancy 
saris and dhotis. The goldsmiths were plying a brisk trade. The Ayah dis-, 
covered that her brother from Balrampur had set up a food booth, and she 
thriftily exacted a free meal from him. The fun for the crowd was princi- 
pally in the sights and in the driving of anna bargains. After a few hours 
the dust and heat and crowds sent me back to the Public Works Rest House, 
but the Ayah was indefatigable in her sight-seeing. 

Much is said and written of Hindu-Moslcm ill-will and communal 
strife and tension, especially at times of political crisei. In towns and cities, 
during Moharram, the authorities take special precautions to prevent commu- 
nal conflicts. People are forbidden to carry lathis, and ordinances limit even 
the length and thickness of the walking stiexs that may be carried at this 
time. But I could see almost no traces of bad feeling in my little corner of 
India. TheTahsildar reiterated that fifteen years ago communal clashes were 
almost unknown. They have come as a result of recent political developments^ 
In Pachperwa it was hard to tell whether Moharram was a Hindu or a 
Mohammedan festival. The ten days of mourning for All’s two sons, the 
martyred Hassan and Hossein, were transformed into a gay little fete during 
which Hindus, along with Mussalmans, wore their best clothes, stayed up 
all night, ate as much as they could afford to buy, and delighted themselves 
with those fantastic paper and bamboo cenotaphs, called taSiias, which were 
carried in the Moharram procession. 

For weeks before Moharram, the villagers were feverishly engaged in 
making tazias. Stacks of square papers replaced the cloth in the dyer’s shop, 
and these Rajab stamped in different colours and patterns. The whole village 
was hard at work pasting Rajab’s papers or sheets of brilliant isinglass, on 
skeleton frameworks of bamboo, and in making lantern-like domes to top off 
the marvellous skyscrapers ten or twelve feet high. If you are rich, you con- 
tribute half a dozen tazias to the Moharram procession. If you are industri- 
ous, you make and sell as many to others. In any case everybody, Hindu as 
well as .Mussalman, hopes to turn out with something at the last sfecoridv 
ThisrWas^alu’s ruomsnt of triumph^Kalu, chief artist of pachpervya. I camb 
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upon him, very proud and pleased with himself, putting the finishing touches 
to his masterpiece. He had used transparent oiled green and red paper and 
had painted all his strips with charming friezes of flowers. 

Tazias are supposed to have been invented by Timur in the fourteenth 
century. Not being able to take part in the annual pilgrimage of mourning 
to Kerbela, he ordered a miniature tomb of Ali, the Prophet’s martyred son- 
in-law, to be carried in the Moharram procession at Delhi, which he had 
just conquered. Nowadays Ali’s sons, the popular heroes Hassan and Hossein, 
have their little coffins, like twin beds, inside the gay paper tombs. Balls of 
mud stuck on matches at the ends of the silver or gold paper coffins represent 
their turbaned heads. 

The drums were going a full week before July first, when Moharram 
fell that year. Every night I listened to the thump-thump, thump-thump, 
thump-thump of the Mo/, the t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t of the little cup-drum of clay, 
at intervals the trembling clash of cymbals. After Moharram had really 
begun, the music was even more insistent. Instead of an hour or two, 
it lasted half the night. Lying in bed, I could distinguish one set of drums 
going full bjast at Bargadwa, one at the New Bazar, another in Pachperwa 
itself. They seemed to inspire the frogs with a spirit of rivalry. Frogs and 
drums, drums and frogs, mosquitoes singing incessantly, the windy whir of 
bats* wings flicking overhead — haunting memories of Moharram nights ! 

On the eighth night of the festival there was a tazia procession around 
the village, and the next night the tazias were displayed outside the houses 
on square benches. Usually the village was very dark. The lights were too 
faint and small to cast more than a pale blur. On the night of the procession, 
however, the main street was dotted with torches. A crowd of men surged 
along, holding aloft a towering tazia, its gaudy walls rising in three narrow- 
ing stories and crowned by a gold paper dome. By the magnificence of his 
tazia a man rises to sudden fime. This one was the handiwork of Haidar 
Julaha, an ex-weaver. The Maulvi Sahib, in a long white gown, smoking a 
cigarette, acted as stage manager, though no words could be heard above the 
mad beating of drums, A sturdy old man marched in front, holding a large 
book from which he chanted the tale of the beloved martyrs. With his free 
hand he beat his hairy breast in a somewhat mechanical way, keeping time 
to the double thump of the big drums. Behind pushed a crowd of men, 
women and children, Hindus and Mussalmans indiscriminately mixed. Many 
of them carried tall ‘<spears.** Spears not being permitted in disarmed India, 
bamboo poles, wrapped in red, green or white cldth and with cloth pennant 
fluttering from the tips, were substituted. The women at the end of thf 
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procession were singing a doleful chant of mourning, like a perpetual drone. 

The next night I again went struggling through the mud with the 
Thanadar and his chief munshi to view the display of the tazias. Through 
an opening in a mud wall we had our first glimpse of a group of them light- 
ed. Four tazias stood on a platform under a canopy, with a lantern swinging 
aloft, like a ship’s light, from a pole supporting the canopy. This was the 
display mustered by a Hindu household of grain parchers. Across the way a 
woman was lighting tiny clay lamps in front of a modest tomb of plain red 
paper. She was a Luniya, or earth worker, Hindu again. Then we visited 
Nepal Bania’s tazia — he was one of our Hindu money-lenders. At the next 
house a Baraiy or pan seller, had three tazias set up in a row. Farther on a 
Teli, observing the Hindu mode of remembering the dead, had placed two 
little dishes ;of milk before the tombs. It really seemed at first as if only 
Hindus were having tazias, but before finishing our rounds we saw plenty 
made by Mussalmans. 

■ Everybody in Pachperwa expected — and took — a holiday on the tenth 
night of Moharram. Asgar Ali and Din Mohammed joined one of the bands 
of men and boys going about singing from village to village. They did not 
return until five in the morning. These night wanderers were all men and 
boys, but before dawn bands of women and girls began to trail along the 
road, singing the traditional lament for the death of the martyrs. Looking 
out through the mosquito net of my bed, I observed that the dingy saris of 
ordinary days had vanished. The women had blossomed out in bright, freshly 
dyed saris and all sorts of tinkling finery. Small boys were adorned with gay 
satin or velvet vests and caps — purple, green, magenta, orange — and even the 
men, too, were in festive garb. I saw one wrinkled old fellow, with a white 
beard, in a brilliant purple dhoti. 

As I was dressing, I heard what sounded like a Persian caravan out- 
side, Some thirty or forty strange figures, like masqueraders, were stalking 
about the house. They had wigs of red and white cloth braided into long 
ropes hanging below their waists, and belts of jingling bells, and in their 
hands they carried bunches of peacock feathers or whisks of split bamboo. 
These gentlemen, I learned from the Ayah, were the sipahis, or guards, of 
Imam Hosscin and Imam Hassan. Men falling seriously ill bften made a 
vow that they would serve as a sipahi at Moharram in the event of recovery, 
or a mother made such a promise on behalf of her child. The sipahis march 
with the tazia processions, plying their peacock brushes or bamboo whisks to 
chase away , flies, real and imaginary. Among the group on my lawn I dis- 
catered Mewa Lai, one of the Hindu chaprasis of the tah^l. 
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The cliinax of Moharram was reached on the eleventh day. This was 
the time when tazia-bearing processions, starting from all the neighbouring 
hamlets and villages, converged at Pachperwa and marched on to ‘Kerbela^ 
for the final burial of the tazias — in village phraseology they were “made 
cold.’’ Every group of inland villages in India where Mussalmans make up 
a fair proportion of the population has its own ‘Kerbela,’ named for the 
sacred city in Iraq, dedicated to the annual burial of tazias. In the vicinity 
of great rivers and along the seacoast tazias are not buried but are drowned. 

The Station Master came to fetch me as drums announced a procession 
approaching from the New Bazar. A group of boys at the head of the pro- 
cession staged periodic circular dances. Sweetmeat makers and pan sellers 
mixed with the throngs of pall -bearers carrying the coloured tombs. We all 
moved to the police station where five different processions were scheduled 
to meet. Ours was the first to arrive, so while we waited — all the officials had 
appeared to share the hospitality of the thana — the boys repeated their 
dance, singing a plaintive little melody of which the words were : “Don’t 
cry, mother. Here in Paradise, amid cool streams and singing birds and 
blossoming trees, we are happy.” Thus Hassan and Hossein tenderly com- 
forted their mother, the Prophet’s daughter Fatima. “Are there Hindu boys 
anwng them?” I asked the Thanadar, He laughed. “There are only five 
Mussalmans. The other fifteen are all Hindus.” 

Presently a gay procession came winding across the flat fields from 
Bargadwa. It was headed by a magnificent tazia fifteen feet high. This one, 
murmured the crowd in awed voices, purchased by Teja Khan at Balrampur, 
had cost fully twenty rupees. Tazias were now pouring in from all directions. 
All of them were set down on the ground to give the crowd a proper chance 
to admire them. Meanwhile a champion fencer, armed with a lathi, had 
challenged anyone to try a bout with him. He was a Mohammedan green- 
groceri ugly efface but lithe as a panther. His movements, as he twirled his 
lathi, reminded me of a slow-motion film. His challenge was accepted by an , 
old man, and a knot of spectators formed to watch the match. The champion 
easily parried the lusty blows of the other, apparently making no obvious 
effort even to return them, and suddenly the old man went down on one 
knee, defeated. It turned out that the pair were father and son. 

Once more the tazias were shouldered and the mile-long procession ^ 
got under way. Since the sun had now almost dropped to the horizon, mosJt 
of the village aristocracy went home. I was eager to stay to the finish and ^o , 
I went on with the crowd, under the wing of the Thanadar, along a zigJSag,. 
path which Wound across the tops of dikes through the half-submerged fields* 
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For weeks the mountains had been hidden, but in the rain-washed air the 
snowy ranges suddenly stood out once more, flushed with heavenly pink. 

Presently we reached our destination, a patch of ground near a mango 
grove a mile west of the village. It was pockmarked with yawning holes, 
dug the night before. Into these the tazias were lowered, story by story, if 
they were too tall. Some had single burial, others were interred in trenches. 
Everybody began to throw handfuls of earth on them. Little boys took run- 
ning jumps, smashing down the frail frameworks with irreligious joy. Several 
bore off bits of tinsel or coloured paper, rifled from the graves. Altogether 
there must have been several hundred tazias. Though the same burial ground 
was used year after year, in the open pits there was no sign of last year’s 
wreckage. The rains soon rot everything away. 

Why people in our little village in far-away India should concern 
themselves about two Arabs who happened to be killed in the fortunes of a 
political and religious war of the seventh century and literally beat their 
breasts over them, is hard to say, but for Mussalmans, of course, the anniver- 
sary is as sacred as Christmas or Easter is to a Christian. In Pachperwa, as 
far as I could see, time and distance had subtly altered the original spirit of 
the Day of Martyrdom. It had turned into one of the happiest holidays of 
the year. 

The traditional ceremonies of the Hindus are likewise a source of end- 
less joy. In the framework of changing seasons, they celebrate, always with 
a religious emphasis, the moods of nature which play such an important part 
in pastoral life. The little marked events of every household also make many 
special days among the ordinary ones — weddings, births, the name day of a 
child, the ear-piercing rite, the upanayama, or the ceremony of investing boys 
of the ‘twice-born’ castes with the sacred thread. All these and countless 
others are occasions for a Hindu family to feast or fast. The village pujari or 
the family priest recites appropriate texts. Relatives or caste fellows are in- 
vited to the house. This ceremonial aspect of Indian life offers an escape 
from drab monotony. On a larger scale, the Hindu calendar also generously 
provides the country-side with all sorts of pujas in honour of the gods and 
goddesses— ‘as the saying is, “Thirteen pujas to twelve months,” 

On Basanta Panchami, in February, most of the Hindu women of the 
village appeared in yellow saris, termeric dyed. I had seen them drying, for 
a week or more, on the thatched roofs. Basanta Panchami is a day dedicated 
to iSstraswati, who, in her role of goddess of learning, receives the homage es- 
pecially of students and scholars. Books, reed pens and musical instruments ' 
are symbols used in her worship. In the school yard one of the Brahmin 



.SILVER LINING 


S^7 


pundits chanted" mantras invoking the presence and blessings of Saraswati, 
and the boys observed her worship at a little temporary shrine. 

In March we celebrated Ganesh Chaturthi, On this day many of the 
women fasted until the moon rose and then worshipped Ganesh with an offer- 
ing of sessamum mixed with brown sugar. Mothers hope that by honouring 
Ganesh, the model son of the gods, they will be blessed with worthy sons. 
Someone — perhaps the pujari, if he is engaged to do so — will tell the Ganesh 
legends : how, for example, when Ganesh as a boy once struck a cat, he 
found his mother Parvati ill on her bed when he returned to the house, and 
he was then taught by her that the Mother dwells in ail female forms. Or 
how Ganesh and his brother Kartik, god of war, competed for their mother’s 
necklace as the reward in a race round the world. Kartik sped off, mounted 
on his peacock. Ganesh, on his mouse, merely encircled his own mother 
— and won the necklace. 

In March, too, fell the Holi festival, supposed to commemorate 
Krishna’s play with the milkmaids of Brindaban, really a sort of spring festi- 
val, in origin not unlike the western May Day. It is observed by all Hindus, 
but more exuberantly by the lower classes. A feature of Holi is a great 
bonfire. The wood for this is collected by boys who enjoy a license for the 
occasion to carry off anything they can lay hands on. The old Doctor of the 
dispensary, sitting on my verandah the afternoon before Holi, told me a long 
story about the bonfire. A certain demon king compelled all his subjects 
to substitute his name in their worship for that of God. The young Prince 
Prahlad, a fervent devotee of Krishna, refused to obey his father’s edict, thus 
incurring his wrath. With the name of Krishna on his lips, Prahlad success^* 
fully overcame all his father’s attempts to do away with him. Finally as a 
last resort, the king’s sister, Holika, jumped into a fire with Prahlad, but 
when the fire had burnt to blackened ashes, Holika had been utterly con- 
sumed while there sat the boy, serene in the midst of the charred ruins. 

The Thanadar promised to come early the next morning and take me 
to the bonfire. He assured me I needed his protection. Whatever religious 
significance the festival once had, nowadays Holi has turned into a time for 
crude tomfoolery. Men and boys in the morning throw dust and filth at one 
another and at any woman who dares to venture out, in the name of the 
reviled Holika. Later they squirt coloured water out of bambob' syringes-^ 
sparing no one. A less pleasant feature of Holi is the singing of more or lesi 
obscene songs. Women and girls generally remain invisible; on this day f6 
escape insult, but among themselves they, too, make it a day fuii. " 
i,-.. tb his ’word, the Thanadar arrived promptly at nixie, ‘drenthied 
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with pink and yellow dye which the Peshkar had just' thrown over him. 
We set out through the mango grove and were joined on the way by Haweli 
Singh, duly bepinked, and the Thanadar’s little girl. When we reached the 
large tank east of the village, only charred and smoking embers of the Holi 
fire, representing the pyre of HoHka, remained. I was expecting to find 
things rather lively, after what I had heard, but all the men and boys, with 
a handful of small girls among them, were engaged in nothing more mis- 
chievous than washing down all the village animals in the tank— -cows, horses, 
buffaloes, donkeys, elephants, goats and sheep. 

Half an hour later, safely home again, I heard a strange uproar coming 
straight up my hill. I went to the verandah, to be greeted by a crowd of at 
least a hundred men and boys, whose clothes, faces, hands and hair were all 
stained vivid pink. Beneath the dye I began to pick out familiar faces. There 
was Haweli Singh again, with his curly beard now a deep magenta, and 
there was Jokhi Lai, glowing beyond one’s utmost dreams of rosiness, and 
there, if you please, was the Thanadar himself, as pink as anybody. All 
were laughing and enjoying themselves hugely. A contingent of musicians 
kept up a wild accompaniment, while the whole crowd, armed with squirt 
guns filled with pink water, were sprinkling one another to heart’s content* 
‘‘I have brought them all here ! I have brought them all here, for you to see 
them!” the Thanadar kept shouting above the din, and I shouted back my 
delight that he had had such a happy thought, wondering with a little alarm 
if they intended to aim their squirt guns in my direction. They were very 
polite, however. Several of them came forward, one at a time, and asked per- 
mission to put a red thumb-print on my forehead. This, it seemed, was a 
friendly sign of respect. They also asked if they might not put some pink 
dye on an old garment, so that I could take it back to America with me as a 
memento of Pachperwa. Much to their joy, I donated a handkerchief to the 
cause of international friendship. 

That same afternoon I was invited to attend a celebration at the tem- 
ple for ushering in the Hindu New Year of the Samvat era. At four o’clock, 
when the Thanadar appeared again with a cortege of now clean and recog- 
nizable neighbours, the Holi mood had disappeared, save for expectancy of 
the fine feast all would indulge in that evening. The brilliant dyes, I was 
relieved to hear, in view of the wreckless spraying, would all come out iit 
the wash. That week all the village washermen did a heavy business., I* savy 
mine gaing off with a bundle the size of my kitchen on his back. 

At the time of Durga Puja, the great harvest festival, I was many^miles 
away from Pachperwa, on a visit to Almora, in the Himalayas. The Durga 
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Puja, or Dasara, is the puja for Durga, the Mother, worshipped throughout 
India* It is perhaps the most elaborate of all Indian festivals, with its joyous 
celebration of the “home-coming” of the Mother from far-away Kailash, 
Shiva’s snowy abode in Tibet. This is the time for processions, feasts, pre- 
sent giving and display of one’s best finery. Incidentally it is Rama himself 
who is credited with originating the Durga Puja when he invoked the aid of 
the goddess in his campaign against Ravana, the demon king who carried Sita 
off to Ceylon. For this reason it has become a custom to act the Ramayana 
during the Dasara festival, a performance usually continuing through ten or 
eleven nights. 

The setting for the Ram Lila in Almora was perfect. A great open 
courtyard was cut out from the side of the mountain, and hundreds of specta- 
tors crowded around the sides or perched on the stone roofs of surrounding 
houses. Wisps of white clouds trailed across the stage in the cold mountain 
night. A section of the courtyard was set aside for women, and the brilliant 
green and red and turquoise-blue and saffron of the softly flowing saris glow- 
ed jewel-like in the artificial illumination of the court. The actors were boys, 
accustomed to play the same parts for two or three years in succession. 

There was delightful casualness about the whole performance No one 
minded if the prompter read out the lines when they were forgotten by King 
Dasharatha, Bharat, Lakshman, Sita or Hanuman. Some of the little actors 
fell asleep and had to be roused again. But there were tremendously exciting 
moments, when Parasu Rama shot off Shiva’s great bow, when Hanuman, in 
a red suit with a long tail and a monkey mask, went jumping to Lanka, and 
when, on the last night, the gigantic wood and papier-mache images of 
Ravana and his confederates, previously paraded all afternoon through the 
streets of Almora, were dramatically burned, sending showers of sparks up 
toward the stars. Back in Pachperwa, the Ram Lila was being celebrated, 
too, in simple village fashion, and it was Asgar Ali, my own Mohammedan 
servant, I knew, who was playing the part of Sita. 
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(Bo6 in 'Pac^perwa 

ALMOST FROM MY FIRST DAY IN THE VILLAGE OF FIVE 
Ttces I was aware of the invisible presence of God. I bumped into him 
twenty times a day. He was the explanation of everything, giver of good 
fortune, weaver of the net of kismet, maker and unmaker of the village trou- 
bles. He played a part in almost every conversation. Before long I found my 
Anglo-Saxon reticence breaking down : I, too, talked of God in familiar 
fashion. To have ignored God in Pachperwa would have been impossible. 

*^God save Miss Sahiba,” the Brahmin postman ejaculated piously as 
he handed me a letter. For all my comings and goings the Station Master 
made special petitions to God to keep me safe or praised him for having done 
so. ^^It all depends upon God,” said the Peshkar resignedly, discussing the 
prospects of his future promotion to the rank of tahsildar. ‘‘Rim, give me 
food!” ‘^Ram, send rain!” sighed the low-caste little man who pulled the 
punka during one of Jumai’s periods of rest. “If God wills, he will get well,” 
the compounder at the hospital remarked, staring down placidly at a fever- 
strickcn man who had crawled to my door. 

The villagers were nearly all named after gods with charming inform- 
ality. The Tahsildar bore a name common among Brahmins, Jagannath, 
“Lord of the Universe.” The Peshkar was Raghuraj, “King of the Raghus,” 
one of Rama’s many titles. Rama and Krishna were the commonest names of 
all. Two of my acquaintances were called Mahadeo, “Great God,” and my 
friend the confectioner was Sheobalak, “Shiva’s boy.” Hanuman Bania sup- 
plied our staples. In English we should have had to address Devi Prasad, 
our village Non-cooperator, as “Blessing of the Goddess.” One simple culti- 
v^or, walked around unselfconsciously as Bhagavan, “God.” Many a little 
Lak&hmi, Vishnu’s consort, played about the village streets. The Mussal- 
mans were also partial to names of religious significance. The Station Master 
was called Allah, Jumai was sanctified as “Friday”— the Mohammedan holy 
day— and his brother, who most certainly did not live up to what might be 
expected in the circumstances, was “Godly.” Since there is virtue in the 
natne of; Ood, as well as everything that suggests him, why not take advant- 
age of any easy ppportunity to have his name constantly on the lips? 
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The Mussalihans of the region were descended for the most part from 
•low-caste Hindus, converted a century or two before. They were called Nai 
Mussalmans, ^New Mussalmans.* Observing the five daily prayers of Islam, 
attending Friday mosque, not eating pork, fasting during Ramazan and 
mourning at Moharram were the outward manifestations of the Prophet’s 
followers in Pachperwa. 

On all days except Fridays the mosque was like a Protestant church 
during the week, starkly deserted, gate inhospitably shut. But on Fridays it 
came to life. The zeal of the devout did not abate even under the blazing 
sky of May and June. It was on a June Friday that I went to mosque with 
the Station Master, who had previously asked the Maulvi Sahib’s permission 
to bring me. 

The service began at the hottest hour of the day, one o’clock. Leaving 
my shoes among the scuffed worn ones heaped promiscuously at the entrance, 

I crossed the scorching cement courtyard in stockinged feet. I was very glad 
to sit down on a stool at one side. The only other woman present was an 
old soul who squatted on a bit of gunnysack at the back of the court. The 
Station Master washed his feet and arms and punctiliously rinsed his mouth 
with water poured from a brass jar in a corner by Illahi Baksh, the shaggy 
old man who called the prayer hours. Then, twisting his round felt cap side- 
wise so that the brass ^‘Station Master” adorning the front would not inter- 
fere with his prostrations, he took his place in line with some five hundred 
other worshippers and performed his private prayer ritual. 

When the Maulvi in a snowy turban and long white gown mounted 
the three steps of the pulpit within the open-faced mosque and began to 
chant verses from the Koran, the whole congregation sat down on the strips 
of matting stretched across the court and listened attentively. According to 
the Station Master, the Maulvi Sahib was a man of parts who would have 
been better appreciated had he come from ‘outside.’ Unfortunately he had 
always lived in Pachperwa, like his father before him, and the villagers ac- 
cepted him as a matter of course. The Maulvi chanted for half an hour, and 
then the Muslim prayer ritual was repeated in unison. Thumbs were placed 
behind ears, hands were folded over the stomach, bodies were bent so that 
the hands rested upon the knees, a kneeling posture was assumed, and finally 
the complete prostration was performed, with the forehead pressed to the 
ground. It was as if the serried rows bent before a great gust of wind. 

The Mussalmans of the village, like Mussalmans everywhere, observed ' 
a dignified indifference to their surroundings when the prescribed hours for 
daily prayer came. Not all Mussalmans, of course, showed equal ardour. Asgar 
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and Fakire never prayed at all, so far as I could see, and the Mohammedan 
women of the village, whatever may have been their practice inside the. 
houses, did not pray openly. The purdah tradition stood in the way of any 
public demonstrations of piety. But Dukhi was inveterate in the matter of 
his prayers. He developed a special fondness for saying them on my lawn. 
He even kept a straw prayer mat hanging from a nail on the north wall of 
the Happy House. 

His barber father, he confessed, was not religious, but his mother was 
very particular about her prayers, and she had given him his prayer habit at 
the age of twelve. Though he was now somewhere around seventy, it was 
his custom to rise before dawn, bathe, go next door to the small mosque in 
Bargadwa, and repeat the ritual of his prostrations sixteen times, after which 
he ^read’ the Koran for a while. He meant he recited verses by heart. Dukhi 
did not know how to read or write, but he had paid the Maulvi two hundred 
rupees to teach his daughter to read the Koran in Urdu, and another two 
hundred for each of three children. At least this was his boast. By the time 
these extra devotional exercises had been performed, it was sunrise and time 
for the first real prayer. Then he went through his performance all over again, 
contenting himself on this occasion, however, with only four repetitions. 
With twelve prayers at two o’clock, eight at four, seven at six, and nineteen 
at midnight — which Dukhi insisted was his routine observance — he claimed 
a grand total of sixty-six prayers a day. His own pious choice dictated 
the precise number of his religious exercises. He once pointed to several 
horny lumps on his feet and said they were due to kneeling so much for 
prayers. Besides saying prayers, he expressed his religion by radiating kindly 
feeling toward everybody. He laid down the injunction that a good Mussal- 
man should neither lie nor steal. <^And then,” he concluded, ‘‘when he goes 
to paradise, Allah will give him a house like yours to live in. Miss Sahiba. 
But if he be wicked, he will be thrown into the everlasting bonfire.” 

Mohammedan fervour rose to a climax on three occasions during the 
year— Ramazan, the month of fasting, Bakrid, when animal sacrifices were 
offered, and the first ten days of Moharram, the period of mourning. 

During the whole of Ramazan all strict Mussalmans, the sick and 
children excluded, did not eat anything, nor allow a single drop of water to 
touch their lips, until after, the sun went down. They were supposed to put 
their minds on God, but it seemed to me that the fasting produced a good 
deal of irritability, as might naturally be expected. This period was especi- 
ally difficult for those who had to travel. Presently I made the discovery that 
these days the Station Master’s wife was cooking simple food which the 
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Station Master was offering every evening to all Mussalmans on the west-- 
'bound train, when it stopped at Pachperwa at seven o’clock. <‘Just a little 
something to break their fast,” he explained. His pious and generous act of 
personally serving food nightly during Ramazan to forty or fifty persons was 
a part payment, he said, of his debt of gratitude to God. Did he not owe to 
God his good fortune of being Station Master at Pachperwa with a salary of 
fifty rupees? His relatives did not remember God, and it was to be noted that 
they were all in very bad straits. 

Bakrid is the day when animal sacrifices are offered by Mussalmans in 
commemoration of Abraham’s sacrifice. Usually goats are sacrificed, but with 
special permission and under carefully restricted conditions cows also may be 
slaughtered. Cow qurbanu the playing of music by Hindus in front of 
mosques during worship, is nowadays one of the chief causes of Hindu-Mus- 
lim animosity, and in the cities Bakrid almost inevitably ushers in a commu- 
nal clash. The quarrelling over these sacrifices is often cited as proof of fatally 
irreconcilable difficulties between the two communities, but since the slaugh- 
ter of cattle is accepted daily in India for beef-eating Europeans and Mussal- 
mans without 9ausing riots, it is evident that the exercise of a little tact and 
self-restraint on both sides would solve the vexed problem. 

Pachperwa was outside the range of trouble on this score, because all 
killing of cows was prohibited in the Hindu estate of the Maharaja of Bal- 
rampur. The day commenced with early morning prayers at the mosque. 
Afterward goats or sheep were sacrificed in the homes of those who could 
afford to make a sacrifice, and Bakrid wound up with general feasting, in 
which Mussalmans sent bits of sacrificial meat to friends and with prodigal 
hospitality offered other bits to guests. Teja Khan sent me a sheep’s leg, 
which I in turn passed on to the servants. In general council, it was decided 
they would have it in the form of kebab* When I asked what they would do 
for the skewers on which to roast the meat, the Ayah, with a burst of inspi- 
ration, produced some spokes of a broken umbrella I had recently discarded. 

The austere simplicity of the Muslim ritual of worship and the 
genuine democracy of the mosque, where all men stand together as brothers, 
are an index of the peculiar strength of the body of Indian Mussalmans. 
The quiet emptiness of the mosque is wonderfully soothing, Therfe is 
nothing to distract the eye, no image to stir a response, no music to awaken 
subtle emotions, nothing to attach the feelings, or divide them. The. rules of 
conduct, the prohibitions and injunctions, are not too many, and they have 
been clearly laid down- by Mahomet. Ultimate responsibility for life remains 
with the invisible High Command. The greatest of Islamic virtues are faith 
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and submission, and with these the followers of the Prophet take flight for the 
Infinite. Allah is great, and Mahomet is his Prophet. 

In sharp contrast to the more or less uniform practices of Islam, Hindu- 
ism, with its diverse forms of worship and its varied rituals, is immensely 
bewildering. The Hindu religion is not organized, like Christianity. There 
is no such thing as a Hindu Church, no one fixed creed, no congregational 
worship at temple. One can be a good Hindu without ever entering a temple. 
A Hindu can be a devotee of Christ or Mahomet and still remain a Hindu, 
so long as he renders obedience to the rules and regulations of Hindu society. 
What exactly is a Hindu, then ? The answer is not limited to what a Hindu 
believes. To be a Hindu in the accepted understanding of the term, one must 
simply be born in a Hindu family, obey the caste laws and refrain from eating 
beef. But every act of a Hindu is supposed to be performed religiously. 

This is why the religious life of Hindus is very commonly confused 
with their social codes and taboos, such as -untouchability’ or child marriage. 
The Western world, obsessed by the rigidity of any scheme of life in which 
the touch even of a British viceroy would pollute the drinking water of his 
Hindu servant, generally fails to perceive that for being and becomingy the Hindu 
enjoys unlimited freedom. No one, I think, has ever been burned at the stake 
or put to the sword or crucified, in the name of Hinduism, for any religious 
idea he may have held, and the followers of Zoroaster, Christ and Mahomet 
have all alike found hospitable welcome in India — the land of religion. From 
the absolute monism of the Vedanta — in which the idea of God apart from the 
Self is looked upon as a superstition — down to the worship of stocks and 
stones, a Hindu is free to accept whatever spiritual outlook most appeals to 
him. 

Hinduism does not depend for its sanction on any historic personality. 
It finds its validity in the unchanging principles embodied in the Vedas* The 
authors of the Vedas were rishis,* or seers, most of them nameless, some of 
them kings, a few of them women. They are not looked upon as prophets to 
whom a revelation of God was given from without. By the power of percep- 
tion alone, they ‘realized’ the spiritual laws which are to be rediscovered and 
experienced by all who earnestly strive for spiritual knowledge. Because the 
Vedas were already venerated at a very early date, the form in which they have 
come down from remote antiquity has not suffered alteration ; but commen- 
taries upon commentaries have been written to explain abstruse passages. Six 
different schools of Hindu philosophy have arisen, each of them .basing its 
existence on a difierent interpretation of the same texts. 

Common to all of them, however, is insistence that religion is actual 
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realization within one^s self of the ultimate Reality. The method to bie used 
for this realization depends on the stage of spiritual evolution. For those who 
are still in a spiritual kindergarten, requiring symbols in order to grasp abs^ 
tract ideas and ideals, India supplies numberless gods and goddesses. If the 
image helps you toward God, then by all means use an image, say the spiritual 
teachers of India. Few, indeed, are those who can do without some symbol of 
worship — whether it be dove, lamb, cow, cross, or building, tomb, painting, 
sculptured image, amulet, holy words, which are themselves but symbols* 
Holiness is not in the object itself but in the mental association with it; so the 
object is not important. 

The residences of gods and goddesses in Pachperwa were not imposing 
-♦•they reflected the poverty of the village. The whitewashed temple in the 
New Bazar, dedicated to the beloved trio, Rama, Sita and Lakshman, was very 
simple. Not even carved stonework like that in the temple at Ramnagar, three 
miles west, adorned it. A white marble /w^a and a small image of Nandi, 
Shiva’s sacred bull, nestled beneath the slender roof of a Shiva shrine at one 
side. The temple images were clothed in ragged finery. Only at night, when 
oil lamps we;re lighted in front of them, did the gilt no longer show its 
tarnish, the silken and tinsel rags lose their dusty look. 

Twice daily, at eight in the morning and six in the evening, puja was 
observed at the temple. One of the eighteen Brahmin boys studying at the 
little Sanskrit school in charge of the pundit struck the gong in the temple 
verandah. It was not a musical sound, but a hard, exciting, metallic clang, 
more like the bell of a railway engine. The temple priest went through the 
rites of god -worship, offering water and flowers, blowing a conch, tvavifig a 
light before the images. Perhaps he put them to bed and assisted them to get 
up again each niorning. Gods are often dressed and undressed, bathed arid 
fed, in India. But I never saw any one attend the puja. It was hot a cere- 
mony that concerned any except the priest, whose duties were those of temple 
servant. Hindus merely dropped in informally at the temple — those that 
wished to — with the comforting sense that Rama would accept their personal 
worship at any time convenient to themselves. The temple never gave me 
the feeling of peace I experienced at the mosque, but neither did it convey 
the same feeling of ritualistic drill. The mosque was empty. The temple was 
a dwelling place, in which God and man shared one friendly ,, 

, . The , various shrines scattei:ed about the village were litt|f than 

mud platforms with offerings of clay elephants, mounds of earth wijth 

vertriilioti,' rouhded stones-, sacred trees. The Shiva stones of Pachperwa were 
smooth boulders, not very large, brought from mountain river beds and set hef^ 
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and there by the road or in some triangular corner where two lanes ran to- 
gether, Water might be poured over them as an act of remembrance, but no 
ritual of worship was obligatory. Men on their way to the fields, women 
fetching water from the well, children playing in the lanes, as they caught 
sight of the familiar, formless symbol of the Great God, remembered Shiva 
and perhaps felt a sense of intangible protection. The stones served no other 
purpose, 

Asgar and I set out one afternoon to visit all the shrines of Pachperwa. 
There was Sitala’s shrine in the New Bazar, dedicated to the smallpox god- 
dess. In front of Mahadeo’s sweetshop, where red and yellow hornets dangled 
their long legs over his brass plates all day, was the tumble-down brick and 
mud shrine of Matahi Mai, the Taker of Troubles, to whom offerings were 
sometimes made on the occasion of a bereavement. A trunkless elephant 
stood guard, a big fellow more than tw^o feet high. His broken trunk worried 
me, and I asked if it could not be mended. The potter who had made the 
elephant was still away making pots for the Governor’s camp, I was told. As 
soon as he returned, the elephant would certainly be supplied with a new 
trunk. But he remained trunkless to my last day in the village. Another 
shrine pointed out was a ka^iam tree, in season adorned with soft pink balls of 
flowers. Sometimes goats were offered here to Kali, but the only goats I ever 
saw under the tree were live ones tethered among the gnarled roots. In the 
Mohammedan butchers’ quarter were three clay mounds close together, a shrine 
to Deohar, as the collective village godlings were called. Offerings were made 
there by Hindu bridegrooms. Still another shrine belonged to Samai, a purely 
local goddess. At least fifty children tramped with me across the sun-dried 
fields .when I went in search of Samai’s headquarters. We came to a spot be- 
side the path where a little four-cornered spider-web of bright woollen thread 
swung from a slender stick. Beneath were two clay horses three inches high. 
The coloured spider web, explained the children, was the chariot of the god- 
dess, and the horses were the steeds to draw it. It was a small affair, to have 
come $0 far to see. Nobody could tell me much about Samai. As far as I 
couldjinarke out, she was a goddess responsible for the village health. 

"V. My own shrine, as I came to call it— the one under the five trees not 
more' than twenty yards from the Happy House— was dedicated to Devi, 
Shiv^f^a^prt, who goes by as many different names as Shiva himself— Par- 
vati^ l^li^^^^ali, Durga, Devi, all of them really symbolizing the concept of 

-Scarcely a day passed that a puja of some sort Was not held at this shrine. 
A faii^y: gtoup would assemble with the puja necessities, rice^ vermilion, bel 
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or mango leaves, a brass plate, kusa grass, turmeric, wood for a fire, water. 
Later came the village Pujari, who held the right to ofheiate at all village 
pujas. He arranged the offerings on the plate, placed four small banana stalks 
upright in the ground to mark the four corners of a holy square of ground, 
lighted the fire and sat down, facing north. Tlic person offering the puja 
likewise sat down, facing cast, and the others arranged themselves at one side 
in a flexible line that bent or broke in accordance with the restless movements 
of the children. The Pujari recited the appropriate texts by heart or read 
the mantras from a palm -leaf manuscript. They might be addressed to Surya, 
the sun, to Mahabir-PIanuman, devotee of Rama, to the Nine Planets, to 
Ganesh, or to numerous otlier deities. The pundit himself sometimes sat 
actually on the shrine, and when Brahmins were fed as a part of the act of 
worship they, too, generally sat there to partake of the food that was offered. 
But as soon as the puja was over, the crows and monkeys took possession. 

One big fellow often gave a ludicrous impression that he was imitating 
the Pujari, with whom, incidentally, he was on very friendly terms. He used 
to bare his teeth and make a feint of springing at Din Mohammed or anyone 
else who noticed him. He had us all thoroughly intimidated, but often I saw 
him sitting quietly hunched over in meditative attitude among the clay ele- 
phants by the side of the Pujari, as the latter read his sacred texts. It would 
have been easy to imagine him subdued by holy influence. 

Nearly every Hindu who passed the shrine made some little gesture of 
respect. The villagers would stop, step, out of their shoes, fold their hands 
together respectfully. Many touched the shrine with the right hand and then 
touched their own foreheads, repeating this gesture two or three times. Once 
I asked the washerman, who was scrupulous in his shrine observances, what 
deity he worshipped there. ‘‘Devi, Ram Chandra, Bhagwan,” he answered 
inclusively. 

Pujas at shrines are for special observances, usually an expression of 
thanks for some blessing such as recovery from sickness, sometimes a petition 
for help in time of distress. The Jamadar held an elaborate puja at my shrine 
when his little girl was sick, and when the cholera visited us the Peshkar, in 
spite of his disillusionment in regard to the efflcacy of pundits in general, 
hired the pujari of a small village near by, for which his family served as .rent, 
collectors, to come every day for a week and recite prayers for his private 
benefit. But simple worship is practised daily in almost every Hindu house- 
hold. If a whole room in the house cannot be spared for religious ceremonies, 
worship and meditation, then a corner is set aside as a sacred place. Maybe 
there, is only a god-shelf on the wall. Even this is not essential. The pious 
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old cook of the Tahsildar chanted his prayers every morning while he scrubs 
bed his teeth with a nim tooth-stick at the well. 

In the household of one of the ‘twice-born,’ portions of the Vedas will 
usually be recited. The Tahsildar spent an hour in religious meditation and 
reading each morning and evening. After his name he always wrote Dmvedu 
a title of honour he was privileged to use because one of his remote ancestors 
had once learned to recite by heart two of the Vedas. Since the Rig-Veda 
alone contains one thousand and seventeen hymns, the feat was truly awe- 
inspiring. To-day there are still many scholars in India — I heard of one 
blind one — who show marvellous powers of memory in reciting the sacred 
literature of the Hindus. 

The ritual of household worship — of remembrance — is a matter of per- 
sonal choice for each member of the family. Whatever aspect of divinity 
appeals most will be selected for worship. Different members of the family 
may favour special deities, but to none is honour denied. It is much as if one 
member of a Christian family called himself a Catholic, another preferred to 
ally himself with the Methodists, another were an Episcopalian, but all lived 
together peaceably— if such a thing can be imagined — acknowledging them- 
selves bound by the higher concept of their common ideal, Christianity. The 
silent repetition of one’s particular mantra, simple offerings of water, leaves, 
flowers or milk either to an actual image or some temporary symbol of divi- 
nity set up and destroyed again as soon as the act of worship has been per- 
formed, the chanting of hymns, a conscious effort through the practice of 
meditation to realize spiritual truth — these sum up typical ways in which 
ordinary Hindu men and women express their religious devotion. 

Way back in the days when the Rig-Veda hymns were being composed, 
four or five thousand years ago, the Aryans, awed by the majesty of the migh- 
tiest mountains on earth, by tremendous storms, by thunder, by the scorching 
sun of the plains, by the great sweep of broad rivers, prostrated themselves 
before the Devasy the ‘Shining Ones,’ of the terrestrial, atmospheric and 
celestial regions. They gave names to these manifestations of power : Varuna 
was the deity presiding over the sky, Indra was lord of heaven, Agni lord of 
fire, Vayu lord of the wind, Savitri was the dawn, Surya the sun, Soma lord 
of sacrificial drink, Yama god of death. 

Though the Vedic gods still have a certain tangible reality through the 
hymns addressed to them, recited even to-day, they have been supplanted in 
the popular mind by later conceptions of divinity— Shiva, Vishnu and Devi, 
whose devotees make up the three principle sects of modern Hinduism. 
Shiva himself has been transformed for the masses from a dread deity repre- 
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senting the destructive forces of creation to the ^easily pleased’ giver of all 
blessings. Vishnu, the preserver, is familiar in his two human incarnations, 
Rama and Krishna. Devi symbolizes the active principle of creation and is 
worshipped as the Mother of the Universe. 

Yet even in the early Vedic period the Aryan mind was possessed by 
the thought of an ultimate unity. First one and then another of the gods was 
lifted to a position of preeminence. Varuna, Indra, Agni, in turn became the 
favourite. One of the ancient hymns chants : ‘‘Who is the god to whom we 
shall offer our sacrifice ? He who gives life, He who gives strength, whose 
command all the Bright Gods revere, whose shadow is immortality, whose 
shadow, is death. He who through his power is the One king of the breath- 
ing and awakening world. He who governs all, man and beast. He through 
whom the sky is bright and the earth firm. He who measured out the light 
and the air. He who alone is God above all gods.” 

But the mystic Hindu philosophers did not stop even here. They 
carried the idea of unity above the One God as standing apart from the cre- 
ated universe. They came to the bold conclusion that God and his creations 
are indivisible, and this eternal, all-pervading unit they called the Atmany the 
Self. Sankaracharya, the Great ninth century interpreter of the Vedanta — 
End of Knowledge — defines God as “Absolute Existence, Knowledge, Bliss.” 
From God as Existence, or Being, comes all that u — the material world is 
God perceived in and through the senses. From God as Knowledge comes all 
that is classed as knowledge — everything included in the realm of thought, or 
capable of being known by the mind, is God in this aspect. From God as 
Bliss come human love and joy — and in experiencing these we understand in 
a small measure what the nature of infinite love may be. This same Ex- 
istence-Knowledge-Bliss is the essential and real nature of every living thing, 
and, consciously or unconsciously, man is continually evolving toward the 
perception of the real within himself. Divinity, perfection, are within, but 
they are overlaid, covered up, contracted — in Hindu phraseology — and they 
have to be made manifest. The real nature never changes. The apparent 
difference between an atom of protoplasm and the greatest mystic is not of 
kind but of degree of manifestation. In this ultimate knowledge doubts 
vanish, desires vanish, all contradictions meet. 

The astronomer concentrates on the stars and “the stars roll forward 
and give up their secrets to him.” Knowledge is not in the stars but in the 
astronomipr. And for him who concentrates upon God, knowledge of God 
will be distilled. Religion, to the Hindu, is not a creed, not a system of 
ethics, not an explanation of the universe, not an attitude towards life, but an 
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actual realization, a direct perception, accompanied by intense awareness, of 
the ultimate Reality — call it God or Atman or Self. 

Even the enlightened Western scientist cannot make his personal re- 
actions to life conform with his scientific views, and the ordinary human 
being in the West is quite humanly filled with unscientific prejudices. The 
Hindu villager is scarcely to be blamed because he cannot live in the imper- 
sonal Atman, but even villagers, who cling tenaciously to their little Ramas 
and Krishnas, have an astonishingly clear appreciation of the unity of God. 
The Tahsildar gave me a naive explanation of the countless deities of Hindu- 
ism. Just as the King-Emperor in England could not be expected personally 
to manage all his countries and so appointed a viceroy, who in turn appointed 
governors, who appointed commissioners and so on — even he himself had a 
staff* of subordinates — so God dclcgited the various departments of the uni- 
verse to his assistants. Why did the wind change from east to west unless the 
Wind God directed it to do so ? Why did the rain stop and fall unless Indra 
gave orders ? To my tentative suggestion that the West had scientific explana- 
tions for all these phenomena he replied : ‘‘Very well. You may say that 
magnetic attraction holds the earth spinning around the sun. But who made 
the sun with the power of attraction ?” As for God, he was not a Christian 
god nor a Mohammedan god nor a Hindu god, but just God. 

The many-sided world is the school of experience provided so that the 
self may learn to know the Self and in that knowledge find lasting joy, and 
here, incidentally, is the answer to the question why the world is as it is, why 
there must be suffering and pain and disease and sin and death. Environment, 
physical and social, is the stimulus to which we react, and through which 
inner consciousness is awakened. In our own limited lives we can look back 
and be grateful for many experiences which at the time seemed insufferably 
hard to bear. From them was born understanding which was like a key to a 
door that had been closed. So, be patient. Do not try to judge the whole by 
this fragment within the realm of immediate consciousness. Step by step you 
are enlarging your consciousness, and with increasing consciousness comes in- 
creasing joy, foretaste of what will be experienced in the final merging of the 
little self into the infinite Self, when it ceases to think in terms of its limita- 
tions, when it can suffer no more pain because there is no more ‘L* 

When the West says, all men are born free and equal, what is meant is 
that all men should have free and equal opportunity to fulfill their highest 
capacity. The effort of society is to control the environment in suqh a way 
that opportunities will be equalized. The Indian outlook is different. Practi- 
cal observation shows individuals to be at all levels of development, and India 
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does not believe that the environment can ever be standardized to suit the 
varying capacities and needs of all these different individuals. Evidence is 
against the possibility of complete evolution for the individual within the 
limited compass of one lifetime. As an explanation of human inequalities 
on the one hand, and of the ever changing environment on the other, the 
Hindu postulates prolonged existence, covering innumerable lives, until finally 
emancipation comes with spiritual knowledge. What the West explains and 
accepts as heredity, India defines as the sum total of the soul’s previous ex- 
periences gathered on the road of its evolution. '‘For whatsoever a man sow- 
eth, that also shall he reap,” is only in a narrow sense to be accepted as a law 
of reward and punishment. It is really the law of evolution. We are not 
thrust into life as helpless victims of circumstance. The soul takes birth in 
the particular environment which will yield the next experiences it needs on 
its evolutionary path. 

This doctrine of transmigration — Karma — ^tlmost universally accepted 
by Hindus, is a working hypothesis set up to explain the evolutionary process 
by which the individual is to achieve his majestic and inescapable destiny* 
Hinduism teaches that salvation, ultimate freedom, is not to be attained by 
some and denied to others. It is to be won by every living thing, through 
the difficult upward climb by way of experience, to real knowledge and en- 
lightenment. The mercy of God is not capricious, lifting one of his creatures 
up and thrusting another down. It is stable, expressing itself in man’s innate 
capacity for spiritual growth, in the magnetic attraction, that can never wholly 
be killed, for higher v.ilues, the steadfast conviction born of experience that 
the higher type of life is worth living for its own sake, the peace and invinci- 
bility that come to one who has attained. Nor does the Hindu, with his 
relentless insistence on ultimate self-responsibility, look with indifference on 
his neighbour’s suffering as superficial observers or critics sometimes assert* 
He is quite as sensitive to love and quite as ready to acknowledge the necessity 
for disinterested work as anybody. Love and unselfish work, as a matter of 
fact, he has always acknowledged as the two most natural paths to God* 

The religious education of the Hindus is kept alive by the poetic and 
imaginative legends which preach moral conduct in concrete terms* The 
makers of the god-talcs delight to present the gods with human qualities* 
They are very human in their attributes. They are full of pranks, and they 
are subject to understandable passions and emotions, such as anger, flattery or 
pride* It is not to the great but to the humble — a woodchopper, a butcher, 
a cowherd, even a thief — that the gods most often reveal themselves in Hindu 
mythology* They mingle and talk with ordinary mer, assuming the form of 
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a beggar, an old man on the banks of the Ganges, a child, but always the 
legends under their poetic or fantastic imagery have a profound meaning. 
Faith, love, being true to one’s dharma, or duty, are rewarded by mystic 
visions. 

Hindu mothers are never at a loss for a god-story to tell their children. 
All the ceremonial days in the Hindu calendar associated with particular 
gods are so many days of religious remembrance. On these occasions the 
family priest recites the katha^ or story, of the particular god being worship- 
ped. The ordinary village pujari will perhaps recite in a perfunctory way, 
but a priest from ‘outside’ may be engaged to visit a well-to-do household, 
and friends will be invited to hear his skilled rendering of the familiar tales. 
He may stay a whole week. Meanwhile the women take pride and pleasure 
in cooking all sorts of special dishes for him. He receives a money present in 
accordance with the family means, and his mere presence is looked upon as 
blessing the household. 

From the great characters depicted in the epics and the Puranas — the 
popular religious literature — a Hindu derives his spiritual inspiration. Rama 
the ideal king and son ; Sita the pure, the ideal woman ; Mahabir-Hanuman 
the ideal worker ; King Janaka the ideal householder ; grandfather Bhishma 
the warrior saint ; Kama the giver, the hero ; Krishna the child, Krishna 
the friend, Krishna the beloved ; and, above all, Shiva-Mahadeva, the ‘blue- 
throated,’ who has swallowed the poison of life for mankind, god of gods, 
ascetic of ascetics, giver of all knowledge, utterly indifferent to the relativity 
of things. These are living realities for the simple people who live in the 
destitute villages of India. Images and concrete symbols for their worship 
have been enthroned in the temples. The emphasis is not even on beauty of 
form or expression. Nothing is too lowly, nothing too majestic to represent 
Shiva. A wayside stone is good enough for the village Shiva, eternally snow- 
covered Kailash equally acceptable. 

The more humble one is, the greater the chance of attaining that bliss- 
ful experience of God’s actuality, the end of all religious thought in India. 
Many are the tales in which children are unexpectedly blessed with a visit of 
the gods. A Brahmin boy, very simple and direct, is instructed by his father 
to present the daily offering of food at the family shrine during his absence. 
The boy offers the food, expecting the gOd to eat. When there is no response 
he pleads with the god, since he has been told to feed him by his parents and 
he will be punished if he fails in the duty assigned him. Still there is no 
response, and at last he angrily threatens to strike the image if it does not 
partake of the food. Whereupon the god enters the image and cats. When 
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the parents learn what has happened the father wants the miracle repeated* 
Suddenly a voice is heard to say : ‘‘My child, you are simple and pure in 
heart, and that is why I have shown myself to you* You believe, but 
your father doubts. To such it is not given to see the gods with their own 
eyes.” 

In February, Shivaratri was observed by many Hindu households in 
Pachperwa. This is a special fast day in honour of Shiva, when simple offer- 
ings of water and bel leaves are made to him. The Brahmin postman told 
me the legend of Shivaratri, as it has come down in the Mahahharata* A 
frightened hunter, overtaken by darkness on a fast day sacred to Shiva, climbs 
a tree to escape the wild beasts. Trembling, by accident he shakes down 
some leaves, which chance to be bel leaves, on an unsuspected shrine of Shiva 
below. As he thinks of his family, who have gone hungry on this day be- 
cause he was unable to bring home any game, he sheds tears, and these also 
fall on the shrine. Old Shiva declares that such a devout worshipper, who 
makes offerings to him of his favourite leaves and water on a dark night, is 
certainly deserving pf the highest reward. Years pass. When the time comes 
for the hunter to die, messengers of Shiva arrive to conduct his soul to Shiva’s 
abode. When he is next born on earth, after a long sojourn in Shivaloka, it 
is as a king and a great devotee of Shiva. Shiva points the moral of the story 
to Parvati. If the hunter, who did not intentionally perform the puja or ob- 
serve the fast, could not be prevented from obtaining the fruits of his good 
actions, how much greater will be the reward for those who devoutly fast and 
worship him ! 

To catch sight of the profound truths hidden away under the guise of 
mythology is not easy, especially for a foreigner, to whom many of the terms 
and concepts are necessarily bewildering. The Himalayan vision of the 
Vedanta and the little ways of the poor, ignorant, illiterate village folk have 
to be tied together by such flimsy bridges of understanding as one is able to 
build. What astonished me was to find that poor, ignorant and illiterate as 
the villagers were, they possessed a measure of insight that reflected the far 
source of their inspiration. It was they who taught me much of the deeper 
wisdom of India. 

The path of Bhaktiyoga^ devotion, is recognized as one of the four 
principal paths leading to illumination, and the history of India overflows 
with the name of great devotees. It requires no effort to concentrate on what 
one loves, and the Bhakta preaches that with sincere love the simplest and 
humblest may find his way to God. There is another path, that of Kattnayog4% 
or unselfish work, and this is the great doctrine of the 
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work you have the right, but not to the fruits thereof.’’ They belong to Goi. 
The one who performs his duties without self-attachment and without any 
concern of gain to himself, living for others, will achieve the same union 
with God as the sincere devotee. Give what you have to give, but do not 
bargain with the world for a return. So long as you are concerned with 
the results of your work, your mind cannot be at peace. Every condition 
of life carries with it its own duties The duties of the householder, as op- 
posed to the homeless sannyasln, ure hospitality and the faithful performance 
of simple ta^ks. ^‘For it is better to do thine own duty, however ignoble, 
than to do the duty of another,” Krishna tells Arjuna on the battlefield of 
Kurukshetra. 

Love and unselfish work are two paths. Jnannyoga ^md Rajaycga, discri- 
mination through knowledge, and psychic control, arc two others. Love and 
work come naturally to most of mankind — it is only necessary to raise 
the love to its highest potentiality or to acquire the proper attitude toward 
work to make them spirituilly effective. But the power to discriminate be- 
tween the uhimite essence and transient appearance is npt so easily won. It 
requires intense concentration, and the sort of discipline, physical, mental 
and spiritual, which mike concentration possible. In the Ckandogya Upanlshad, 
Uddalaka, trying to open the mind of his twcnty-four-year-old son Sveta- 
ketu, but newly returned from school — ‘‘having then studied all the Vedas, 
conceited, considering himself well-read and stern” — begins his instruction 
with emphasis on the necessity of discriminating the essence from its varied 
manifestations. “By one clod of clay, all that is made of clay is known, the 
difference being only a name,” he teaches. His discourse on the nature of 
the all pervading Self leads up to the great Vedantic declaration : “And 
thou art That, O Svetaketu.” 

The austere path of Jnanayoga is one to which the average man is not 
attracted. It offers nothing in answer to the instinctive need of most people 
of an object to worship. Through sheer force of concentration the adept 
slowly attains the ultimate knowledge, realized from within and not from 
without, which constitutes freedom. A powerful will is necessary to begin 
with, and an intense desire to know truth. Vivekananda, the dynamic spiri- 
tual leader who took India by storm at the beginning of the century, illus- 
trated this essential condition by the story of a young man who sought out 
a sannyasin of holy reputation and asked for the instruction that would make 
him realize God. The holy man merely requested the youth to follow 
him to the river. Once there, he seized the religious aspirant and held him 
under the water, gasping, until he was almost suffocated. 
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Then releasing him, he asked, “What did you want most when you 
were under the water 

“Air,” was the reply. 

“Very well, when you want God as you wanted air you will find him,” 
he said laconically. 

Nothing in Western life precisely corresponds to the spiritual discipline 
laid down for the followers of Rajayoga. Acting on the principle that the 
vital force of the individual is a small part of the universal force called God, 
the follower of Rajayoga attempts to transcend his own limitations by psychic 
control and merge himself in the unity of the whole. Certain mystic powers 
are supposed to come to one who adheres faithfully to Rajayoga practices. 
All India believes in miracles — and the miracle makers as a rule arc those 
who arc supposed to have mastered the science of controlling their own inner 
forces. I was often told in Pachperwa of ^saints* who could at v/ill suspend 
bodily animation and remain buried alive for indefinite periods, who could 
make the pulse beat at one speed in one wrist and at a different speed in the 
other, who could fly through the air, make themselves invisible, or sit in 
meditative posture on the surface of the Ganges. 

The Brahmin priests, as executives indispensable in every ceremonial 
of social life, wield great authority over the masses, but they are not neces- 
sarily respected for their spirituality. The function of the spiritual teacher, 
the ‘eye-opener,’ is reserved to the guru> He is one who possesses spiritual 
insight and understanding and who can hel^ others in their path. He may 
belong to any caste or be outside of caste altogether. Sometimes guruship is 
passed on in a family, and a traditional guru will serve a regular clientele, 
but freedom to choose one’s own guru has always been allowed. One may, 
if one wishes, have more than one. But the spiritually inclined do not rest 
until they have found the guru of their need. So deep rooted is the institu- 
tion of the guru — the secret of the continuity of India’s spiritual life is 
wrapped up in it — that even villagers have gurus, whom they reverence pro- 
foundly. The relation between guru and disciple is looked on in India as 
more sacred and enduring than any other human .relationship, not excepting 
that of husband and wife, mother and son. 

Naturally there are gurus and gurus. The ideal guru is one who has 
direct spiritual realization, who is perfectly sincere and who identifies 
himself completely with the spiritual welfare of his disciple or disciples. 
Through his power of discrimination he understands the needs of his disciple 
and sets him on the path of his proper evolution. The simple villagers, 
however, are all too likely to be exploited by charlatans wearing the garb 
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of holiness and wandering about the countryside, sustained by charity. 

It was the pundit of the temple school who gave me some insight in- 
to the Indian values of things. The gifts that may be made to mankind, he 
said, are four in number, and they are to be classified in the following order : 
lowest in the scale of benefits is the gift of food, since the satisfaction it ren- 
ders can never be anything but temporary ; the gift next in order is the 
saving of life or the curing of the sick, because in themselves these cannot 
assure lasting happiness or wellbeing ; third in importance is the gift of 
secular knowledge, which lifts men to greater freedom through greater mastery 
of the environment : best and highest in the scale stands the gift of spiritual 
enlightenment, which makes men really free. The gift to mankind of a 
Buddha or a Christ transcends time and space. It comforts the hungry and 
the sick and makes them forget their misery. It inspires those who have, to 
share their blessings with others who have not. It travels down centuries and 
filters into all the corners of the world. 

Understanding that this spiritual enlightenment, greatest of gifts, can 
be disseminated only by those who have actually realized the deeper know- 
ledge within themselves — ^just as every teacher must actually know what he 
is trying to teach before his teaching can become effective— India cheerfully 
assumes the burden of supporting all those who are willing to dedicate their 
lives to a search for the ultimate knowledge, sham ‘holy men’ along with real 
seekers. The aspect of the economic drain involved in taking care of some 
five million wandering ascetics d^es not impress itself on the Indian mind. 
What of it— if one among them attains that supreme knowledge, even the 
small rays of which serve to light and warm humanity ! 

According to ancient code, the wandering ascetic is not supposed to 
spend more than three nights in the same village, but the rule is not strictly 
observed. Some of our sadhus stayed around for weeks. Although all ascetics 
do not wear the ochre-coloured robe, many of those I s^w used it. Another 
mark of the holy man was the pilgrim staff. Every sadhu carried some sort 
of staff — a stick, iron tongs, an iron rod with rings at one end, maybe 
a trident. He also bore a begging wallet in the form of a cloth bag re- 
sembling a large envelope, an hour-glass-shaped gourd with the top cut so as 
to make a handle, or a brass imitation of the gourd, a wooden bowl, or a 
bowl made from a polished double coconut. He wore wooden sandles on his 
feet. His locks were generally long, but sometimes the hair was twisted into 
a grotesque knot over one eye. His forehead or his whole body might be 
smeared with ashes of his sacred fire — a Shiva devotee— or his forehead 
might be marked with the special symbol of the religious order or sect to 
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which he belongecT. He might even be naked, save for a strip of cloth about 
his loins. But all were alike in one respect. They came empty handed and 
went away fed, leaving their spiritual blessings behind them. 

I could not be persuaded that one sadhu who stayed about Pachperwa 
for two or three weeks had travelled very far on the road toward spiritual 
realization. I first met him with Haweli Singh. A full moon was making 
black shadow prints under the trees. The sadhu’s bare arms projected from 
what looked like a gray bag, tied at the waist, and he had a white cloth tied 
over his head and under his chin, like a hood. His wooden sandles were 
carved into lotus petals where his toes rested. Heavy eyebrows and a mouth 
darkly stained with pan juice gave his face a masklike appearance in the white 
moonlight. 

The next day I learned that he had breakfasted with the Tahsildar. 
They had had a religious talk, but the sadhu used such difficult words the 
Tahsildar could scarcely understand him. ^‘He knows about pranayama, that 
method of saving breath I was telling you about the other day,” the Tahsil- 
dar added. I remembered his assertion that a man’s life consists of so many 
breaths— to be exact, 20,600 on a daily average. If one could learn control 
of breathing through pranayama, an exercise taught in Rajayoga, doubtless 
all the breaths saved might be tacked on to prolong life at the other end. 
The Tahsildar was impressed by the sadhu’s statement that his own guru, 
through practising pranayama, had lived to be five hundred. “1 don’t know 
if it is true or not,” he added cautiously, ‘‘but that is what he says.” 

I suggested that the sadhu might be willing to give us a demonstration, 
to which he obligingly agreed. We retired to the Tahsildar’s room, where 
the sadhu seated himself cross-legged on the bed. First he took off an apri- 
cot undershirt, and then he drew himself up very straight, pressing his fingers 
against his eyes, nostrils and lips. After a few quick breaths, he took one 
deep one and held it for perhaps a minute This was the first exercise. If 
you practised it every day for a year, you would be able to hold your breath 
for an hour, he said. Somehow I was not impressed. My impression that he 
was an impostor was later confirmed by Dukhi. It seemed he belonged to a 
company of nine sadhus who ordinarily lived in a forest near Gonda. They 
bore a very poor reputation. Twice, according to Dukhi, the band had been 
investigated by the police in connection with certain robberies, though noth- 
ing had actually been proved against them. 

Often I saw little groups of villagers squatting on the grounej under 
a tree around some ‘holy man.^ No matter how illiterate he might be, he 
could always retell the stories and legends and religious parables he had 
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picked up in Benares, Allahabad, Hard war, Ayodhya, or' some other pilgrim 
centre. I preferred the sadhus who accompanied themselves as they sang with 
castanets to those with wheezing little harmoniums, transplanted to India, 
it is said, by evangelical missionaries. But such trivial matters did not bother 
the villagers. 

The feeling of respect for the man of religion was so strong that in 
Pachperwa it made little difference whether he was a Mussalman or a Hindu. 
The Peshkar made a special journey to the Mohammedan baba, Yasin Khan’s 
guru, upon the occasion of his three-day visit to Pachperwa. “I don’t know 
if he is good or not,” he remarked, '‘but if he is good, then I may get some 
profit, and if he is not, I lose nothing.” One day I was astonished to see 
our Mohammedan Station Master coming along in the wake of a matted 
haired sadhu. The train inspector had caught him riding without a ticket 
—in these commercial days even sadhus are supposed to pay their way — and 
accordingly he was pat off the train at the next station, which chanced to be 
Pachperwa. Instead of turning him over to the thana, as he was expected to 
do, the Station Master had permitted him to go through the village and try 
to raise the price of his ticket. Two rupees had been collected, but one was 
still lacking. The Station Master himself brought him to me, suggesting that 
I might wish to contribute the last rupee and so save him the painful obliga- 
tion of having a 'holy man’ arrested. 

One old sadhu, who lived under a bit of thatch near the bazar, made 
his daily begging rounds of the village. He had been a Bania, but sons and 
wife were dead, and twelve years ago he had turned sadhu. He had made 
pilgrimages to many places, he told me proudly — among them, Mathura, 
the birthplace of Krishna, and Ayodhya, Rama’s birthplace. Not yet to 
Rameswaram or to Kailash, he confessed modestly! One evening, not long 
before I left Pachperwa, the Pujari was describing his puja duties in the 
village. The old sadhu came along and sat down with us. A small round ball 
in the corner of the cloth over his shoulder indicated the handful of grain he 
had succeeded in begging that day. Presently a well dressed stranger came 
up the hill, and he, too, sat down on the edge of the circle, 

"I have been told that in spite of their poverty the village people of 
India are happy. What do you all think ?” I asked my strange assortment of 
guests. 

‘'No,” they answered. "How can they be happy when they are hun- 
gry ! They are very poor.” 

"Are you three happy ?’* 

There was silence for a moment. Then the Pujari spoke i "How can 
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I be happy with this affliction?” He placed his hand on his bandaged leg. 
No, with leprosy, I reflected, one could scarcely burst into song. 

*‘And you ?” I asked the stranger. 

“No, I am not happy,” he replied. “Though I have sixteen acres and 
two ploughs, I cannot make the rain fall. Last harvest was VQiy poor. And 
a month ago my only son died.” 

And the sadhu, was he happy? Having renounced the world, he could 
no longer be concerned with its cares. He did not reply directly. He merely 
indicated by a gesture that his wrinkled stomach was not often filled. Ascetic 
or beggar, he still had to cat. 

An explanation of the quiet acceptance on the part of India of life’s 
ills sudienly came to me. India neither seeks nor expects to find enduring 
happiness in the ever changing environment. “Only when men shall roll up 
the sky like a hide will there be an end of misery, unless God has first been 
known.” 
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WHEN THE TABLE WHICH HAD SERVED AS A DESK FOR 
what the Ayah called my "paper work” was starkly bare, I had a feeling as 
if autumn leaves were falling. I stood in the door and through the mango 
trees watched the deep red fire of a last sunset, while big spiny fruit bats 
darted and swooped over my little maidan. 

The Happy House had taken only two days to dismantle. There was 
nothing to do but pack up a few personal belongings. The estate was taking 
over the house ; the tables, rugs and chairs were to remain where they were. 
Everything else had already found a new owner. 

Bottles, superfluous cakes of soap, a tea set, empty biscuit boxes, pots 
and pin% were seized upon by the immediate members of my little family. All 
the articles were first piled on the kitchen table. Then, beginning with the 
Avah, who had been with me the longest, each pulled out something in turn 
in the game of jacbtraws, until Jumai drew the last of the booty, a perfectly 
useless can opener. The Ayah had already borne off the cotton stuffing of 
my green leather floor cushion, a Japanese hit scarf and a pair of cast-off 
shoes. She would use the cotton to make padded jackets for herself. The 
heels of my shoes she would have cut off so she herself could wear them. 
The scarf could be made into a stomach band or neckties for her son-in-law. 

The chicken house, the Wyandotte cock and one small chick— sole 
survivors of the poultry farm I had optimistically launched — went to the 
Station Master with my compliments. The Pixie phonograph was chosen as 
a memento by the Peshkar, and the Tahsildar was pleased to accept my big 
table lamp. Mrs. Massey asked for any left-over medical supplies. Since she 
had once taken a training course at the Balrampur Hospital, I gave her 
everything, though with some misgiving. An hour later she sent back the 
cholera mixture by a small boy, begging me to tell her again just what the 
bottle contained. She was sorry she had forgotten so soon. 

That night there was a farewell celebration at the Tahsil. The Peshkar 
had kept me informed of the plans for days. At one stage the budget had 
included an item of twenty rupees for printing invitations at Lucknow. Per- 
haps my urgent remonstrance had some effect. The original idea of inviting 
all the bigwigs of the estate and borrowing the Maharaja’s band and ordering 
foreign refreshments from Balrampur happily fell through. Instead^ we had 
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a feast such as the i^illage could produce, served in the tahsil grounds, and the 
guests were neighbours-— about a hundred in all. 

The feast was to begin at seven. I joined the official group entitled to 
occupy the half-dozen chairs, but the Tahsildar requested me to take a special 
seat in front, facing the general assembly, now seated around, the edge of a 
great cloth spread on the ground. Since my chair was actually on the dining 
cloth, I wished to remove my shoes, but I was emphatically begged to ke^p 
them on. As soon as I was seated in the place of honour the Tahsildar rose 
and made a pleasant little speech, explaining how I had come to study 
Indian village life and that I was not a spy, as some had thought in the be- 
ginning — probably including himself. He wound up with an account of my 
medical services to the community, tactfully mentioning that I had always 
insisted I was not a doctor — the Doctor himself being present. And of course 
he ended by saying no one in the village would ever forget me. Then he 
came forward and presented me with the Order of Pachperwa, a ceremonial 
necklace of tinsel and embroidered plaques of green satin. Later, Asgar ex- 
pressed a great curiosity to examine the necklace. He had heard it was of real 
gold and silver, he said, and that it had cost two hundred rupees. 

I felt proud that I could understand the whole of the Tahsildar’s 
speech. I myself could make only a very short one in reply. The main point 
I wanted to make clear was that though I had originally come to Pachperwa 
to study village life, this year had meant more to me than I could ever say. 
If they were going to remember me, I, too, was going to remember them and 
all their kindness for the rest of my life. Everybody clapped loudly — even 
in a village, so much of Western ways had crept in — and then emotion was 
suppressed in favour of food, my chair first being carefully removed from the 
lantern-lighted cloth. 

The Peshkar oversaw the locking, strapping and tying of my boxes and 
bags the next morning and had everything put on two bullock carts, which 
had been waiting for hours under the trees of Devi’s shrine. It was raining 
hard, and the world looked polished and very wet. I wanted to wrjte letters 
of appreciation to all my friends, including notes to the thekedars who had 
lent me their elephants during the year. I sat down and began writing, un- 
aware that gradually the Happy House was filling with people. When I 
closed the last letter and looked up, I was surprised to find thirty or forty 
visitors who had come to say good-bye. 

At this moment Din Mohammed rusned in excitedly. A had 
picked up my water bottle to carry to the station. He, Muslim as he was, 
was dumbfounded when I assured him that it would make no difFdrpncc to 
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me if a Chamar or Dorn carried my water bottle, and I should be pleased to 
have him do so, in fact. The Peshkar distributed a little pile of silver rupees 
for me, and our procession of three elephants started for the station. A great 
crowd came along, including the lame Brahmin beggar on his crutch, calling 
down Sanskrit blessings on my head. Mrs. Massey prayed Issa to take care of 
me, and Dukhi solicited the same favour from Allah. All the Marwaris were 
at the station, and two thirds of the village. Suddenly there was a deafening 
bombardment. The Station Master had ingeniously placed fog signals under 
the wheels of the incoming train, to provide a farewell salvo. 

Fortunately I did not have to wait long. ^‘You look very happy,” 
Dukhi called out, as 1 did my best to smile at all the friendly faces on the 
platform. *‘Are you glad to leave us ?” The train pulled out with more 
popping of fog signals. The faces vanished, and I saw the last of Pachperwa 
across rice fields in a driving rain. My tears fell, but who would notice a few 
tears more or less in this wet world r The clicking wheels were repeating 
monotonously. Over, over, over.” 
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achchha good, yes. 

Jhlr milkman, herdsman— a caste. 
atikus elephant goad. 
anna one sixteenth of a rupee. 
arhar pulse, Indian peas. 
ashram retreat. 

Jtman the Eternal Self. 
ayah woman servant, 

baba father, a Mioly man*. 
babu educated Hindu. 
bagh garden, grove. 
bahut very. 
bakihish gratuity. 
bangla bungalow. 

Banla trader, shopkeeper— a caste. 
Banjara cart man — a caste. 
bankas a kind* of fine grass. 

Barai dealer in pan or be tel -leaf— a 
caste. 

barat wedding procession. 
baianta spring. 
begar forced labour. 
bei a kind of fruit. 
bela a species of jasmine. 

Bhatrava musical mode expressing 
asceticism and reverence. 
bhajan devotional song. 

Bhand jester — a caste. 

bhang an intoxicant made from hemp. 

Bhaibhuj grain parch er — a caste. 

bhusa husk. 

bhut evil spirit. 

bigha five eighths of an acre in 
standard measurement, one fifth 
of an acre in Oudh. 
bln the gourd flute used, by snake 
charmers. 

hira prepared pan- 
Birok a tune expressing sense of 
separation. 

btsT^a a measure of twenty paces. 
Brahmin member of the highest 
Hindu caste. 


Chain collector of jungle produce— 
a caste. 

Chaita a tune to express summer. 
Chamar leather worker — a caste. 
chapati u n 1 c a ve ned bread. 
chaprasi messeng^T. 
charpai string-bed. 
chaudhari a headman. 
chauk square. 

chatihidar village watchman. 
chillum wood or clay pipe. 
chital spotted deer. 
chula small stove. 
crorc ten million. 

dai midwife. 
dal lentils. 

dariy durrie cotton rug. 
dayu enemy, slave, servant. 
desi local, of the country. 
dezi goddess. 

dharma religion, religious duty. 
dharniasala free rest-house. 

Dhobi washerman— a caste. 
dhol drum. 

dhoti piece of cloth worn as lower 
garment by men. 

Dhuniya carder of cotton — a 

Mohammedan occupational caste, 
dhup pine tree. 
doli palanquin. 

Dorn scavenger — a caste. 
dupatta a scarf. 
durbar regal assembly. 

ekka small two-wheeled cart, drawn 
by a pony. 

esraj stringed instrument. 

fakir Mohammedan religious 
mendicant. 

Cadariya goathered— a caste. 
gali abusive language. 



GLOSSARY 


3Sf 

gauia an intoxicating drug made 
from unfertilized flowers of 
hemp-plant. 
garil> poor. 
g/mt bathing steps. 
gj^i clarified butter. 

Goshain a member of a Brahmin 
subcaste. 

guru spiritual teacher. 

}1aj iM coca pilgrimage. 

H^jja?n Mohammedan barber. 

Hnjji a Mussahnan who has made 
the Mecca pilgrimage. 
haldi turmeric. 

HalTPai confectioner — a caste. 
bansi^a sickle. 
hookah water pipe, narghile. 
huzur term of respect. 

Issa Jesus. 

iamadar chief of a group of persons. 
jamun kind of tree or its fruit. 

Jat member of a cultivating caste. 
jhll artificial pond or tank. 

Jogi corruption of Yogu 
Julaha Mohammedan weaver. 

Kajli a tune of the rainy season. 
Kalmr liquor vendor — a caste. 
Kanphat^ “split-ear, '' follower of 
Gorakhnath. 

kanungo land-revenue official. 
katha story, legend. 

Kayastk member of writing or 
clerical caste. 

kazi registrar of Mohammedan mar- 
riages and other functions. 
kehob meat roasted on a skewer. 
khaddar homespun. 

Khair collector of catechu — a caste. 
khar coarse grass used for thatching. 
kharif autumn harvest crop. 

Khatri member of a mercantile caste. 
Kort Hindu weaver — a caste. 
kos a measure of two miles. 

Kshatrlya member of the second 
highest caste, the ruling or warrior 
caste; same as 


Kurmi membeV ^ of a cultivating 
caste. 

kuriay kurti shirt. 

kutcha raw, undesirable, poor. 

lakh one hundred thousand, 
ianhga a skirt. 
lathi staff, cudgel. 
nia play. 

liriga phallic symbol. 
litrhi a kind of fruit. 

Marin a species of poisonous snake. 
lota a brass jar. 

machan tree-platform used for shoot- 
ing. 

mahout elephant driver. 

Mahabharata a Sanskrit epic. 
maidan an open park. 

Mali gardener — a caste. 
mantra sacred mystic word or text. 
Manu ancient Hind law-giver. 
Maratha a race of Hindus inhabiting 
southwestern and central India. 
Marmri Hindu or Jain, originally 
from Marwar, member of com- 
mercial or banking group. 
matilvi Mohammedan religious 
teacher. 

maund a weight equivalent to 82 pounds. 
viegh cloud. 

Mehtar sweeper — an ‘untouchable.’^ 
mela fair, religious gathering. 
mir a Mohammedan title. 
mistri master carpenter. 

Mochi shoemaker — a Mohammedan 
occupational caste. 
mora bridegroom’s headdress. 
munshi clerk. 

nat no. 
naib assistant. 
nala ravine. 

'Nau Hindu barber — a caste. 
nautch dance. 

nazarana customary gift preceding 
an interview. 

Nirvana extinction, “blowing out” 
of illusion. 

nilkant roller, species of jay. 
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•a kind of tree. 
fjJ/ia exorciser. 

Ow symbolic Sanskrit word for 
Supreme Being. 

pndrU padrin Christian missionary, 
man and woman. 

pailagan form of greeting used tf> 
superiors, ‘‘I touch your feet.” 
pakar a kind of fig tree. 
pakki food cooked in oil or ghl and 
without salt. 
palki^ palantjuin. 

pan an astringent leaf of pepper used 
for chewing. 

pnnch member of panchayat, t oun- 
cillor. 

Panchama tunc expressing mood of 
clear night. 

panthayat group of elected (ouncil- 
lors, traditionally five persons, 
caste council. 
pant water. 

pamfri measure of five handfuls. 
papaya fruit. 
popi^a cuckoo. 

/Vt/ member of former criminal 
caste. 

Pathan Indian-Afghan. 
p'2tvfari village accountant. 
peoa messenger. 

pcihkar one who submits papers, etc., 
personal clerk. 
p'ue one fourth of an anna- 
pie one third of a 
pranayama control of vital force, 
usually through breathing. 
puja worship. 
pujari priest. 

pundit Brahmin tc.iclu r, a learned man. 
punka fan. 

Putanaas Hindu books of mythology. 
purdah “screen,” seclusion of woman. 
puri cake fried in oil or ghi. 
pUTohit family priest. 

rabi spring harvest crop. 
f'aga Indian equivalent for musical 
scale. 


raja Hindu prince or ruler. 
rajas dynamic principle of nature. 
Rajput member of warrior caste ; 

same as Kshatriya- 
Ramayana a Sanskrit epic. 
rani queen. 
raz,ai quilt. 
rishi seer. 

rudraksha stones of a berry, used by 
Hindus for rosary. 

ryot cultivator who owns his own 
land. 

sadhu holy man. 

<ahib gentleman, master. 
sal hard -wood tree. 
salami p^c^cnt made on being intro- 
duced to a superior 
samj society. 
sambur rusine deer. 
samiti group association. 
sarai free rest-house for Mussalmans 
sarangi musical instrument, proto- 
type of violin. 
saias crane. 

sari dress, draped garment worn by 
Indian woman. 

sarpanch headman of a panchayat. 
sati woman who burns herself on her 
husband’s pyre, self-immolation 
sattva linrinonizing principle of 
nature. 

sax^ak money advanced to hired 
ploughman by employer. 
seer measure of weight, roughly two 
pounds. 

shadi marriage. 
shaitan devil, Satan. 

Shastras authoritative Hindu scrip- 
tures. 

Sheikh in India a member of im- 
portant group of Mussalmans. 

Shia Islamic sect, chiefly followed in 
Persia. 

sipahi soldier, sepoy. 
sir rent-free land. 
sirkar government, also representa- 
tive of government. 
sitar stringed instrument. 
smala<i shivala'^a t'^mple of Shiva. 
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foivk'tr money-lender. 
itri-dhan woman’s property. 

^udra lowest of four Vedic or 

^unyi't Islamic sect. 

svtaraj self-government, self i»)ntrol. 

tahsU revenue di-tric t, headquarter' 
of a tahslL 

Mh sildar s u b - 1 ol 1 ec t< n* « A' re \ e n ii c , i n 
charge of a fa/isU- 

taluqdiir title of a powerful landlord 
in Oudh. 

tanins inertia principle of nature. 
tamaiha celebration. 

Tamholi dealer in pan — a ta-ie. 

Mrai low-lying land. 
tazin decf)rated reprc^cnrati(Mi of 
shrine of Ha^^ui and H<v^-ein, 
(.arriod by Mussalman' during 
IV^diarram. 

7>// dealer in oil — a c.i'le. 
t^rtna police station. 
thanadar oflicer iit charge ''f polici 
station. 

thangdar professional rcc c i \ c i of 
stolen cattle. 


thakurdv^aia temple. 
theka contract. 
thekedar rent conti actor. 
tiddi locust. 

tika ceremonial mark on forelicad. 
pd Sanskrit school. 

upana^ana ceremony of sacred-thread 
investiture for boys of ‘twiic* 
l^orn’ castes. 

Vpanishads phtlosoph it al portion^ of 
the Vedas- 

Vais\a member of the Hindu com- 
mercial group. 

Vedanta com hiding portiem of the 
Vedau 

Veda^ earliest and nm^t authoritative 
Hindu scriptures. 

Tina '‘ttinged instrument. 

y* 5 o/ follower of \ogn prac tic<*>, an 
asc etic. 

zamin land. 

zamindar 1 a n d I o rd . 

zenana 'n omen’s cjuarter, harem 

zilidd) tax coll cc tor. 
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Agriculiural machinery, 197. 

Agriculture, Department of, 200- 
Agriciiltiire, Royal Commission on, 200, 228. 

Amu'.ements, 49, 5^, 312 ; srr Ceremonies, Fairs Music. 

Animals, 34, 56, 88, 96, 100, 140, 177, 313. 

Artisans 23, 36, 203, 204, 214, 213 217, 2^3 ^ 244, 246. 

A^ictic''; Mendicants. 

Assam, 302. 

\sirology, 31 - 32, 38, 243, 269. 

Balrampur Fstate, 20, 131 -134, 188, 209. 
l>alrampiii> Maharaja of, 20, 131 - J 34. 

Banias, 25, 219. 

Banks, 219, 227, 232"”2 3;. 

Barbers, 233, 26S ; sef V illage servants. 

Barter, 208. 

Begar\ scf Forced labour. 

Bengal, 131, 194-I93. 

Bhagavad-gita, 343- 

Birds, 26, 27, 31, 34, 36, 90. 

Brahmins, 31, 83, 126, 163, 1-4, 204, 20“, 22*^, 240, 242, 243, 
247, 232, 234 233, 273, 34c 
Bral\mo>Samai, 236, 260, 294.. 

Brides, bridegrooms, 239, 2S3, 281.-283; see Marriage. 

British Ciiiana, 299 -301, 303--304. 

Buddhism, 9-, 121 122, 160, 240, 242. 

Bullion, 212. 

lUilIocks, 97, 99, 190, 196 197; see Cattle. 

Canals, 194-196, 

Cirpentcrs, 27, 33, 36- 37 Village servants. 

Caste, 23, 239, 231, 234» 238; occupations, 25, 44, 31-52, 53, 64, 
86,93, 161, 164, 173,203-204,206, 217, 220, 240-241; 
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pollution, 75, 83, 96, 194, 2|6, 283, 2 86;* rules, 43, 52, 8,3, 
1 22-1 23, 139, 156, 207, 239, 2 1-0, 249 230, 254, 25:;, 257, 
271; segregation, 2q, 42, 140, 173. 

Cattle, 97~loo, 179, 198; iee Bullocks, Cnw«., 

Ceremonies, 27, 31-34, 38, 53, 63, 84, 100, iSq, 326. 

Chamars, 25, 243, 247. 

Charak, 105. 

Charity, 28, 86, 112, 333. 

Childbirth, 286— 288. 

Child labour, 38, 205, 217. 

Child marriage, 64, 260, 267. 

Cholera, 80; see Kpidemics. 

Christianity, 120, 159, 242. 

Climate, 19, 50, 69, 184. 

Cloth, 207, 2 10-2 12, 216. 

Clothing, 40, 51, 54, 64, 119, 137, 279. 

Coal, 283. 

Cobras; see Snakes. 

Communical organisation, 151, 188, 190, 203-204. 

Communal ten.sion, 322, 333. 

Commnni< ation ; see Railways. 

Contract system, 28, 134-136, 162, 164, 209. 

Cooperative movement, 228, 234. 

Cotton, 198, 207, 212; see cloth Imports. 

Cow-dung, 37, 40, 4S, 97, 19X, 2.S3. 

Cowries, 205 , 217. 

Cows, 84, 97, 333; see Bullocks, Cjttlc. 

Crafts, 26, 243, 251, 254-255. 

Credit; see Banks, Cooperative movement, Money-lenders. 

Cremation. 63, 84; see Funerals. 

Crime, 165 — 167, 172; see Police. 

Criminal Investigation Department, 170. 

Criminal Tribes, 173—174. 

Crooke, William, 241, 

Crops, 70, 94, 98, 100, 136, 179, 184, 186, 192, 197 191;, 20'' 
Cultivation, 98, 197-198; see Agricultural machinery, Implements, 
Lands. 

Currency, 136, 205, 210, 232-233, 

Czecho-Slovakia, 208, 217. 
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l>irling, Malc(>lm, 221. 

Death, 69, Xz, S9, 104, 2X6. 

Debt, 223 -224, 22;, 227. 

Depressed (lasses, 23, 233-234, 236; iee Outca^tcs, “L'nloiK hablcs.” 
Disease, 37, 70, 74, X2-S4, 83- S7. iXj., 279; iee Death, Epidemics, 
Health, 

Divorce, 37. 

Drama, 33, 123, 313. 

Dress; see Clothing, 

Drink, 40, 161, 163-163, 

Drought, 19 1, 196. 

Drugs, 49, 161-163. 

Dyarchy, 1 5 3. 

East India Company, 70, 129-130, 131, 193, 212. 

Education, 120, 136-161, 256, 277, 288, 341. 

Emigration, 301 — 303. 

Epidemics, 70, 81—82. 
h'xports, 21 I -212, 214, 

Factories, 214. 

Fairs, 320322. 

Fakirs, see Mendicants. 

Famine, 192. 

Fertilizer, 133, 198, 

Festivals, 284, 321, 326-327, 332; see Ceremonies. 

Flowers, 29, 40, 63, 13;, 164. 

Fodder, 98, 144. 

Food, 20, 43, 45-+6, 39, 70, 79, 97, 193, 206, 209, 213, 243. 248- 
249. 

Forced labour, 144-147, 131, 186. 

Forman, Douglas N., 71. 

Forests, 8<S, 172. 

Fragmentation of land, 1 87- 188. 

F' ranch! sc, 133. 

Funerals, 63, 136, 241, 232, 

Gambling, 317. 

Gandhi, M. K. 19, 23, i 23, i 3 c, 1 63, 2 i i , 2 i 3, 247, 236, 272, 

304- 
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Gardens, 24,^28. 

Germany, 27, 207, 208, 216. 

Gods and goddesses, 2^, 28, 32-33, 84- 85, 175, 273, 326-327, 

334 - 3 35 - 

Gokhalc, (jopal Krishna, 158. 

Gold; si'e Precious metals. 

(jovernment of India, 70, 149, i:;2-i54, 161, i6>, 193, 194, 215, 
232, 304. 

Grazing land, 98, 15 i, 194. 

Guruy 345 * 

Gypsies, 107, 200, 217, 23 j, 286. 

Health, 69, 87, 2S1; jtv Diseases, I^pidemics. 

Hamilton, Sir Daniel, 233-234. 

Higginbottom, Sam, 197. 

Himalaya, 22, 39, 69. 

Hinduism, 23, 28-29, 33, 97, 125, 17^, 237, 334, 342-348; srf 
Ciods and godticsses. Mendicants. 

Hindus, 27, 28, 33, 73, S3 -84, 99, loi, 163, 207, 249, 260, 274, 
323 - 

Holdings; see Land. 

Hospitality, i 12, 249. 

Housing, 2^.~23, 27, 31, 7.^; see villages. 

llliteravy, 140— 141, 144 -143, 137; h!ducatif)n. 

Implements, 36, 177, 196-197. 

Imports, 134,207-208,210,211-212,214-213, 217. 

Income, 210, 213, 223, 223. 

Income-Tax, 225. 

Indian Mutiny, 34, 130, 134. 

Indian National Congress, 150, 133. 

Indian States, 132, 145, 133. 

Indian Statutory Commission, Report of, 153, 256. 

Industry, 37, 205, 212, 214-218, 236. 

Infiinticide, 273. 

Inheritance, 187. 

Insects, 41, 92, 109, 192. 

Interest, 28, 219, 221, 222, 233. 

Iron, 206, 213, 243. 

Irrigation, 187, 194-193, 200; jrr Wells. 
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l?LllTI, 2R-29, 29;;, 330 -331. 

Italy, 20S. 

lap.in, 19S, 20S. 

jewelry, 50, 62, 64, 216 217, 263, 272. 

J iniglc, R8~-9 t . 

Kabir, 319. 

KanuugO’, i ^ v 
Knighton, William, 1 vo. 

Labourers, 141- 142, 201, 224, 302, *103. 

Land, 9S, 130-132, 135, 136, 13S, 139, 18:;, 187-188, 19S, 213- 
214, 22i;ljand Alienation Act, 22T;si'/c of holdings, 1 87, 124. 
I. and lords, 13 1-132, 135, 136, 184. 

Languages, 26, 28, 63, 102, 115 — 116, 1 24, 277. 

La\\ , 145, 163, I 74. 

Legends, 33, 125, 243, 292, 296-297, 341-343. 

Linlithgow, Marcjui^ of, 200, 228. 
laleracy, 55, 137, 296; see Ediuation. 

Litigation, i 50, 165. 

dhabhiiTdteit 123 , * 34 » 3 * 7 > 343 * 

Maiiu, 130, 220, 240, 231, 291, 294. 

Manure; $ee Fertilizer. 

Marketing; see dVaile, 

Marriage, 122, 240, 232, 239, 260, 261, 271, 2-3 274, 294; 

Child Marriage. 

Marvvaris, 23—26, 193. 

Measures; Weights and Measure-. 

Mecca, 305—308. 

Mela; see Fairs. 

Mendicants, religious, i 13- 114, 1 1 6, 163, 346. 

Mid wives, 2 86-2 88. 

Migration; see Emigration. 

Milk, 32, 70, 97. 

Moguls, 129, 130, 294. 

Money-lenders, 28, 201, 214, 219; $ee Banks Interest. 

Monsoon, 183. 

Motor cars, 202. 
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Music, 32-33, 53, 63, 6;, 88, 106, 108, 113, 309, 31*2, 

315, 317-321. 

Mussulmans, 44, 43, 53, 57, 75, 95,96, loi, 122, 163, 194, 210, 
220, 243, 244-245, 25^, 277, 305, 322, 3 .?o-3.^'- 

Naidu, Sarojini, 278. 

Names, 17, 24, 26, 59, 93, 288, 330. 

N.inak, Guru, 319. 

Nationalist movement, 153, 163. 

Nepal, 136, 172. 

Non-cooperation, 149, i 30-1 51. 

Opium, 161-163. 

Oudh, 19, 29. 39, 70, 88, 93, 129 131, 138, 157, 162, 172, 174, 

180, 185, 200 , 213, 28 I . 

Outcaste, 23, 51-52, 140, 239, 247, 252, 253, 286. 

PanchayatSy 15^) 252. 

Patr^ariy 81, 185-186, 201. 

Pliipp, Henry, 199. 

Piligrims, 123-124, 125, 305, 321. 

Ploughs, 196-197, 201. 

Police, 57, 169; see Crime. 

Polyandry, 61. 

Population, 70, 97, T » 2, i zo, 183-184, 188, 192, 214, 242, 256. 
l\>stal service, 155-156. 

Potatoes, 45, 46, 187. 

Precious metals, 216, 281. 

F rices, 2y, 28, 34? 4 *> 45 > 59 ’ * 4 - 5 > * 9 ^^» * 97 ? * 9 ^’ 212—213* 

Prostitution, 122, 253. 

I^roverhs, 52, 246. 

Punjab, f88, 194, 213, 225. 

Purdahy 77 “ 79 ? 276, 277, 281; see Women. 

Pusa, 198, 199. 

Qurbnniy 3 33- 
Radio, 160, 

Railways, 154-155, 193, 205, 210, 256. 

Rainfall; see Monsoon. 

K-ijputs, 39, 240, 242, 251. 
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Ramayanat 3 * 

Reforms, 152, 

Religion, 330; see Hinduism, Islam, 

Rent, 134-^135, 136, 187, 209, 214. 

Revenue, 131, 132, 225. 

Rice, 32, 70, 98, 183, 187, 189, 198, 313. 

Roy, Ram Mohun, 294. 

Rupee, value of, 213. 

Russia, 188, 

Sndhusi see Mendicants. 

Salt, 98, 15 I, 205, 212-213, 243. 

Sanitation, 69 -70, 286; see Diseases, Health, 

Sati> 29:5. 

Schools, 156-159, 288, 

Seed, 19-7— 199. 

Serfs, 142, 304. 

Sikhs, 163, 319. 

Simon, Sir*John; see Indian Statutory Commission. 

Snakes, 31, 41, 92, 104-107. 

Soil, I <87, 197. 

Spices, 205. 

States; see Indian States. 

Suttee, 293- 

Tnhsii, 134 - 

I'aluqdarsy * 3 * • 

raritf, 212 

Taxation, 130— 131, 1 ^ 6 ^ 147 > 161, i6|, 209, 212-123, 225. 
Tenants, 134, 136, 139, 140, 184, 186, 187, 213-214. 
Tharus. 34-35, 39-40, 68, 69, lOO, 242. 

Thekcdar, 134, 147; sec Contract system. 

Thugs, 172-173. 

'Fobacco, 198, 206, 248. 

Toys, 316. 

Trade, 202, 208, 243; see Exports, Imports. 

Transmigration, 257, 341. 

Trees, 22, 24, 29, 92, 101, 135? 164, 183, 336. 

‘ Twice-born % 160, 207, 240, 245, 338; 
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United Provinces, 20, 162, 184, 195. 

United States, 170, 187, 193, 198, 207, 208, 209, 225, 

* Untouchables 25, 51, 242, 245-247. 

Usury, 219—220, 220-222; see Interest, Money-lenders. 

V'accination, 84; see Disease. 

97r 210, 275, 334, 338-339* 

V'illage, 19, 20, 21, I 51-132; standard of living in, 24-27, 37, 41, 
31, 64, 78, 131, 224, 226—228. 

V^ilLige servants, 35, 141, 151-152, 169, 171-172, 201, 243, 253. 
Viv^ekananda, Swami, 344, 

Wages, 38, 40, 41, 44-45, 5 i> 120, 13S-139, 142, 159, 185, 201, 
225. 

Watchman, 141, 132, 169, i 7 i ; Village servants. 

Weavers, 152, 2 10-2 12, 319. 

Weddings, 259, 271-273; see Brides, Marriage. 

Weights and Measures, 135, 136, 204. 

Wells, 81, 83, 143, 193, 196, 248; see Irrigation. 

Wheat, 98, 183, 196, 200, 

Widows, 159, 260, 271, 293-295. 

Willcocks, Sir William, 195, 

Women, 27, 77, 122-125, 139, 191, 272, 277, 281-282, 285, 289- 
290. 

World War, 28, 152, 305. 

ZamhidarSi 1 3 * • 

Zilidar , 209. 






